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GODLINBSS  WITH  OONTBNTMBNT. 

BT  THE  EDITOR. 
(&€  Frontispiece.') 

'*  Around  in  sympathetic  mirth 
ItB  trick  the  kitten  tries/' 

We  have  here  a  peep  into  a  happy  home.  Back  of  what  we  see, 
there  is  an  unseen  home-world  here.  But  why  not  show  us  more  of  it  ? 
Not  for  all  eyes  are  the  sacred  arrangements  of  a  godly  household. 

What  is  she  doing,  anyhow  ?  The  balls  on  the  table  look  like  carpet 
rags.  The  one  in  her  hand  seems  to  be  stocking-yarn.  That  it  must  be. 
And  she  is  wrapping  and  getting  it  ready  to  knit  stockings  for  somebody. 
The  sleek  little  mischief  on  the  table  has  been  pawing  and  clawing  at  the 
balls.  She  has  drawn  out  and  entangled  the  yarn.  Curling  her  tail,  and 
lazily  rolling  over  on  the  table,  she  looks  up  to  her  kind  friend,  with  a 
phosphorescent  spark  in  her  roguish  eye,  trying  to  say  by  her  look :  <<  See 
here,  have  we  not  fine  sport  together?''  A  certain  learned  author,  in  de- 
fining the  difference  between  man  and  the  animals  below  him,  calls  him 
"  a  laughing  animal."  He  tells  us,  that  none  of  the  lower  animal  crea- 
tion have  a  capacity  to  laugh.  Be  this  as  it  may,  our  little  friend  on  the 
table  most  assuredly  can  relish  a  joke.  And  if  her  face  were  shaven,  I 
am  not  sure  but  what  we  might  discover  a  broad  grin  thereupon.  In- 
wardly the  cat  is  certainly  laughing. 

But  what  a  *^  muss"  she  has  made.  And  the  good  lady  is  not  in  the 
least  displeased  about  it.  A  good  and  fast  friend  is  she  to  this  mischiev- 
ous, fun-loving  cat.  Many  a  savory  dish  does  she  get,  and  caresses  and 
kind  words  without  end.  Kindness  to  animals  is  a  pleasing  virtue.  In  a 
very  important  sense 

"  He  liveth  best,  who  loveth  best, 
All  things  both  great  and  small" 
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FaiD  could  I  wish  to  peep  over  the  sides  of  that  basket.  For  next  to 
a  little  boy*8  pockets,  a  mother*s  Fewing  basket  is  one  of  the  most  marvel- 
lous domestic  curiosities  I  have  ever  laid  my  eyes  upon.  Well  do  I  re- 
member, how  a  certain  restless  boy  would  never  tire  in  rummaging  through 
Lis  mother's  work-basket  for  hours.  There  were  balls  of  white,  blue, 
black  and  red  yarn  ;  spools  of  white,  black,  yellow  and .  brown  thread  ; 
knitting  needles,  darning  needles,  sewing  needles  of  all  sizes  from  num- 
ber four  up  to  the  top  of  the  scale,  sticking  in  cushions  along  the  sides  of 
the  basket.  Buttons  of  brass,  ivory,  horn  and  wood,  for  sleeves,  collars, 
pants,  coats  and  vests.  Tape  of  every  imaginable  width  and  color. 
Boxes  of  hooks  and  eyes.  Strings,  straps,  patches  and  a  mass  of  other 
articles,  all  huddled  together  in  a  basket  less  than  a  foot  in  diameter. 
Let  me  tell  you,  dear  reader,  you  rarely  find  so  many  marks  of  a  mother's 
true  and  tenderest  love  collected  within  so  small  a  space,  as  in  her  sewing 
basket.     That  my  poor  grateful  heart  remembers  full  well. 

This  picture  must  have  been  taken  some  years  ago.  The  lady's  dress 
is  not  up  to  the  times.  But  it  is  none  the  worse  for  that.  The  cap^  care- 
lessly hanging  over  her  half-concealed  locks,  becomes  her  well.  The  bow 
on  her  sleeve  would  be  considered  out  of  place  now.     Not  so  then. 

She  seems  to  have  fallen  into  a  reverie.  Her  busy  hands  have  evidently 
ceased  to  ply  the  yarn.  Unconsciously  she  has  stopped.  Her  eyes  are 
half-vacantly  peering  into  some  matter,  beyond  our  sight,  but  not  beyond 
hers.  What  is  the  dear  lady  thinking  about  ?  May  there  not  be  a  cra- 
dle, with  its  precious  treasure,  back  of  her  chair  ?  There  must  be  some 
1  ttle  feet  which  these  large  bills  of  yarn  are  intended  to  warm.  They 
may  have  merrily  pattered  through  the  slush  and  snow  to  school.  Per- 
haps some  are  sleeping  in  the  graveyard,  under  the  snow.  No  matter 
where  they  are.  Her  calm,  contented  face,  beams  with  "  Life,  Light  and 
Love.'' 


THE  NEW  YEAR. 


BY    THE    EDITOR. 


The  Guardian  herewith  sendeth  greetings  to  all  its  friends  and  read- 
ers. For  this  New  Year  is  its  twentieth  birthday.  Just  twenty  years 
ago,  its  now  sainted  founder  issued  the  first  unpretending  number.  From 
the  start,  it  has  had  many  and  warm  friends,  and  it  has  thera  still.  Good 
and  able  writers,  with  a  strong  faith  and  a  warm  sympathizing  loVe  for 
the  young,  have  contributed  to  its  pages,  down  to  this  present.  We 
thank  our  readers  for  taking  and  reading  this  Magazine ;  we  thank  the 
writers,  who  so  kindly  and  ably  have  written  for  the  good  of  others,  for 
their  labor  of  love  For  such  we  know  it  to  be.  We  bespeak  from  both 
a  continuance  of  their  favor. 

We  should  feel  greatly  encouraged  in  our  work,  if  the  friends  pf  the 
Guardian  would  labor  for  the  increase  of  its  circulation.  We  try  to 
make  it. interesting  and  instructive.  Our  constant  aim  is  to  suit  and  bene- 
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fit  the  young.  Other  papers  and  monthlies  are  designed  for  readers  of 
riper  years.  This  for  a  certain  class — for  those  in  the  spring  time  of 
life.  These  have  certain  tastes  to  cultivate  and  gratify,  certain  dangers 
to  guard  against,  certain  evils  to  conquer,  certain  habits  to  form — ^to  form 
forever.  These  tastes,  dangers,  evils,  and  habits,  the  writers  for  the 
Guardian  make  it  a  point  to  study  and  understand.  We  are  not  ^'  beat- 
ing the  air,"  nor  pulling  the  trigger  of  an  unsighted  or  aimless  gun. 
The  Guardian  has  had  a  special  mission  from  the  start.  That  mission 
it  has  steadily  kept  in  view,  and  shall  continue  to  do  so.  We  have  reason 
to  believe  that  it  b  doing  good.  Very  happy  should  we  be  to  see  its 
usefulness  extending  by  an  increase  of  circulation.  It  can  easily  be  done. 
A  teacher  of  a  Sunday  school  can  easily  raise  a  club  of  subscribers  among 
the  other  teachers.  With  very  little  trouble  the  deacon  of  a  congregation 
can  raise  a  club.  Will  our  friends  have  the  kindness  to  make  the  effort  ? 
Another  year,  with  its  trials  and  responsibilities,  has  hastened  into  the 
past.  Into  many  families  where  the  G  uardian  finds  a  home,  death  has 
entered.  Upon  others  the  hand  of  disease  and  pain  has  been  laid.  God, 
mercifully  comfort  all  sorrowing  hearts. 

Courage,  thou  sorely -tempted  heart, 
Break  through  thy  woes,  forget  thy  smart; 
Come  forth  and  on  thy  Bridegroom  gaze  ; 
The  Lamb  of  God,  the  Fount  of  grace ; 
There  is  thy  place ! 

Upon  a  New  Year  we  are  entering.  What  it  will  bring  is  to  us  un- 
known ;  to  our  Father  well  known.  It  will  be  wise  for  us  to  make  the 
best  of  it.  *'  Not  slothful  in  business,  fervent  in  spirit,  serving  the  Lord." 
We  now  have  one  year  less  tp  live;  fifty-two  Sundays  less  wherein  to 
worship  God.  Every  year  life  is  shortening,  the  grave  and  eternity  are 
approaching.     Beyond  the  tomb  there  is  no  room  for  repentance. 

"  Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  to  insure  the  great  reward." 

A  child  of  God  need  have  no  fear.    Such  our  Father  will  never  leave  nor 
forsake.     "  Who  will  harm  you,  if  ye  be  followers  of  that  which  is  good  ?* 


HE  HAS  NO  MOTHEB. 


Sitting  one  day  in  the  school-room  I  overheard  a  conversation  between 
a  sister  and  a  brother.  The  little  boy  complaiaed  of  insults  or  wrongs  re- 
ceived from  another  little  boy.  His  face  was  flushed  with  anger.  The 
sister  listened  awh\le,  and  then,  turning  away,  she  answered,  "I  do  not 
want  to  hear  another  word;  Willie  has  no  mother."  The  brother's  lips 
were  silent,  the  rebuke  came  home  to  him,  and,  stealing  away,  he  muttered, 
"I  never  thought  of  that.*'  He  thought  of  his  own  mother,  and  the  lone- 
liness of  "  Willie"  compared  with  his  own  happy  lot.  *'  He  has  no  mother." 
Do  we  think  of  it  when  want  comes  to  the  orphan,  and  rude  words  assail 
him?  Has  the  little  wanderer  "no  mother"  to  listen  to  his  little  sorrows? 
Speak  gently  to  him,  then. 
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8PIBIDI01T. 

From  the  German  of  G.  E,  Schmieder, 

BY  L.   H.   8. 

During  tlie  reign  of  tbe  Emperor  CoDstaDtine  tbe  Great,  and  of  his 
sons,  Constans  and  Constantins,  there  lived  upon  the  consecrated  island 
of  CypmS)  which  Paul  visited  first  in  his  first  missionary  tour  with  Bar- 
nahas,  a  pious  man  named  Spiridion,  who  possessed  at  the  village  of  Trimi- 
tunt,  near  the  city  of  Salamis,  large  sheep-walks  on  which  he  tended  his 
own  flocks.  A  plain  man,  ignorant  of  the  world  and  of  hook  learning, 
hut  true  and  firmly  grounded  in  the  faith — fervent  in  prayer,  and  thor- 
ough in  his  knowledge  of  the  human  heart — to  whom  were  attributed  the 
gifts  of  prophecy  and  miraculous  powers.  He  belonged  to  the  age  of 
Christian  simplicity,  when  there  were  as  many  Episcopal  chairs  with 
small  dioceses  as  there  are  parishes  in  our  times,  and  when  the  life  and 
actions  of  bishops  were  of  more  account  than  their  learning  and  eloquence. 
During  the  last  persecution  of  the  Christians,  under  Galarius  and  Mazi- 
minus,  Spiridion  was  chosen  as  Bishop  of  Trimitunt,  and  attained  great 
favor  with  his  people,  which,  afterwards  becoming  general,  secured  him  a 
pkce  both  in  the  Greek  (December  12)  and  the  Roman  (December  14) 
calendars,  and  surrounded  his  name,  on  account  of  the  original  character 
of  his  piety,  with  such  a  host  of  popular  traditions,  that  it  is  difficult  to 
dbtinguish  the  truth  of  his  history  from  that  which  is  legendary.  It  is 
probably  best  not  to  attempt  to  separate  the  two  too  strictly,  since  the 
legendary  will  also  serve  to  characterize  the  man  and  his  influence  upon 
the  human  heart. 

It  is  certain  that  Spiridion  was  one  of  those  faithful  Confessors,  whom 
Maximinus,  who  labored  with  zeal  to  exterminate  all  Christians,  and 
bishops  especially,  sent  to  hard  labor  in  the  mines,  after  he  had  destroyed 
one  of  their  eyes  and  lamed  one  of  their  knees.  He  appeared  with  these 
scars,  like  many  others,  at  the  great  Church  Council  of  Nicsea,  in  Bethy- 
nia,  which  the  Emperor  Constantino  opened  in  person  in  325.  It  has 
been  supposed^  with  some  show  of  truth^  that  he  was  the  unknown  vene- 
rable bishop;  who  created  so  great  a  sensation  at  that  Council,  among 
both  Christians  and  heathen,  by  a  remarkable  illustration  of  the  power 
of  faith.  A  heathen  philosopher,  with  cunning  rhetoric,  had  reviled  the 
Christian  faith,  and  the  learned  bishops  were  greatly  perplexed  how  they 
should  answer  him.  Then  the  plain  old  man  arose  and  asked  permission 
to  speak.  It  was  granted  him  out  of  respect  for  his  venerable  appearance, 
althongh  it  Was  feared  that  he  might  become  a  laughing-stock.  He 
began  gently,  but  with  great  earnestness :  '<  Hearken  unto  me,  philoso- 
pher, in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ.  There  is  one  Gt)d,  the  Creator  of 
Heaven  and  earth,  of  all  things  vbible  and  invisible.      By  the  power  of 
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His  Word  He  created  all  thiDgs,  and  established  them  by  His  Holy 
Spirit.  This  Word,  which  we  call  the  Son  of  Ood,  haviog  compassion 
for  the  errors  of  man  and  hb  brutal  mode  of  life,  was  born  of  a  woman, 
went  about  among  men,  and  died  for  them.  But  He  shall  come  again  as 
Judge  of  the  works  of  men.  Thus  is  it,  and  thus  we  believe,  without 
entering  into  metaphysical  discussions  on  the^ubjeot.  Wherefore  give 
yourself  no  fruitless  task  in  seeking  out  contradictions  to  that  which  rests 
on  faith,  or  in  asking  how  this  could  have  happened,  or  could  not  have 
happened.  But  answer  me,  doit  thou  believe  V*  To  the  astonishment 
of  all,  the  philosopher  overcome  answered  :  '*  I  believe/'  thanked  the  old 
man,  and  counselled  the  philosophers,  who  had  thought  with  him,  to  fol- 
low his  example,  since  by  the  blessing  of  God  an  unspeakable  influence 
had  moved  him  to  become  a  Christian. 

If  the  old  man  of  the  story  were  not  Spiridion  himself^  he  was  certainly 
one  of  the  same  mould.  Spiridion  as  bishop  lived  in  the  same  manner  as 
he  had  done  before  his  consecration,  and  tended  his  flocks  of  sheep  as 
well  as  his  congregations.  One  night  some  thieves  came  to  stebl  his 
sheep,  but  they  became  entangled  in  the  hedge,  as  though  through  the 
agency  of  some  invisible  hand,  and  when  Spiridion  went,  the  next  morn- 
ing, to  drive  out  his  flocks,  he  caught  the  thieves  in  this  condition.  Their 
wicked  intention  was  manifest.  By  his  words  and  prayers  he  released 
them  from  their  entanglement,  just  as  they  had  been  ensnared  through 
the  favor  in  which  he  stood  with  God.  '^  But,''  said  Spiridion,  in  a 
friendly  manner,  ^'  in  order  that  they  may  not  have  watched  so  long  in 
Tain,  he  would  give  them  a  wether,  so  that  they  could  see  it  would  be 
better  to  ask  than  to  attempt  to  steal.''  He  willingly  suffered  no  one  to 
leave  him  in  trouble,  and  always  sought  to  do  good  to  man  through  love. 

He  had  been  married,  and  had  a  daughter  called  Irene,  who,  in  accord- 
ance with  her  father's  wish,  lived  a  virgin's  life  at  his  house,  but  died 
during  his  absence  at  the  Council  of  Niosda.  On  hb  return,  one  came 
to  him  and  complained  that  he  had  entrusted  a  treasure  to  his  deceased 
daughter,  which  he  wished  returned  to  him.  Spiridion  replied,  that  ho 
knew  nothing  of  it,  and  could  find  no  trace  of  it  about  his  house.  The 
man  complained  bitterly,  so  that  the  good  bishop's  heart  was  touched. 
He  went  to  the  grave  of  his  daughter,  called  her  by  name,  and  begged 
her  to  reveal  to  him  where  the  treasure  had  been  concealed.  Then  the 
voice  of  the  departed  indicated  the  place  of  concealment,  where  the  trea- 
sure was  found  and  restored  to  the  owner. 

Whilst  this  daughter  was  still  living,  and  in  charge  of  his  household, 
a  guest  came  to  pay  him  a  visit  during  a  season  of  fasting,  when  he  lived 
whole  days  without  food.  He  begged  his  daughter  to  wash  his  feet  and 
to  give  him  some  bread.  She  answered  that  there  was  neither  bread  nor 
meal  in  the  house,  only  some  bacon,  whoso  use  was  forbidden  during  a 
fast.  But  the  father  ordered  her  to  get  this  ready  and  to  place  it  before 
the  guest.  He  then  ate  some  of  it  himself,  and  invited  the  guest  to  par- 
take also,  previously  having  begged  the  Lord,  in  this  case  of  necessity,  to 
pardon  the  violation  of  the  Church  order.  The  guest  hesitated,  and  re- 
fused to  eat,  saying  that  he  was  a  Christian.  ^*  On  that  account,"  added 
the  excellent  man,  ^'  do  not  scruple  for  an  instant ;  to  the  pure  all  things 
are  pure." 
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SpiridioD  could  also  be  very  stem,  when  he  supposed  revereuce  for  the 
word  of  God  was  being  impaired  by  levity.  This  was  felt  once  by  tbo 
young  Bishop  of  Ladra  (otherwise  called  Ladron),  likewise  a  city  of 
Cyprus.  This  bishop,  whose  name  was  Triphyllus,  had  received  a  com- 
plete education  in  Berytus,  on  the  Phoenician  mainland,  and  had  studied 
jurisprudence  and  rhetorivbut  as  a  Christian  submitted  himself  to  Spiri- 
dion's  instruction,  which  was  given  with  spiritual  earnestness^  and  with 
the  particular  object  in  view  of  destroying  in  him  the  evil  spirit  of  leari:ed 
haughtiness,  so  that  Triphyllus  was  looked  upon  and  revered  as  a  saint, 
being  even  named  among  the  saints  in  the  Roman  Calendar,  and  having 
June  13  devoted  to  his  memory.  Triphyllus  preached  a  sermon  before  a 
*  Synod  of  the  bishops  of  Cyprus,  and,  when  he  quoted  the  passage  "  take 
up  thy  bed  and  walk,''  employed  a  more  elegant  phrase  for  the  less  ele- 
gant Greek  word  used  in  the  text  for  "  bed."  Spiridion  arose  quickly 
from  his  seat,  and  asked  him  whether  he  thought  himself  better  than  the 
Evangelist^  as  he  was  ashamed  to  employ  the  expression  which  the  latter 
had  used.  The  ground  of  his  indignation  was  understood,  and  his  words 
produced  the  effect  intended. 

His  unselfishness  showed  itself  in  many  ways.  He  divided  the  episco- 
pal revenues  into  two  parts,  one  he  gave  to  the  poor,  and  the  other  he 
loaned  to  the  needy.  He  was  accustomed  not  to  give  out  the  loan  him- 
self, but  to  suffer  them  to  take  from  his  chest  as  much  as  they  needed ; 
and  when  they  returned  the  money,  he  also  showed  confidence  by  per- 
mitting them  to  put  it  back  again  in  the  chest.  Once  his  confidence  was 
misplaced^  and  a  man  pretended  to  put  the  money  back,  but  really  took 
it  home  with  him.  Spiridion  said  nothing.  -Some  time  afterwards,  the 
same  man  came  to  borrow  again.  The  bishop  told  him  he  should  take 
what  he  wanted  out  of  the  chest.  The  latter  went  to  it,  and^  finding 
nothing,  said  there  was  nothing  in  it.  "  Ah,"  said  the  bishop,  *'  that  is 
strange  that  you  alone  cannot  find  what  you  need  in  the  chest.  It  must 
be  that  you  have  not  returned  what  you  borrowed.  Otherwise  you  would 
certainly  find  what  you  need.  I  assure  you  this  is  true,  and,  if  you  are 
innocent,  go  again  and  get  what  you  want."  The  man  acknowledged 
himself  convicted,  and  confessed  his  fault. 

Thus  was  Spiridion  taught  in  all  simplicity  of  God.  Because  he  knew 
mankind  he  was  skilled  in  education  and  the  charge  of  souls.  The  year 
of  his  death  is  not  known.  He  died  at  the  end  of  the  harvest  to  which 
he  had  devoted  himself.  Oh  that  we  had  hosts  of  preachers  such  as 
Bishop  Spiridion  !     We  might  all  learn  from  them. 


THE  EXACT  TRUTH. 


Two  young  masons  were  building  a  brick  wall — the  front  wall  of  a  high 
house.  One  of  them^  in  placing  a  brick,  discovered  that  it  was  a  little 
thicker  on  one  side  than  on  the  other. 

His  companion  advised  him  to  throw  it  out.  "It  will  make  your  wall 
untrue,  Ben,"  said  he. 
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**  Pooh ! "  answered  Ben,  "  what  diflference  will  such  a  trifle  as  that  make  ? 
Xou're  too  particular." 

"Mj  mother,"  replied  his  companion,  *  taught  me  that  ^  truth  is  truth/ 
and  ever  so  little  an  untruth  is  a  lie,  and  a  lie  is  no  trifle." 

"0,"  said  Ben,  "that's  all  very  well;  but  I  am  not  lying,  and  have  no 
intention  of  doing  so." 

"  Very  true ;  but  you  mike  your  wall  tell  a  lie ;  and  I  have  somewhere 
read  that  a  lie  in  one's  work,  like  a  lie  in  his  character,  will  show  itself 
sooner  or  later,  and  bring  harm,  if  not  ruin." 

*'  ril  risk  it,  in  this  case,"  answered  Ben ;  and  he  worked  away,  laying 
more  bricks,  and  carrying  the  wall  up  higher,  till  the  close  of  the  day, 
when  they  quit  work  and  went  home. 

The  nest  morning  they  went  to  resume  their  work,  when  behold  the  lie 
had  wrought  out  the  result  of  all  lies !  The  wall  getting  a  little  slant  from 
the  untrue  brick,  had  become  more  and  more  untrue  as  it  got  higher,  and 
at  last  in  the  night,  had  toppled  over^  obliging  the  masons  to  do  all  their 
work  over  again. 

Just  so  with  ever  so  little  an  untruth  in  your  character — it  grows  more 
and  more  untrue,  if  you  permit  it  to  remain,  till  it  brings  sorrow  and  ruin. 

Tell,  act^  and  live  the  exact  truth  always. 


THE  FALLING  STABS. 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 


It  was  early  on  a  Wednesday  morning,  November  13, 1833.  About  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  it  was.  Two  little  boys,  myself  and  an  elder 
brother,  slept  in  the  bed  of  a  cozy  room  in  a  certain  farm  house.  Two 
other  beds  happened  to  be  in  the  same  room^one  occupied  by  another 
brother,  the  other  by  a  hired  man.  The  last  two  beds  had  already  been 
vacated.  About  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  a  familiar  voice  called  up 
toward  the  window  of  our  bed-room,  "  Boys,  quickly  get  up,  the  stars  are 
falling  from  heaven."  With  that,  another  voice,  in  tenderer  tones,  called 
up  the  stairway,  "  Boys,  arise  in  haste,  the  stars  are  falling." 

Sweet  as  sleep  was  to  the  said  boys  at  that  early  hour  of  a  frosty 
November  morning,  they  leaped  to  the  window  to  see  what  all  this  meant. 
For  a  few  moments,  they  stood  and  looked  at  myriads  of  "stars"  darting 
through  the  air  and  falling  earthward,  like  the  large  first  flakes  of  a  coming 
8now  storm.  In  great  haste  they  put  on  their  garments,  muttering  as  if 
but  half  awake,  and  in  dream-like  wonder  over  this  strange  sight.  Under 
the  roof  of  an  open  out  building  they  stood,  lest  these  falling  balls  of  fire 
might  strike  their  heads.  Thicker  and  faster  they  fell;  some  darting 
horizontally  through  the  air,  others  falling  to  within  a  few  yards  from  the 
earth  and  then  vanishing. 

It  happened  to  be  market  morning,  on  which  multitudes  of  country 
folk  were  wont  to  wend  their  way  along  the  townward  road,  on  horseback, 
with  large  baskets  on  arm,  and  in  market  wagons.     Many  of  these  coming 
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from  a  distance,  bad  started  before  tbe  star-sbower  bad  oommenced. 
Wbeo  tbe  stars  began  to  fall,  some  returned  bome,  saying  one  to  another, 
*<Wby  go  to  market?  The  world  is  coming  to  an  end.  Does  not  our 
Saviour  say  (Matthew  xxiv.)  that  when  Hhe  stars  shall  fall  from  heaven, 
the  end  of  the  world  will  be  at  tbe  door?' "  "  Aob,  berr  jeh,"  cried  some 
worldly-minded  women,  wringing  their  hands  and  shedding  tears  of 
remorseful  terror.  Here  and  there  a  close-fisted  farmer,  who  had  never 
said  a  prayer  in  bis  family,  and  always  grumbled  as  he  gave  twenty- five 
cents  to  a  pastor's  salary,  whose  ministration  he  seldom  attended,  suddenly 
turned  penitent  and  pious.  One  who,  two  hours  before,  had  called  his 
hired  man  out  of  bed  with  an  oath,  was  now  overheard  by  the  same  hired 
man,  on  the  dark  hay-mow,  praying  loud  and  long — praying  as  if  he 
feared  every  moment  the  fiery  falling  stars  would  burn  through-  the  barn 
roof,  and  kindle  around  him  the  fires  of  tbe  lower  world.  In  sighs  and 
groans,  he  gt^ve  vent  to  his  remorse,  and  made  all  manner  of  vows  to  amend 
bis  wicked  life,  if  only  Qod  would  give  him  a  little  more  time.  Not  unu- 
sually, he  would  call  bis  servant  to  breakfast  in  language  not  the  most 
flattering;  such  as,  '^  Jim,  hurry  and  come,  you  lazy  dog,  creeping  along 
at  a  snail's  pace.  At  this  rate,  you  won't  earn  your  salt."  Thb  morning 
be  said  in  a  drawling,  whining  tone:  "James,  please  come  to  breakfast, 
when  you  are  ready.''  Jim  thought  to  himself, "  Aha,  the  stars  have  done 
one  good  thing.     They  have  taught  this  ruffian  manners." 

A  worldly-minded,  prayerless  mother  of  four  children,  rushed  into  their 
bed-room  in  the  greatest  excitement,  screaming  *^  Children,  jump  up,  and 
let  us  pray  quickly,  before  the  World  comes  to  an  end."  And  with  that, 
she  violently  pulled  them  down  on  their  knees,  and  kneeled  aside  of  them, 
and  screamed  mightily  for  mercy. 

A  wicked  youth,  tbe  terror  of  good  boys,  whom  be  persecuted,  ridiculed 
and  tormented  in  every  possible  way — with  shameless  pride,  indulging  in 
drunkenness  and  swearing,  became  terribly  frightened.  He  hid  himself 
in  a  certain  stable,  and  screamed  for  mercy.  Many  things  he  now  told 
God,  which  be  had  always  denied.  He  bad  been  so  wicked,  so  vile,  so 
cruel  to  good  people,  so  blasphemous.  And  now  to  be  hurried  to  the  bar 
of  Ood  with  all  these  sins  upon  his  soul.  The  poor  fellow  sobbed  as  if 
his  heart  would  break.  The  stars  seemed  to  effect  more  than  all  the  les- 
sons and  sermons  he  had  ever  learned  or  heard. 

It  was  a  strange  market  the  people  held  in  our  quiet  country  town  on 
that  morning,  made  memorable  by  the  falling  of  tbe  "  stars."  Butter  was 
very  scarce.  Farmers  might  have  claimed  a  high  price,  but  then  what 
was  the  use.  The  world  was  coming  to  an  end,  when  there  would  be  no 
longer  any  need  of  money,  nor  of  butter  either.  Buyers  would  go  from 
basket  to  basket,  and  price  the  article.  "  You  are  very  worldly  and  very 
foolish,"  said  one  to  a  country  woman.  "You  demand  a  high  price  when 
the  last  trumpet  is  about  to  blow.  What  do  you  want  with  money  here- 
after?" 

"And  you  are  just  as  foolish,"  was  tbe  reply.  "  If  I  will  have  no  use 
for  mine,  you  will  have  no  use  for  yours.  If  the  world  will  come  to  an 
end  to-day,  you  and  I  will  be  in  the  same  boat.  You  may  as  well  give 
me  your  money  as  a  present,  as  I  to  give  you  ray  butter.  Besides,  it  may 
be  a  question  whether  you  will  need  any  butter  hereafter.  Neither  but- 
ter nor  money  will  be  needed  in  the  grave  whither  we  are  going. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  The  FaUing  Stare.  13 

As  a  rale,  these  nervoas  alarmists  and  frightened  people  belonged  to  a 
class,  who  rarely  went  to  ohuroh,  and  were  notoriously  prayerless  and 
worldly.  Earnest  practical  Christians  bought  and  sold  their  marketings, 
and  said  with  a  smile,  *'If  He  comes  to-day,  He  will  not  hurt  us." 

For  a  long  while,  the  two  little  boys  stood  beneath  the  roof  and  watched 
the  falling  stars  less  frightened  than  amused;  for  the  morning  was  very 
dark,  and  the  fiery  shower  far  exceeded  the  brilliancy  of  any  display  of 
rockets  or  fire-works  which  the  ingenuity  of  man  c^n  produce.  That  day 
they  went  to  school,  as  usual.  One  can  well  imagine  that  there  was  little 
studying  done.  The  school  children  brought  wild  and  spectral  stories 
with  them.  Their  usual  games  were  omitted  during  recess.  At  noon, 
every  one  hastily  devoured  the  contents  of  his  basket,  so  as  the  sooner  to 
join  the  wonder-loving  and  half  frightened  crowd.  Some  that  read  in  the 
Testament,  turned  to  the  xxivth.  chapter  of  Matthew.  There  we  read  it. 
Was  not  the  Bible  the  Book  of  God  ?  And  the  Bible  says  when  the  stars 
shall  fall,  the  end  is  at  hand.  Now  our  tender  child  hearts  fluttered,  as, 
we  talked  over  these  strange  things  on  our  homeward  way  in  the  evening. 
Happily,  a  few  words  from  our  pious  mother  calmed  our  fears. 

For  a  few  days,  business  and  labor  to  some  extent,  were  interrupted. 
Some  farmers  had  appointed  "butchering"  for  that  day.  "  We  shall  need  • 
DO  more  meat,  why  then  should  we  butcher  ?  "  was  the  remark,  and  the 
day's  work  was  not  done  Many  were  greatly  perplexed  about  housing 
their  vegetables.  *'  Why  fill  our  cellars,  if  the  Judgment  day  is  at  hand?" 
Persons  with  a  fussy,  superficial  piety,  kept  running  from*  house  to  house, 
crying *Mo  here!  and  lo  there!"  Those  of  earnest  faith  quietly  went 
about  their  business,  served  and  worshipped  God  as  they  had  always  done, 
knowing  that  ''he  who  telleth  the  number  of  the  stars,  and  calleth  them 
by  their  names,  lifteth  up  the  meek,  while  he  casteth  the  wicked  to  the 
ground." 

The  following  Sunday,  some  of  the  churches  in  the  neighborhood  were 
crowded,  all  aisles  and  benches  failed.  Some  came  from  fright.  For,  in 
case  the  Son  of  Man  should  come  in  a  week  or  two,  and  summon  them  to 
judgment,  what  would  become  of  them?  For  they  had  never  had  any 
sincere  love  for  our  Saviour,  nor  paid  any  regard  to  his  Church  and  her 
ordinances.  Others  came  to  hear  what  the  minister  would  say  about  the 
falling  stars  and  the  xxivth.  Chapter  of  Matthew.  The  usual  staid,  steady, 
devout  Christians  came  as  their  custom  was,  and  worshipped  God,  little 
concerned  whether  the  end  of  the  world  was  a  week  or  a  century  off. 
Not  a  few  of  those  who,  on  that  frightful  Wednesday  morning,  had  crept 
into  some  dark  corner  and  cried  for  mercy,  were  absent.  For,  by  this 
time,  they  suspected  that,  afler  all,  their  alarm  must  have  been  groundless. 
That  either  the  falling  balls  of  fire  were  no  stars,  or  if  they  were,  that 
somehow  the  Saviour  could  not  have  meant  such  an  occurrence.  As  is 
usually  the  case  when  persons  turn  pious  under  the  pressure  of  a  supposed 
danger,  or  approaching  death,  their  hasty  repentance  and  excited  pleading 
at  a  throne  of  grace  soon  subsided.  Among  the  wickedest  wretches  there- 
after found  in  that  neighborhood,  were  some  of  these  people,  who  in  their 
fright  sought  momentary  refuge  in  prayer,  to  escape  from  the  terrors  of 
impending  judgment.  Such  ^repentance  is  rarely  of  a  godly  sort.  Many 
a  wicked  soul  discards  and  defers  the  day  of  grace  till  death  knocks  at 
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tbe  door.  Then  the  solemn  work  of  a  lifetime  is  to  be  done  ia  a  few 
hours;  to  be  done  when  the  sufferer  can  think  of  nothing  above  his  pain ; 
when  the  breast  heaves  with  vain  eudeavors  at  life-giving  breathing,  and 
every  hour  seems  to  be  the  last.  With  the  lips,  such  a  oue  may  possibly 
pray,  but  the  insincerity  of  such  a  conversion  shuts  the  ears  of  the  God  of 
Sabaoth.  Of  such  he  says,  "They  have  not  cried  unto  me  with  their 
heart,  when  they  howled  upon  their  beds  "  (Hosea,  vii.  14). 

I  need  scarcely  tell  the  reader,  that  the  above  was  a  meteoric  shower, 
and  not  the  falling  of  actual  stars.  Think  of  our  globe  receiving  a  pelting 
of  the  starry  spheres  from  t\^e  hands  of  unseen  might!  Thousands  of 
worlds,  each  larger  than  the  earth,  impinging  upon  our  planet,  battering 
in  its  crust !  In  a  short  time  knocking  it  full  of  holes,  through  which  its 
internal  fire  bursts  out,  setting  the  whole  ablaze !  Setting  the  falling  plan- 
ets themselves  afire !  Filling  the  heavens  and  the  earth  with  the  explosive 
crash  and  crackling  of  burning  worlds!  "The  host  of  heaven  shall  be 
dissolved,  and  the  heavens  shall  be  rolled  together  as  a  scroll;  and  all 
their  host  shall  fall  down,  as  the  leaf  falleth  off  from  the  vine."  Isaiah, 
xxxiv.  4.  Or,  as  Peter  says,  2  Epistle,  iii.  10,  *•  The  heavens  shall  pass  away 
with  a  great  noise,  and  the  elements  shall  melt  with  fervent  heat;  the 
earth,  also,  and  the  works  that  are  therein  shall  be  burnt  up.  Seeing, 
then,  that  all  these  things  shall  be  dissolved,  what  manner  of  persons 
ought  ye  to  be  in  all  holy  conversation  and  godliness." 

It  has  been  ascertained,  that  these  meteoric  showers  occur  at  regular 
intervals  of  33 }  years,  or  about  three  times  in  every  century.  In  1866^ 
they  were  repeated.  IJsually  for  a  few  years  after,  about  the  same  season 
of  the  year,  the  scene  is  repeated  on  a  smaller  scale,  like  the  stray  drops 
of  a  "  clear-up  shower.''  On  the  nights  of  the  13th  and  14th  of  last 
November,  the  heavens  again  rained  meteors.  Tracing  this  celestial 
appearance  back  through  the  past,  we  find  it  always  at  the  fixed  intervals 
of  33  years.  These  meteoric  cycles  were  first  Siscovered  by  the  celebrated 
naturalist.  Von  Humboldt.  On  the  night  of  November  12,  1799,  he  and 
Bonpland  witnessed  one  of  these  showers  in  South  America.  In  1368, 
(October  22, 1366,  old  style,)  they  were  seen.  And  on  October  19, 1202, 
they  were  witnessed  at  Bagdad.  On  October  13,  902,  we  have  the  record 
of  another.  All  these  dates  can  be  measured  by  the  number  33i  with 
tolerable  accuracy,  forming  the  starting  and  connecting  links  in  the  long 
chain  of  meteoric  ages. 

Counting  still  further  backwards,  we  find  the  year  71,  after  the  birth  of 
Christ,  to  correspond  with  one  of  these  meteoric  eras.  In  Matthew  xxiv., 
and  Mark  xiii.,  our  Saviour  foretells  the  destruction  of  Jerusalem  and 
the  end  of  the  world.  The  capture  and  destruction  of  the  Holy  City,  here 
spoken  of,  took  place  in  the  year  70.  After  this  tribulation,  (he  stars  of 
heaven  shall /all.  Mark  xiii.  25.  How  natural  to  suppose  that,  about  the 
year  71,  this  part  of  our  Saviour's  prophecy  was  fulfilled  by  such  a  shower 
of  meteors  or  **  falling  stars,"  as  we  had  in  1833  and  1866. 

By  comparing  historical  dates  about  the  time  of  our  Saviour's  birth, 
learned  men  have  proved,  that  the  prevailing  reckoning  of  the  Christian 
era  is  about  five  years  too  late.  That  is  to  say,  our  Saviour  was  born  five 
years  earlier  than  1868  years  ago.  We  have  not  space  here  to  show  how 
this  conclusion  has  been  arrived  at,  but  simply  state  the  fact,  and  are  of 
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the  opiDioD  that  this  error  has  really  been  committed.  If  so,  we  are  now 
living  in  the  year  1874,  instead  of  1869.  Now  if  this  be  so,  by  counting 
from  the  year  71,  ^^  years  back,  we  get  to  the  year  5.  And  the  mistake 
of  five  years  in  our  chronological  reckoning,  brings  the  time  for  the  falling 
of  the  stars  to  the  beginning  of  the  year  one.  Whence  that  mystic, 
celestial  pilot — the  star  which  guided  the  Wise  men  from  the  East  to  the 
M  anger  at  Bethlehem !  I  will  not  say  that  it  was  a  meteor.  But  happening 
about  the  time  when  the  stars  fell,  may  not  this  shower,  to  say  the  least, 
have  had  something  to  do  in  heralding  the  birth  of  the  world's  Redeemer. 

Thirty-three  years  later,  our  Saviour  was  nailed  to  the  Cross.  The 
heavens  and  the  earth  were  in  sympathy  with  the  suffering  God-man. 
Amid  the  terrible  scenes  of  quaking  nature,  when  the  sun  veiled  his  face, 
and  when  ^Hhe  earth  did  quake  and  the  rocks  rent/'  it  is  strange  that  all 
this  should  have  occurred  again  on  this  thirty -third  year,  when  fiery  stars 
fell  from  heaven.  And  strange,  too, — perhaps,  after  all,  not  so  strange — 
that  right  in  the  time  and  year  of  this  meteoric  shower,  our  Saviour,  in 
foretelling  the  destruction  of  Jerusalem,  and  the  consequent  departure  of 
"the  Sceptre  from  Judah,'*  should  have  fixed  its  consummation  just  33 
years  later,  when  'Hhe  stars  should  fall  from  heaven"  again. 

How  very  significant  are  these  meteoric  periods !  They  usually  occur 
in  connection  with  some  great  event,  and  after  some  historical  tribulation. 
Just  after  the  bloody  trials  of  our  late  civil  war,  and  right  on  the  heels  of 
the  war  in  Germany,  which  resulted  in  the  organization  of  a  great  German 
Empire,  and  changed  the  map  of  Europe,  came  the  meteors  of  November, 
1866.  And  soon  after,  the  Queen  of  opain  is  dethroned,  and  her  nation 
sent  on  the  hunt  of  a  King,  through  the  courts  of  Europe.  Just  after 
the  horrors  of  the  French  Kevolution,  and  on  the  eve  of  Napoleon's  reign, 
which  changed  the  map  of  more  than  one  continent,  came  these  meteors, 
mutely  preaching  of  a  judgment  to  come.  And  so  back  through  the  ages, 
every  shower  of  this  heavenly  fire  is  the  harbinger  of  peace  or  war,  the 
herald  of  hope  or  horror.  War  had  deluged  the  world  with  blood  for 
more  than  200  years  without  interruption.  At  length  peace  is  declared, 
the  temple  of  Janus  is  closed  for  the  first  time  since  the  end  of  the  second 
Punic  war,  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  born,  and  the  falling  stars  proclaim  his 
birth.  Thus  they  attended  him  at  his  birth  and  at  his  crucifixion.  A 
trifling,  transient  phenomenon  do  these  bursting  balls  of  fire  seem  to  be^ 
jet  a  historical  monument,  evermore  fill  the  world's  end,  teaching  the 
nations  through  all  the  ages,  that  Christ  was  born,  and  slain,  and  ascended 
to  heaven,  that  the  world  might  be  saved. 


THE   KNIGHTS   OF   THE   SCABLET   HELMET. 

BY   PERKIOMEN. 

In  yon  dense  primeval  lowland  -denser  than  the  shades  of  Poland, 
Koams  a  knignt  of  scarlet  helmet,  clad  in  oriental  velvet  ; 

Ever  on  his  errantry. 
Nameless  though  through  all  the  pages,  telling  of  the  gallant  ages ; 
Chivalry  has  never  known  him ;  "  Tales  of  Araby"  disown  him, 

Slighting  all  his  gallantry. 
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Yet,  whatever  eye  has  seen  him,  is  prepar'd  at  once  to  deem  him, 
Over  Don  Quixote's  pretensions^  whom  Cervantes  proudly  mentions, 

First  and  bravest  of  the  brave. 
For  he's  garbed  in  raiment  royal ;  lord  to  lady  ne'er  more  loval ; 
Armor'd  too  from  mask  to  sandal,  sending,  like  a  Goth  and  "frandal, 

Scores  of  foes  into  the  grave. 

True,  no  "  Rosinante"  steeds  him,  swifter  motive-power  speeds  him  ; 
Nimble,  subtle  and  mercu'ral ;  spear-clad,  too,  though  not  Itura'l — 

How  he  clanks  it  o'er  the  plain  ! 
'Tis  a  spear  of  many  edges,  which  he  sinks  like  double  wedges. 
Througn  and  through  the  woodland  timber,  rehding  it  like  brittle  cinder, 

Tnat  has  weather-beaten  lain. 

Steedless,  still  he's  spurr'd  and  booted,  oddly  as  it  may  be  suited ; 
For  as  one  his  sword  will  dally,  that  his  craven  soul  may  rally, 

Lest  he  should  a  coward  prove ; 
He,  too,  dons  a  full  Regal'a,  on  his  festive  Satumara, 
That  his  gaudy  uniform  may  his  courage  more  adorn, 

And  his  sly  and  stealthy  move. 

Could  we  tell  the  killed  and  wounded ;  have  them  all  before  him  sounded; 
Who  could  number  and  determine  all  the  insects  and  the  vermin. 

Which  have  fallen  at  his  hand? 
Still  his  hands  are  never  ruddy,  nor  his  armor  ever  bloody, 
With  the  marks  of  cruel  murder,  causing  all  to  start  and  shudder, 

O'er  a  terror-stricken  knd. 

Lights  he  now  on  earth's  dominions,  quickly  flits  he  on  his  pinions. 
Like  a  dragon  or  a  fairy,  to  his  castle  nigh  and  airy. 

And  wainscotted  of  him  too. 
There  he  nightly  tarries  ever ;  shelters  there  in  stormy  weather ; 
And  returmng  from  his  slaughters,  stores  his  food  for  sons  and  daughters, 

(Jallant,  like  him,  though  but  few. 

But,  say  they,  nor  is  it  sland'rous,  that  his  pate  holds  mare  than  dandruff  1 
That  he  ever  shuns  a  "redding ;"  never  combs,  e'en  at  a  wedding ; 

Slights  his  toilet  shamefully  1 
Since  this  is  substantiated,  all  his  prowess  has  abated ; 
For  a  maudhn,  foul  inter'or,  underneath  a  gay  super'or. 

Strikes  us  all  most  painfully. 

Men  may  tell  us,  that  the  feathers  make  the  birds  of  woods  and  heathers 
That  the  clothes  give  rank  and  title,  to  all  worth  and  station  rital; 

That  the  crown  will  make  a  king. 
But,  may  then  the  stone  be  homely,  if  the  case  be  only  comely  ? 
Or,  should  but  the  nut  be  hollow,  will  it  not  directly  follow. 

That  it  is  a  worthless  thing  ? 

Hence  it  is,  our  knightly  hero,  loses  cast  and  sinks  to  zero, 
'Mong  his  far  less  gaudy  kindred,  likewise  purest-born  and  winged, 

Hunters  style  him  worthless  game. 
Though  he  sports  the  colors  triple,  which  do  ever  blend  and  ripple, 
On  the  ensign  of  a  people,  floating  gaily  o'er  the  steeple- 
Reader,  canst  thou  tell  his  name  f 
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LIQHT  IN  A  DABK  PLACE. 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 


In  Italy  '*  tbe  sky  is  so  clear  tbat  you  seem  to  see  beyond  the  moon/' 
And  in  Chaldea  and  Arabia  tbe  stars  appear  so  large  and  bright,  as  if  let 
down  earthward,  to  invite  you  to  study  and  love  them.  In  the  latter 
eountry  the  traveller  is  nightly  tempted  to  learn  from  this  twinkling  book 
of  the  heavens.  Till  midnight  would  we  oflen  set  on  the  camp-stools, 
before  the  door  of  our  tent,  devoutly  studying  the  lessons  of  these  lights 
of  a  dark  and  dreary  eastern  world.  In  the  dark  moonless  sky  they  hang 
like  so  many  living  lanterns,  as  beacons  to  guide  the  ages  to  the  Light  of 
the  world. 

*'  How  beautiful  is  Night  I 
A  dewy  freshness  fills  the  silent  air, 
No  mist  obscures,  nor  cloud,  nor  speck,  nor  stain, 
Breaks  the  serene  Heaven.'' 

In  this  sky-volume  the  ancients  stud' ed  astronomy,  devoutly  seeking  for 
Life  and  Light — for  a  starry  path  to  Heaven.  For,  as  Young  says,  '^  An 
nndevout  astronomer  is  mad."     Shepherds  on  Arabian  and  Chaldean 

Stains,  then  as  now,  watched  the  stars  all  night  long,  as  they  kept  their 
ocks.  In  ancient  times,  knowledge  and  science,  in  the  far  East,  were 
confined  to  a  particular  class.  By  exclusive  family  descent,  the  members 
of  this  class  were  the  prophets  and  priests  of  the  people,  the  interpreters 
of  dreams  and  the  counsellors  in  political  affairs.  As  the  Levites  among 
the  Jews,  and  the  Chaldeans  among  the  Assyrians,  so  the  Magi  or  Wise 
Men  were  the  prophets  and  priests  of  Science  and  Religion.  They  wrote 
and  had  charge  of  the  sacred  books  of  the  ancients,  and  interpreted  their 
mysteries  to  the  people.  They  were  "  the  revealers  of  secrets,"  as  were 
the  Wise  Men  of  the  King  of  Babylon,  of  whom  Daniel  was  made  the 
chief.     Dan.  ii.  48. 

In  a  certain  part  of  Arabia — it  must  have  been  Araby  the  Blest — some 
of  these  Wise  Men  lived  about  the  time  of  our  Saviour's  birth.  They  were 
heathen  men,  groping  after  Light  and  Peace,  amid  the  darkness  of  their 
idolatrous  systems.  They  were  uneasy,  homesick,  yet  earnest  men,  know- 
ing full  well  that  they  needed  a  divine  Deliverer,  but  not  knowing  what 
to  call,  or  where  to  find  him.  At  that  time  already  the  Jews  were  scat- 
tered all  over  the  East.  They  bore  their  faith  and  their  reverence  and 
love  for  Jerusalem  and  the  Temple  with  them.  A  large  number  of  the 
Ten  Tribes,  remained  in  the  land  toward  the  rising  sun,  at  the  close  of 
their  captivity.  Many  of  them  were  wealthy  and  intelligent.  In  their 
intercourse  with  the  Gentiles,  they  spoke  much  about  their  Law,  about 
the  prophecies  and  promises  pertaining  to  their  future  prosperity  as  a  na- 
tion. Much,  too,  was  said  about  the  promised  Messiah— tbe  great  com- 
ing King  of  the  Jews.    For  many  years  the  report  and  impression  had 
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spread  in  the  GeDtile  East,  that  about  this  time  a  great  World  Conqueror 
was  to  be  born  in  Judea.  Many  earnest  Gentiles  longed  and  prayed  for 
his  coming;  for  they  saw  clearly  that  heathen  gods  could  not  save  the 
world  or  them.  Among  these  earnest  Gentiles  were  certain  "  Wise  Men." 
They  must  have  been  men  of  wealth  and  standing.  The  Catholic  Church 
holds  that  they  were  three  Kings — shiekhs  or  chiefs  of  Tribes.  We  know 
not  for  certain  how  many  they  were.  They  were  astronomers,  and  had 
learned  to  see  the  finger  of  God  in  the  movements  of  the  heavenly  bodies. 
As  they  were  Gentiles  and  not  Jews,  the  Messianic  prophecies  in  the 
Scriptures  could  profit  them  little.  But  whilst  these  students  and  pro- 
phets of  Nature  could  not  understand  God's  written  Word,  they  read  his 
will  in  the  starry  heavens. 

The  great  Astronomer,  Kepler,  has  discovered  that  in  the  year  747 
after  the  founding  of  Home  (one  year  before  our  Saviour's  birth)  a  very 
singular  conjunction  between  the  planets  Saturn  and  Jupiter  took  place, 
in  the  sign  of  the  Fish ;  and  that  the  following  Spring  the  planet  Mars 
joined  Saturn  and  Jupiter;  and  that  a  fourth  star  was  most  probably 
added  to  this  conjunction.  The  great  and  good  man,  with  reason,  holds 
that  this  was  "  the  star  of  the  Wise  Men."  And  Wieseler  alleges  that 
the  astronomical  tablets  of  the  Chinese,  report  that  a  new  star  appeared 
in  the  year  corresponding  to  that  in  which  our  Saviour  was  born  (750  after 
the  founding  of  Rome). 

How  natural  that  these  Wise  Men  by  long  and  careful  study  familiar 
with  the  heavenly  bodies,  and  nightly  searching  for  light  in  this  grandest 
field  of  study,  should  be  among  the  first  to  see  the  new  star.  To  their 
receptive  minds,  it  was  the  finger  of  God — the  shining  of  a  light  in  a  dark 
place.  Was  it  conscience,  learning,  religious  instinct,  or  some  heathen 
prophecy  that  taught  them  :  Up  and  follow  this  star  "  pilot  ?  "  Or  per- 
haps some  pious  Jew  had  told  them  that  "  there  shall  come  a  star  out  of 
Jacob,  and  a  Sceptre  shall  rise  out  of  Israel."     Numbers  xxiv.  17. 

Who  precisely  these  Wise  Men  were,  and  how  they  lived,  can  not  be 
accurately  told.  Possibly  they  lived  at  the  court  of  some  eastern  king, 
like  Daniel  and  his  three  companions,  interpreting  dreams  and  giving 
counsel  in  matters  civil  and  religious.  It  is  not  unlikely  that  they  lived 
in  t^nts,  at  whose  doors,  one  morning,  their  camels  were  made  to  kneel, 
inviting  their  masters  to  mount  them.  In  the  East,  then  as  now,  as  a  rule 
every  man  of  means  had  a  wife,  and  many  had  more  than  one.  Without 
doing  violence  to  the  text,  we  can  bring  a  group  of  women  and  children 
into  this  parting  scene,  embracing  i-hese  long-bearded  sages.  To  all  of 
them  it  was  a  solemn  parting.  The  men  had  discovered  their  need  of  a 
new  King — a  Prince  of  Salvation  and  a  King  of  Souls.  The  star  has 
heralded  his  coming.  And  now  they  must  go  to  welcome  his  Advent. 
Precious  gifts  were  secured  and  carefully  packed.  Gold,  the  most  pre- 
cious metal  then  known;  frankincense  and  myrrh,  both  products  of  Ara- 
bia, and  used  in  the  incense  sacrifices  of  the  temple  ;  these  are  taken 
alonsf.  Thus  start  they,  freighted  with  costly  treasures  for  the  new-born 
King.  A  solemn  caravan  this  was,  more  solemn  and  significant  than  any 
that  ever  had  made  pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem,  or  since  then  to  Mecca.  Ser- 
vants led  the  camels,  as  their  wise  riders  spake  together  about  the  mys- 
terious star.  Where  shall  they  look  for  the  child  ?  Jerusalem  is  the 
Capitol  of  the  Jewish  nation,  the  home  of  its  kings.     In  this  home,  in 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  Light  in  a  Dark  Place.  19 

the  palace  of  its  ruling  moDarch,  must  they  look  for  the  child- heir  of  the 
Hebrew  Throne,  Surely,  *'not  in  a  corner/'  nor  obscure  village,  nor  in 
an  unknown  private  family  could  such  a  star-heralded  king  be  born.  It 
must  take  place  in  Jerusalem,  in  the  palace  of  the  King  of  Judea. 

At  this  time  Herod  the  Great  was  king  of  Judea.  He  was  an  Idumean 
by  descent,  the  son  of  Antipater.  About  thirty-five  years  before  this  time 
the  Roman  Senate  had  appointed  him  King  of  the  Jews,  or  of  Judea. 
But  such  was  the  hatred  and  aversion  of  the  Jews  to  him,  that  it  required 
three  years  before  he  could  take  possession  of  his  throne.  He  murdered 
his  wife  Marianne,  and  his  two  sons,  besides  committing  many  other 
cruelties.  A  bad  heart  and  a  guilty  conscience  make  cowards.  At  this 
time  Herod  must  have  been  the  most  hateful  and  hated  man  in  Jerusa- 
lem. The  city  had  just  been  stirred  to  its  centre  by  a  collision  between 
him  and  a  certain  class  of  Jews.  Six  thousand  Pharisees  refused  to  take 
the  oath  of  allegiance,  and  these  were  the  representatives  of  a  much  larger 
number  of  Jewish  foes  of  Herod.  At  this  time,  too,  every  body  spoke  of 
a  certain  prophecy,  foretelling  "the  divinely-intended  transfer  of  the 
kingdom  from  Herod  and  his  race  to  a  favorite  of  the  Jews."  All  this 
would  naturally  excite  the  nerves  of  even  a  better  man  than  Herod. 

In  the  midst  of  these  ominous  forebodings,  a  messenger  announces  to 
the  King  the  arrival  of  a  caravan  of  distinguished  men,  asking  for  an  in- 
terview. Perhaps  the  question  occurred  to  him :  "  might  not  this  be 
part  of  a  plot  to  dethrone  him?  perhaps  a  cunning  device  of  the  Jewsf 
He  hears  their  message.  <'  Where  is  he  that  is  born  King  of  the  Jews  ? 
For  we  have  seen  his  star  in  the  east,  and  are  come  to  worship  him.'' 
A  star!  Surely  these  must  be  astrologians — star-gazers — who  foretell 
future  events  by  the  appearance  and  situation  of  the  stars.  For  all 
heathen  minds,  and  especially  kings,  like  Herod,  consulted  the  stars  be- 
fore entering  upon  an  important  enterprise.  Now  the  stars  announce 
that  a  new  king  of  Judea  has  been  born.  Where  else  but  in  Herod*s 
family  could  this  take  place.  And  he  knows  nothing  about  it  until  these 
homesick  men  of  the  far  East  bring  him  the  news.  What  can  this  mean  ? 
'^  He  was  troubled,  and  all  Jerusalem  with  him." 

Herod,  though  a  cunning  politician  and  a  shrewd  far-seeing  tyrant, 
was  in  some  things  a  very  ignorant  man.  A  century  before,  the  Idume- 
ans  were  made  Jews  by  a  forced  circumcision  through  Hyrcanus.  In 
fact  they  remained  Idumeans  still,  though  circumcised — a  sort  of  half- 
pagan  barbarians.  To  this  extent,  too,  Herod  was  a  Jew  by  descent. 
But  of  the  Law  he  was  wholly  ignorant.  He  consults  the  *'  chief  priests 
and  scribes" — the  seventy  members  of  the  great  council,  all  learned  in 
the  Law.  Where  should  Christ  be  born  ?  **  In  Bethlehem  of  Judea." 
is  the  reply.  What  can  all  this  mean?  "  When  did  the  star  appear  ?" 
Go  to  Bethlehem  and  search  for  the  child  and  bring  me  word  again. 

It  seems  they  had  lost  sight  of  the  star  for  a  season.  Now  it  reap- 
pears, and  guides  them  to  the  place  where  the  young  child  was.  In  the 
East  it  is  not  unusual  for  people  to  travel  by  night,  when  the  star  would 
be  visible.  During  the  day  it  was  out  of  sight.  J3y  night  most  likely, 
they  journeyed  from  Jerusalem  to  Bethlehem.  Two  hours  travel  brought 
them  to  the  gate  of  the  town.  Who  could  lead  them  to  the  house  where 
the  infant  King  lay?  The  star  stood  over  it.  Besides,  certain  shepherds, 
who  had  received* a  strange  angelic  message,  called  attention  to  the  child. 
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Thus  all  the  people  of  the  town  bad  heard  of  this  strange  birth  in  the 
stable. 

Many  a  ourious  question  must  have  occurred  to  the  minds  of  the 
Wise  Men,  oo  their  journey.  Surely,  a  costly  palace  must  be  the  home 
of  such  a  child,  whose  birth  the  stars  of  heaven  announce!  Rich  and 
powerful  must  his  parents  be.  What  hands  sufficiently  skillful  to  make 
the  cradle — to  weave  and  make  the  garments  of  such  an  heir.  At  the 
end  of  the  town,  they  are  led  to  a  low  opening  in  a  hilKside.  Leaving 
their  sandals  at  the  door,  they  reverently  enter.  It  is  a  cave  or  chamber 
hewn  mX  of  a  rock,  once  used  as  a  grave  and  lately  as  a  stable.  The  walls, 
ceiling  and  floor  of  the  room  are  the  solid  rock.  Near  a  low  manger  or 
trough,  out  of  which  the  cattle  are  wont  to  eat,  sits  a  man  and  a  woman 
on  the  floor,  clad  in  such  scanty  clothes  as  poor  laboring  people  in  that 
country  wear.  It  happens  to  be  a  hard-working,  industrious  carpenter 
of  Nazareth  and  his  wife.  In  the  manger  aside  of  them  lies  their  new 
born  babe,  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes.  What  a  scene !  A  King — the 
King  of  kings — born  in  a  stable,  and  laid  in  a  manger !  No  matter  to 
these  "  men  of  desires,^'  seeking  the  Light.  A  true  king  he  still  can  be 
and  is,  though  born  here  and  now. 

In  eastern  countries  no  one  greets  such  a  royal  infant  empty-handed. 
The  best  and  costliest  gifts  are  brought  to  show  him  reverence.  They 
lay  their  treasures  at  the  child's  feet,  and  fall  down  and  worship  him — 
worshipped,  did  reverence  to  the  pure  tender  babe  lying  in  the  manger. 
The  godly  carpenter  looked  on  with  wondering  eyes,  and  the  meek  mother 
'^  kept  all  these  things  and  pondered  them  in  her  heart.'' 

Thou  fairest  Child  Divine 

In  yonder  manger  laid, 
In  whom  is  God  Himself  well  pleased, 

By  whom  were  all  things  made, 
Oh  me  art  Thou  bestow'd ; 

How  can  such  wondei-s  be ! 
The  dearest  that  the  Father  hath 

He  gives  me  here  in  Thee  I 

I  was  a  foe  to  God, 

I  fought  in  Satan's  host, 
I  triflea  all  His  grace  away, 

Alas !  my  soul  was  lost. 
Yet  God  forgets  mjr  sin, 

His  heart  with  pity  moved, 
He  gives  me,  Heavenly  Child,  in  Thee ; 

Lo  I  thus  our  God  hath  loved ! 

I  kneel  beside  Thy  couch, 

I  press  Thee  to  my  heart. 
For  Thee  I  gladly  all  forsake 

And  from  the  creature  part ; 
Thou  priceless  Pearl  1  Lo,  He 

By  whom  Thou'rt  loved  and  known,  1 
Will  give  himself  and  all  he  hath 

To  win  Thee  for  his  own. 
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Oh  come,  Thou  Blessed  Child, 

Thou  Saviour  of  my  soul, 
For  ever  bound  to  Thee,  my  name 

Among  Thy  host  enrol. 
Oh  deign  to  take  my  heart,  n 

And  let  Thy  heart  be  mine, 
That  all  my  love  flow  out  to  Thee, 

And  lose  itself  in  Thine. 

In  Bethlehem  of  Judea  they  found  the  babe  of  Mary.  The  place 
where  the  child  was  born  is  now  covered  with  a  church.  In  the  pave- 
ment of  a  basement  chapel  at  the  east  end  of  the  chapel,  is  a  silver  star. 
A  monk  who  guides  me  through  the  building,  crosses  his  breast  and 
forehead,  and  mutters  a  prayer  before  it;  then  turning  to  me  he  says : 
"The  manger  of  Bethlehem.''  For  five  years  I  had  tried  to  preach  Christ, 
and  lead  perishing  souls  to  Him.  A  sad  yearning,  a  plaintive  homesick- 
ness meanwhile  filled  my  heart  Tho  peaceful  death  of  a  pious  mother, 
who  from  childhood  led  me  on  a  heavenly  path,  deepened  the  sad  yearn- 
ing. She  had  been  a  star  sent  from  God  to  lead  me  to  the  Saviour. 
Now  the  star  disappeared.  My  guide  had  left  me.  I  felt  forsaken, 
like  a  ship  deprived  of  a  pilot  just  when  Hearing  the  port.  A  hand,  to 
me  gentle  as  an  angeVs,  and  a  heart  that  would  have  died  for  me,  were 
laid  in  the  grave.  And  now,  with  uncovered  head,  I  worship  our  Saviour 
aside  the  star  in  the  pavement,  where  the  Wise  Men  worshipped  him. 
Around  me  a  score  of  pilgrims  kneel  in  prayer.  Now  and  then  one  pros- 
trates himself  and  kisses  the  pavement  near  the  silver  star,  and  then  weeps 
as  if  his  heart  would  break.  So  God  sends  us  stars  to  lead  us  to  Bethle- 
hem. For  one  it  is  a  mother  in  heaven,  to  another  a  father,  a  sister,  a 
brother,  a  child,  a  wife  or  a  husband.  Blessed  are  they,  to  whom  God 
sends  the  star  and  who  are  wise  enough  at  once  to  follow  its  guidance ; 
and  blessed  they,  to  whom  it  reappears  in  heaven^  when  for  a  season  they 
have  lost  sight  of  it. 

"  It  is  their  guide,  their  light,  their  all. 
It  bids  their  dark  forebodings  cease; 
And  thro'  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall, 
It  leads  them  to  the  port  of  peace." 

In  the  square  before  the  church,  I  afterwards  looked  to  the  heavens, 
and  thought  right  there  above  the  sacred  building  the  star  stood  over 
**  where  the  young  child  was." 

Close  by  this  chapel  is  a  small  cell,  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  in  which  St 
Jerome  spent  thirty  years  of  his  life.  It  is  a  very  dark  little  room,  withr 
out  a  single  ray  of  light.  Here,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  he  prayed 
and  meditated  day  and  night,  at  the  manger  of  our  Saviour ;  here  too  he 
wrote  many  books,  and  translated  the  holy  Scriptures  into  the  Latin 
tongue.  Silting  aside  of  our  Saviour's  cradle,  he  sometimes  imagined  that 
the  sweet  Child  was  still  lying  in  it.  The  dear  old  man  would  talk  with 
the  Babe,  as  he  looked  at  its  dreary  rock-cradle.     He  says : 

''As  often  as  I  look  at  the  place  where  my  Saviour  lay,  I  have  a  sweet 
conversation  with  Him.  *0  Lord  Jesus,'  I  say, '  what  a  hard  bed  Thou 
hast  there  in  Thy  Manger,  in  order  that  Thou  mightest  save  my  soul. 
2 


Digitized  by 


Google 


22  A  Talk  About  Farmer  Bays.  [January, 

How  can  I  repay  Thee  ?'  Then  metbioks  the  Child  answers  me :  ^  I  de- 
sire nothing,  only  that  thou  sing :  Glo  *j  to  God  in  the  highest !  Sadder 
and  more  needy  will  I  become  in  Getbsemane  and  on  the  Cross.' 

"Then  I  say  further:  *  My  dear,  dear  Child,  I  must  give  Thee  some- 
thing; I  will  give  Thee  all  my  money/  Then  He  replies:  *  Heaven  is 
Mine,  and  the  Earth,  too,  is  Mine.  I  need  nothing.  Give  it  to  the  poor ; 
then  I  will  accept  it  as  though  it  were  given  to  Me.' 

"Again  I  say:  *  Gladly  will  I  do  this.  But  to  Thee  Thyself,  too,  I 
must  give  something,  or  else  I  must  die  for  sorrow/ 

"Then  the  Child  says:  *  If  thou  art  so  liberal,  I  will  tell  thee  what  to 
give  Me.  Hand  over  to  Me  thy  sins,  thy  guilty  conscience  and  thy 
damnation.' 

"  I  ask :  '  What  wilt  Thou  do  therewith  ? ' 

"  And  the  Child  says :  ^  I  will  lay  all  on  My  shoulders.  This  shall  be 
My  noble  Deed,  My  Dominion,  as  Isaiah  of  old  hath  said,  that  I  should 
bear  thy  sins,  and  take  them  away.' 

"  Then  I,  an  old  man,  begin  to  weep  and  say  :  '  0  Child,  my  dear,  dear 
Child,  how  Thou  hast  touched  my  heart!  Take  what  is  mine,  and  give 
me  what  is  Thine.  Then  I  shall  be  fiee  from  sin,  and  certain  of  ever- 
asting  life.'" 


A  TALK  ABOUT  FABMEB  BOYS. 

BY  THE   EDITOR. 

Industry  is  a  virtue ;  indolence  is  a  vice.  Paul  admonished  the  Thcs- 
salonians :  "  Do  your  own  business,  and  work  with  your  own  hands  as  we 
commanded  you ;  that  ye  may  walk  honestly  toward  them  that  are  with- 
out, and  that  ye  may  have  lack  of  nothing."  It  is  one  of  the-  signs  of 
these  degenerate  times,  that  hand-work  is  by  so  many  considered  odious. 
The  following  is  an  extract  of  a  Sunday  School  address  recently  delivered 
by  Judge  Bun  comb  : 

Boys,  aim  to  become  sober,  virtuous,  and  respectable  young  men.  By 
so  doing  you  can  succeed  in  life.  The  high  places  of  the  land  invite  you 
to  become  great.  Who  knows  but  what  there  may  be  among  the  crowd 
of  boys  before  me  some  future  Senators,  Judges,  or  Presidents.  Remem- 
ber how  the  youthful  Clay,  "  the  mill  boy  of  the  slashes,"  became  the 
greatest  American  orator.  Was  not  Lincoln,  when  a  youth,  a  rail-splitter, 
and  Andrew  Johnson  a  tailor  ?  Aim  high,  boys.  He  aims  too  low  who 
aims  beneath  the  "  White  House." 

I  hold  this  Judge  Buncomb  to  be  a  pernicious  heretic^  albeit  he  is 
otherwise  an  excellent  man.  These  senatorial  and  presidential  aspirations 
are,  to  «ay  the  least,  unsuited  for  Christian  boys.  Is  it  not  equally  and 
more  meritorious  for  boys  to  aim  to  become  virtuous,  industrious  citizens, 
Christian  farmers  and  mechanics  ?  The  above  speech,  and  a  thousand 
others  like  it,  imply  that  an  honest,  useful,  godly  working  man  is  not  as 
good. in  the  sight  of  God  and  as  worthily  employed  as  men  high  in  office. 
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Of  course  we  must  respect  them  for  their  office'  sake.  And  if  they  are 
intellectually  and  morally  qualified,  they  are  personally  deserving  of  our 
highest  esteem.  But  evermore  to  make  the  attainment  of  the  Presi- 
dency *'  the  chief  end  of  man/'  is  not  only  nonsense,  hut  the  rankest  poison. 
It  appeals  to  wrong  motives.  It  excites  in  the  heart  of  the  hoy  aspira- 
tions and  amhitions,  which  are  in  direct  conflict  with  simple  faith  and  true 
piety.  These  Christian  orators  seem  to  forget  that  "  A  Christian  is  the 
highest  style  of  man,"  no  matter  whether  he  he  the  President  or  his  porter. 

It  b  strange  that  our  word  "  villain,"  which  a  few  hundred  years  ago 
meant  a  farmer  or  land-holder,  should  he  applied  to  a  scoundrel.  Strange, 
too,  that  our  word  "  boor,"  which  formerly  meant  a  farmer  (Bauer),  should 
now  designate  a  rude,  uncouth  person;  whilst  everybody  admits  that 
farmers  constitute  the  bone  and  sinew  of  the  nation,  who  more  than  any 
other  class  lay  the  foundation  of  manufactures  and  commerce,  and  of  all 
healthy  national  progress.  There  is  a  growing  dislike  for  the  life  and 
labor  of  the  country.  Farmer  boys  have  a  morbid  desire  to  escape  from 
the  supposed  drudgery  of  farm  work.  It  gives  them  coarse,  tanned 
hands,  and  obliges  them  to  spend  six  days  out  of  the  seven  in  working- 
clothes.  It  ranks  them,  as  they  suppose,  with  a  less  refined  class  of  the 
community.  These  cityward  longings  especially  afflict  those  who  either 
have,  or  think  they  have,  talent.  As  soon  as  a  youth  shows  an  aptness  and 
talent  in  the  study  of  his  school  lessons — if  he  happens  to  keep  at 
the  *^head"  of  his  class  for  a  month — the  neighborhood  will  at  once 
say  :  "  He  ought  to  be  a  merchant,  a  lawyer  or  a  doctor,"  as  though 
farming  were  an  occupation  unworthy  of  and  beneath  a  man  of  talent. 
The  last  five  years  have  produced  quite  an  anti-farming  panic.  The 
youth  of  the  country,  hardy,  hopeful  sons  of  wealthy  farmers,  have  shown 
the  greatest  impatience  to  secure  a  more  respectable  calling.  Life  and 
fire  insurance  companies,  mercantile  and  other  business  departments 
have  been  overrun  with  applicants  for  situations.  At  the  sacrifice  of 
health,  piety  and  home  comforts,  this  silly  preference  for  city  and  busi- 
ness life  had  to  be  gratified.  Here  and  there  you  find  one  who  has  bet- 
tered his  position  and  prospects,  whilst  nine  out  of  ten  have  less  income, 
solid  comfort,  and  true  respectability  than  the  home-farm  offers  them.  It 
is  said  that  thousands  of  the  New  York  clerks  live  in  out-of-the-way 
streets,  room  in  dreary,  dingy  garrets,  without  home-sympathy  and  home- 
restraint,  and  exposed  to  the  numerous  temptations  that  are  found  in 
every  square  of  this  city.  During  business  hours  they  are  slaves  to  their 
employers.  After  business  hours  they  have  no  one  to  take  them  by  the 
hand  but  those  whose  touch  is  death.  The  bulk  of  these  clerks  are  from 
the  country.  Nine-tenths  of  them  would  be  the  gainers,  if  they  would 
work  for  the  blacksmith  or  tailor  in  their  native  village. 

It  is  doubtless  the  duty  of  many  young  men  to  qualify  themselves  for 
business  positions  of  this  kind.  We  esteem  all  honorable  and  useful  em- 
ployments. A  good  Christian  salseman  or  clerk,  who  tries  to  excel  in  his 
business,  keeps  proper  hours,  attends  faithfully  to  all  his  Christian  duties — 
such  an  one  we  admire.  What  we  condemn  is  the  silly  notion,  that  the 
occupation  of  a  farmer  is  not  as  honorable,  as  lucrative,  and  as  useful  as 
any  other. 

Well  may  these  fair-skinned,  white-handed  city  clerks  envy  the  country 
boys,  albeit  their  clothes  are  coarse  and  soiled,  their  faces  tanned  and 
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their  hands  oovered  with  a  horny  skin.  Th^y  rise  in  time  to  breathe 
the  pure  morning  air,  untainted  by  the  smoke  of  city  chimneys. 
They  hear  the  first  notes  of  the  birds — birds  who  live  in  familiar  neigh- 
bourly friendship  with  them.  They  roam  through  field  and  forest  in 
spring,  summer  and  autumn,  and  enjoy  the  sight  and  taste  of  flowers  and 
fruit.  Their  work  gives  them  a  good  appetite,  as  I  can  testify  from  past 
experience.  Their  bread  tastes  sweet.  Their  digestion  never  faib  them. 
Stomach,  liver  and  heart  work  hand  in  hand  to  make  pure  blood  and 
strong  bones.  They  go  to  bed  betimes.  Their  head  scarcely  presses 
their  pillow  e'er  they  are  sweetly  asleep.  Their  slumbers  are  not  dis- 
turbed by  the  nightmares  and  horrid  dreams,  which  late  oyster  suppers 
and  drunken  bouts  produce.  Thrashing  machines  give  them  much 
leisure  in  the  winter  season.  The  long  evenings  they  have  all  to  them- 
selves. Many  a  good  book  can  they  read  through  by  next  spring. 
Not  every  boy  is  a  farmer*s  son.  Let  such  prepare  for  some  posi- 
tion of  usefulnes;  seek  to  make  a  man — a  Christian  man  of  himself. 
I  do  esteem  it  a  life-long  blessing  to  have  been  born  and  nursed  in  a  farm- 
house; to  have  rollicked  in  hay-mows  and  barn-yards;  to  have 
hunted  rabbits  and  nuts  in  autumn ;  to  have  kept  the  flocks  as  David  did, 
and  held  the  plow  as  did  Elisha.  It  was  not  my  lot  to  remain  a  farmer. 
Providence  decreed  otherwise.  But  I  have  not  lost  my  love  for  the 
country,  for  the  people  who  by  the  sweat  of  their  brow  raise  our  bread. 
When  I  meet  farmer  boys  in  the  country,  my  heart  goes  out  towards 
them.  I  account  every  one  the  dear  brother  of  my  boyhood.  To  all  far- 
mer boys  I  herewith  extend  the  hand  of  Christian  greeting.  God  bless 
you,  my  dear  fellows.  Aim  to  become  Christian  farmers.  Make  yourselves 
useful.  Read  your  Bibles.  Learn  your  Catechisms.  Have  yourselves 
confirmed.  Be  strict,  regular^  attentive  members  of  the  Church.  And 
stick  to  your  farms.  The  farmer  boy  who,  without  a  good  reason,  aban- 
dons the  country  to  seek  pleasure  in  the  city,  is  a  fool. 

The  late  Ex-r resident  Martin  Van  Buren,  commenced  his  will,  dated 
January  18,  1860,  as  follows : 

"  I,  Martin  Van  Buren,  of  the  town  Kinderhook,  county  of  Columbia, 
and  State  of  New  York,  heretofore  Governor  of  the  State  and  more  re- 
cently President  of  the  United  States,  but /or  the  last  and  happiest  year 
of  my  life^  a  farmer  in  my  native  town,  do  make  and  declare  the  following 
to  be  my  last  will  and  testament,  &c.'' 

About  460  years  before  Christ,  Rome  was  rescued  from  destruction  by 
Cincinnatus.  He  was  an  hero  of  the  old  Roman  Republic,  and  withal  a 
farmer.  His  farm  could  not  have  been  more  than  about  ten  acres.  Per- 
haps not  that  much.  When  the  enemy  had  environed  the  city,  and  was 
about  to  take  it,  the  Roman  Senate  bethought  itself  of  Cincinnatus.  They 
concluded  that  he  alone  could  save  them.  The  Senate  sent  messengers 
to  bring  him  to  the  city.  They  found  him  at  work  in  the  field  clad  in  his 
tunic — ^ia  his  shirt  sleeves,  as  we  would  say.  *'  Bring  me  my  toga,"  he 
called  to  his  wife.  This  he  put  on,  that  he  might  receive  the  message  of 
the  Senate  in  the  befitting  garb  of  a  Roman  citizen.  He  accepted  the 
appointment  of  dictator,  an  oflfice  equal  in  power  to  that  of  the  kings  of 
old.  After  he  had  conquered  the  enemy,  he  returned  to  his  small  farm. 
Many  years  after,  at  the  age  of  eighty  years,  he  was  appointed  dictator  a 
second  time;  in  the  time  of  great  national  peril.     In  twenty-one  days  he 
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saved  his  country,  and  returned  to  his  quiet  country  home  again.  No  posi- 
tion in  life  can  in  itself  make  a  man  great  and  happy.  But  to  fill  one's 
plaoe  well|  however  humble,  that  gives  him  true  glory. 

Let  sailors  sing  of  the  windy  deep, 

Let  soldiers  praise  their  armor ; 
But  in  my  heart  this  toast  I'll  keep — 

T&e  Independent  Farmer. 
When  first  the  rose,  in  robe  of  green, 

Unfolds  its  orimsoo  lining, 
And  round  his  cottage  porch  is  seen 

The  honeysuckle  twining ; 
When  banks  of  bloom  their  sweetness  yield 

To  bees  that  gather  honey, 
He  drives  his  team  across  the  field, 

Where  skies  are  soft  and  sunny. 

The  Uaokbird  claeke  behind  the  ploagh, 

The  quail  pipes  loud  and  clearly  ; 
Ton  orchard  htdeSj  beyond  its  bough, 

The  home  he  loves  so  dearly. 
The  gray  and  old  barn-doors  enfold 

His  ample  store  in  measure — 
More  rich  than  heaps  of  hoarded  gold — 

A  preeious,  blessed  treasure ; 
While  yonder,  on  the  porek  there  stands 

His  wife,  the  lovely  charmer — 
The  sweetest  rose  on  all  his  lands — 

The  Independent  Farmer. 

To  him  the  Spring  comes  dancingly. 

To  him  the  Summer  blushes ; 
The  Autumn  smiles  with  mellow  raj, 

Uts  sleep  old  Winter  hashes ; 
He  cares  not  how  the  world  may  move, 

No  doubts  or  fears  confound  him ; 
His  little  flock  are  linked  in  love, 

And  household  angeU  round  him ; 
He  trusts  to  Qod,  and  loves  his  wife. 

Nor  griefs  nor  ills  can  harm  her ; 
He's  nature's  nobleman  in  life — 

Thb  Iiid£pbmdcht  Fakmbr. 


A  MOTHER'S  WORDS. 

A  YOUTH  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  ye&T^,  sat  at  an  open  window, — ^a  look 
of  painful  perplexity  on  his  face,  caused  apparently  by  a  letter  he  held  in 
his  hand.  After  sitting  thus  for  some  minutes,  ho  muttered  to  himself, 
"Yes,  I  must  go;  if  I  don't,  Brown  and  Smith  will  be  laughing  at  me,  and 
calling  me  righteous  over-much;  and,  after  all,  there's  no  great  harm  in 
it;  for  ril  go  to  church  in  the  morning,  and  it's  only  to  be  a  sail  down  the 
river,  and  spend  the  day  in  the  country."  Still,  he  pressed  his  hand  on  his 
forehead  for  an  instant,  then  rising  hastily,  he  said,  "There  is  no  use  both- 
ering about  it;  I  must  go." 

As  he  rose,  his  eye  lighted  on  the  setting  sun,  and,  as  he  did  so,  his 
whole  expression  changed;  a  sweet  yet  half-sad  look  played  on  his  face,— i 
his  thoughts  were  elsewhere, — another  scene  was  before  his  eyes.     The 
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dark  street  had  disappeared/ and  in  i^  stead  a  neat  country  cottage  had 
risen.  In  thought  he  was  there:  once  more  he  saw  the  hills  that  rose  near 
that  cottagb  home;  once  more  the  blue  waters  of  the  distant  lake  glis- 
tened before  him;  once  more  he  sat  in  the  cottage  garden  with  his  widowed 
mother,  and  watched  the  setting  sun. 

Once  more  that  mother's  words  sounded  in  his  ears, — ''John,  don't  for- 
get your  God,  and  he'll  not  forget  you.  *  Remember  his  Sabbath  day,  to 
keep  it  holy.'  Though  sinners  entice  thee  to  break  it,  consent  thou  not. 
Oh,  when  you're  tempted  to  do  wrong,  don't  forget  to  pray!  Never  let  the 
sun  go  down  on  a  prayerless  day.  5lay  the  God  of  the  fatherless  guide 
you, — may  the  Lord  Jesus  be  your  Saviour  I " 

Yes,  six  months  had  passed  since  he  heard  these  words^  and  yet  they 
seemed  to  sound  in  his  ears.  Tears  filled  his  eves;  and  rising^  he  folded 
his  hands  and  knelt  in  prayer;  then,  taking  up  nis  pen,  he  wrote  thus: — 

"Thanks,  Brown,  for  your  invitation ;  but  I  cannot  accept  it.  My  duty 
to  God  is  to  obey  his  commands ;  and  he  hath  said,  '  Remember  the  Sab- 
bath day,  to  keep  it  holy.'  Spending  the  day  in  idle  pleasure,  is  not  doing 
this;  and  I  wish  you  would  think  over  the  subject,  and  not  go  yourself." 

How  great  is  the  influence  of  a  pious  mother's  words !  How  wonderful  the 
answers  to  her  earnest  prayers! — Bible  Clasi  Magazine, 


^ 


TO  A  DYING  CHILD. 

From  the  German,^ 
BY  JOSEPH   HENRY. 


Flee  homeward,  angel !    These  bleak  coasts  of  Greenland 

Are,  for  a  child  of  Eden,  dark  as  night ; 
The  soul  once  greeted  by  a  ray  celestial 

Forever  yearns  for  warmth,  and  love,  and  light. 

Flee  homeward,  angel !     This  dark  earthen  Cottage — 
Built  for  a  mighty  monarch's  wandering  child — 

Must  break  in  twain ;  but  from  thy  Father's  palace, 
They  call  thee  home,  in  accents  sweet  and  mild. 

Flee  homeward,  angel !    These  degrading  fetters 

Shall  never  gall  thy  tender  limbs  again ; 
The  stem  deliv'rer  comes,  and  in  a  moment. 

Proclaims  thy  liberty,  and  breaks  the  chain. 

0,  my  sweet  life,  could  I  but  hasten  with  thee  I 
Could  I  but  greet  with  thee  the  upper  strand. 

Where  all  the  blossoms  of  my  hope  are  blooming  I 
Receive  us,  0  thou  hidden  Fatherland  I 


*Tbe  German  original  of  these  stansas  may  be  foond  In  the  third  Tolume  of  Sohaff'a 
"  Kirchenfreund/'  p.  72. 
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THE  INFANT  JESUS  AND  HIS  VIRGIN  MOTHEB. 


(^Some   Christmas  Reading,) 

BT  PSRKIOMEN. 

We  purpose  to  make  our  Christmas  Message  centre  in  The  Virgin 
Mother  and  Her  Holy  Babe. 

If  any  wonder  should  he  felt  why  Jesus  and  Mary  may  not  he  sun- 
dered, let  us  suggest,  in  turn,  whether  it  is  not  exceedingly  unnatural 
and  cruel,  to  divorce  the  "  new-born  babe  from  its  mother" — and  on  the 
chilling  25th  of  December  too?  The  pencil  of  art  has  ever  refused  to 
paint  the  Infant  Jesus,  save  as  resting  in  the  lap  of  His  Mother.  The 
familiar  picture  on  the  wall  invariably  presents  "  The  Virgin  and  her 
Child."  There — folded  tenderly  in  her  arms  and  pressed  warmly  against 
her  maternal  heart — is  where  we  most  desire  to  see  every  young  child — 
and  why  not  Jesus,  then? 

"  What^  thereforey  God  hath  joined  together^  let  not  man  put  asunder  V^ 

Every  child  has  a  mother.  A  mother's  lips  can  best  and  only  impart, 
with  primitive  unction,  the  facts  and  circumstances  of  its  birth,  infancy 
aod  childhood.  Not  playmates,  brothers  and  sisters,  neighbors  and 
friends — not  the  father  even — can  furnish  the  tints  and  hues,  which  form 
the  complexion  in  the  painting  of  the  infant  and  the  child. 

The  history  of  the  infancy  and  childhood  of  the  Divine  Jesus,  that  is 
not  drawn  from  the  lips  and  bosom  of  His  Virgin  Mother,  can  verily  not 
claim  to  be  a  warm,  living  and  faithful  portrait.  It  is  for  this  additional 
reason  then,  that  we  set  their  Names  aside  of  each  other,  and  gaze  into 
the  modest  countenance  of  Mary,  in  order  to  see  the  Child — Jesus. 

The  Evangelical  Eecords  mast  be  able  to  sustain  their  credibility  as 
Histories  as  well  as  their  inspiration  as  Revelations.  As  historical  narra- 
tives they  are  obliged  to  refer  to  authorities  and  furnish  witnesses,  in 
order  to  establish  their  declarations  for  the  natural  mind,  which  sees  the 
narration,  apart  from  the  inspiration  and  the  fact  apart  from  the  mystery. 

The  Gospel  writers  acknowledge  and  preserve  this  distinction  most 
happily  and  thus  satisfy  the  believer  and  the  unbeliever. 

St.  John  comes  forward  and  deposes  afler  this  manner : — "  That  which 
was  from  the  beginning,  which  we  have  heard ^  which  we  have  seen  with 
our  eyes^  which  we  have  looked  upon,  and  our  hands  have  handled.  . 
.  .  .  That  which  we  have  seen  and  heard,  declare  we  unto  youJ*  He  is  an 
eye  and-ear  witness,  consequently. 

St.  Luke  simply  affirms  that  he  has  carefully  collected  and  faithfully 
recorded  the  facts  and  events,  which  he  had  obtained  from  those  who 
saw  and  heard :— "  Even  as  they  delivered  them  unto  us,  which  from 
the  beginning  were  eye-witnesses  and  ministers  of  the  word." 

But  in  what  way  can  this  be  true,  in  reference  to  the  miraculous  Birth, 
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lofancy  and  Childhood  of  Jesos  ?  St.  John  can  certainly  not  mean,  that 
he  saw  and  heard  all  that  pertains  to  His  opening  history  on  earth — nor, 
in  fact,  to  any  event  of  His  life  prior  to  His  advent  as  the  Christ  and 
Saviour.  St.  John  had  not  known  Him,  antil  both  had  become  man- 
grown  and  man-aged. 

The  same  holds^  only  with  still  greater  emphasis,  against  St.  Lake's 
personal  observation. 

It  may  be  replied  that  by  means  of  a  direct  Revelation,  all  that  period 
of  the  Life  of  Jesos  had  been  unveiled  to  them.  We  do  not  doubt  it.  But 
why  should  St.  John  claim  to  have  been  an  eye-and-ear  witness  to  all  that 
he  declares,  or,  St.  Luke  to  have  obtained  his  information  from  those  who 
had  been  witnesses  from  the  beginning  f 

It  is  plain,  that  St.  John  does  not  design  his  declaration  to  cover 
the  antecedent  thirty  years  of  Jesus,  bat  merely  His  three  subsequent 
years,  as  the  Christ;  and  that  St.  Luke  obtained  his  knowledge  from 
that  part  of  the  early  Life  of  Jesus,  together  with  St.  Matthew,  from 
those  who  had  been  witnesses  from  the  beginning. 

The  question  then  confronts  us : — Who  could  have  been  the  best — and 
in  many  respects,  the  only — witness  of  all  those  mysteries  and  wonders, 
immediately  anterior  to  the  Birth  of  Jesiip ;  to  the  miraculous  Birth  it- 
self; to  the  Gospel-recited  incidents  attending  His  infancy  and  child- 
hood, and  to  His  whole  earthly  history,  so  far  as  it  is  related — antecedent 
to  His  appearing  as  the  Saviour  of  mankind  ? 

If  that  witness  is  not  His  Virgin  Mother — then,  will  some  one  tell 
us,  who  it  is? 

The  whole  cluster  of  Christmas  Harbingers  rest  on  her  testimony. 

The  Angelic  Salutation^  which  descends  as  an  heirloom  in  the  vast 
Family  of  God,  from  generation  to  generation,  for  nearly  two  thousand 
years,  and  in  a  state  of  original  preservation,  was  heard,  we  judge,  by  no 
mortal  ear,  until  it  passed  over  her  long-sealed  lips  into  the  hearing  of  pos- 
terity— Hail!  Highly  favored!  The  Lord  with  Thee!  Blessed 
Thou  among  women  I  Surely  this  was  an  essential  contribution  to 
Gospel  History.  It  is  to  the  Incarnation  narrative,  as  the  root  is  to  the 
tree. 

Who,  besides  herself,  could  have  related  to  the  Evangelists  the  feeling 
of  perplexity,  astonishment  and  awe,  which  such  a  flattering  messuage, 
from  such  an  unearthly  messenger,  awakened  in  her  inmost  bosom?  She 
only,  who  experienced  it  all,  could  have  been  the  source  of  this  Item : — 
*^  And  when  she  saw  him,  she  was  troubled  at  his  saying,  and  cast  in  her 
mind  what  manner  of  salutation  this  should  be.'' 

The  Annunciation,  immediately  following,  was  not  witnessed  by  any 
earthly  personage,  howc^ver  large  a  host  of  heavenly  spirits  might  have 
been  near,  and,  as  a  fact  of  historical  import,  could  only  have  been  re- 
vealed by  her.  Unless  obtained  from  her,  how  could  the  reciting  Evan- 
gelist have  known,  that  the  modest  Jewish  maiden  hesitated  to  accept  of 
a  Divine  maternity?  or  that  she  did  consent  to  the  conferring  of  so  un- 
precedented an  honor?  or,  that  her  Offspring  was  not  the  Son  of  Joseph, 
but  the  Son  of  God  ?  or,  that  His  name  shall  be  Jesus  ?  Does  not  the 
last  proof  of  the  Divinity  and  Divine  Sonship  of  the  Infant  Jesus  rest 
finally  on  the  testimony  of  His  Virgin  Mother,  which  was  incorporated 
into  the  Gospel  History  ? 
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Wheo  St.  Luke  commenced  to  collect  bis  material  from  those  who  had 
been  *^  witnesses  from  the  beginning/'  from  what  bosom,  as  an  archive, 
did  h  obtain  information  in  reference  to  the  Virgin's  Visitation  into 
the  '^hill-country?  The  Greeting  of  the  goodly  matron  Elizabeth  ?  The 
Htmn  of  tbe  Virgin  Mary — the  Magnificat — as  a  response?  The 
facts  pertaining  to  the  Birth  of  John  the  Baptist?  His  Presentation 
in  the  Temple?  His  Name?  The  Hymn  of  Zacharias?  Who  furnished 
all  these  important  factors  to  the  G-ospel  Writers?  Joseph  had  long 
been  dead,  when  the  Gospels  were  to  be  written,  as  all  tradition  decl&res. 
The  pious  parents  of  the  Baptist  had  departed  this  life.  John  too  had 
gone.  But  that  the  Virgin  Mother  survived  her  Son,  we  know.  All 
who  could  have  given  testimony  had  died.  '^But  Mary  kept  all  these 
things,  and  pondered  them  in  her  heart."  And  what  more  natural  than 
to  suppose  that  she^  whom  the  beloved  *'  disciple  took  unto  his  house," 
after  the  crucifixion  of  her  divine  Son,  should  be  consulted  by  all  who 
were  called  to  write  a  history  of  His  earlier  and  entire  life  ? 

We  might  ask  the  same  questions  with  regard  to  St.  Matthew's  in- 
formant. How  could  he  have  learned  the  particulars  in  regard  to 
Joseph's  anxiety  and  mental  agony?  Of  the  explanatory  visit  by  an 
angel  ?  Surely  that  was  a  topic  on  which  so  just  and  good  a  man  felt 
like  maintaining  in  admirable  reticence,  and  not  to  publish  it  to  the 
world.  But  when  Matthew  wrote,  the  oply  party  privy  to  the  secret  was 
the  Virgin  Mary. 

Of  all  that  went  he/ore  the  Incarnation,  we  know  of  no  earthly  inform- 
ant to  the  Evangelists,  save  the  Mother  of  our  Lord. 

Verily,  we  say  again,  those  inspired  writers  were  doubtless  possessed  of 
an  inner  and  divine  conviction  of  the  truth  of  their  entire  record,  as  a 
revelation;  but  when  they  present  their  narratives  to  the  world — be- 
lievers and  unbelievers — they  must  be  so  constructed  as  to  be  able 
to  bear  the  scrutiny  to  which  every  other  journalist  is  subjected.  Every 
reader  has  an  undoubted  right  to  ask  for  the  evidence,  on  which  the 
recital  is  based.  The  life  of  Jesus  fs  to  the  natural  mind  nothing  differ- 
ent from  the  life  of  Washington  as  a  history,  and  it  must  consequently  be 
constructed  according  to  the  same  rules  and  laws  of  evidence. 

Happily,  as  we  have  seen,  the  Divine  Beoord  can  also  abide  the 
test,  in  reference  at  least  to  these  facts,  which  immediately  precede  the 
birth  of  Jesus. 

But  take  the  Virgin  Mother's  testimony  aside,  and  that  antecedent 
period  becomes  a  dark  and  silent  abyss.  The  history  of  Jesus  is  then 
like  a  ship  unmoored,  or  that  rides  at  a  single  anchor. 

But  we  come  to  the  Incarnation  itself— The  Birth  op  Jesus. 
~  That  he  was  born  in  Bethlehem  of  Judea,  in  the  days  of  Caesar  Augus- 
tas, and  of  Herod  the  king — these  and  many  other  facts,  Matthew,  Luke 
and  the  remainder  of  the  sacred  historians  were  at  no  loss  to  obtain. 
The  great  store-house  of  the  public  and  the  archives  of  the  common- 
wealth and  empire  could  be  resorted  to  and  consulted. 

But  who  had  told  Luke  the  unrecorded  and  sacredly  private  particu- 
lars of  His  birth?  of  wrapping  Him  in  "swaddling  clothes?"  of  the 
*' manger?"  of  the  crowded  condition  of  the  *'inn  ?"  of  the  devout 
shepherds  "  watching  their  flocks"  on  the  plain,  by  night  season  ?  of  their 
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fear  and  awe  becaose  of  the  angel?  of  His  salate:  ''Fear  not:  for  be- 
hold, I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  people. 
For  unto  you  is  born  this  day,  in  the  city  of  David,  a  Saviour,  which  is 
Christ,  the  Lord.  And  this  shall  be  a  sign  unto  you  :  ye  shall  find  the 
babe  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes^  lying  in  a  manger."  Who  informed 
him  of  the  heavenly  host  manifesting  itself  to  sing  His  coronation  8ong:« — 
*'  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  toward 
men  V* — unless  her  bosom  had  been  the  secret  and  safe  repository  of  the 
entire  transaction.  Surely  the  overjoyed  shepherds  told  her  all  that 
they  had  witnessed;  for  ''they  made  known  abroad"  even  ^'the  saying 
that  was  told  them  concerning  this  Child."  It  is  not  likely,  however, 
that  the  Evangelists  gathered  up  from  irresponsible  persons  the  float- 
ing sayings,  when  they  could  obtain  it  from  her  who  knew  it  all 
and  knew  it  well.  Who  could  best  tell  all  about  the  shepherd's  visit  to 
Bethlehem  ?  Who  was  nearest  by  during  His  circumcision  ?  Who  could 
testify  on  that  occasion,  that  His  name  had  already  been  pronounced  by 
the  angel,  before  He  had  been  conceived?  And  who  could  still  tell  Luke 
that  the  name  Jesus  had  been  there  sealed  upon  Him  ?  Who  still  re- 
membered the  conduct  and  words  of  Simeon,  of  Anna,  and  of  His 
parents'  return  to  Nazareth  ?  Who  could  intelligently  impart  this  infor- 
mation : — "  And  the  child  grew,  and  waxed  strong  in  spirit,  filled  with 
wisdom  ;  and  the  grace  of  God  was  upon  him  V*  A  physician  naturally 
questions  the  mother,  when  he  would  know  the  condition  of  the  child. 
And  let  us  not  forget,  that  Luke  was  the  "  beloved  physician."  Need  we 
wonder,  who  informed  St.  Matthew  all  about  the  visit  of  the  wise  men 
—the  holy  three  kings?  where  they  were  from?  of  their  adoration 
and  presents  of  gold  and  frankincense  and  myrrh  ?  of  Herod's  ferocity 
and  murderous  plan  ?  of  their  circumventing  him  ?  of  Joseph's  vision, 
warning  and  flight  into  Egypt  ?  of  the  holy  family's  return  to  Israel  and 
abiding  in  Gtililee  at  Nazareth  ? 

And  once  more,  pray  who  imparted  that  welcome  reminiscence  of  His 
boyhood  to  Luke?  That  on  one  odcasion,  when  going  from  Jerusalem, 
His  parents  lost  Him,  when  twelve  years  of  age  ?  With  what  anxiety 
and  fear  they  searched  for  Him  ?  How,  when,  and  where  they  found  Him 
— sitting  in  the  temple,  among  the  doctors — engaged  in  a  controversy  ? 
what  His  mother  said  ?  what  His  father  did  not  say  ?  what  He  Himself 
said  ?  Who,  we  ask,  was  alone  here  to  remember  and  to  tell  this  inter- 
esting episode  of  His  boyhood,  which  lies  like  an  island  in  His  early  life, 
with  a  sea  of  silence  all  around  it,  save  she  of  whom  it  is  immediately 
added : — "  But  His  mother  kept  all  these  things  in  her  heart .?"  But 
why  kept  them  in  her  heart  ?  Evidently  that  there  might  be  at  least  one 
witness  to  St.  Luke  and  his  fellow-laborers  in  Gospel  history,  who  had 
been  present  from  the  beginning  and  that  you  and  I  might  know  that 
these  things  are  true. 

It  was  she  too,  who  told  St.  Luke,  that  He  had  been  an  obedient  son 
— that  He  was  subject  unto  them" — that  St.  Luke  might  record  Him  as 
a  Model  Son  for  all  children  to  pattern  after  to  the  end  of  time. 

Who  cannot  but  feel  the  difierence  of  relation  which  Joseph  and  Mary 
sustain  to  Jesus?  Joseph  is  but  a  foster-father.  He  is  the  God  appointed 
guardian  over  the  infancy  and  boyhood  of  the  Divine  Jesus.  He  carries 
the  Son  of  God  in  his  arms  in  Bethlehem,  in  Egypt,  in  the  Wilderness, 
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and  in  Nazareth.  He  teaobes  bis  Divine  Ward  tbe  carpenter's  trade,  and 
the  laws,  ceremonies  and  spirit  of  Jewish  devotion.  A  high  office  this, 
verily  !  He  is  besides  tbe  stay,  support  and  husband  of  the  Mother  of 
our  Lord.  But  as  Jesus  increases,  Joseph  decreases  and  disappears, 
liong  ere  Jesus  relinquishes  his  temporal  employ mc^nt  and  lefl  ^'  the  holy 
bouse"  in  Kazareth,  to  enter  upon  His  Divine  mission,  Joseph  bad  done 
his  work  and  entered  upon  his  reward,  as  guardian  of  Jesus  young  and 
small.  He  had  shown  himself  a  brave,  silent  confessor ;  but  time  and  oc- 
casion were  not  afforded  him  to  prove  himself  a  martyr.  He  tasted  tbe 
cruelty  of  Herod,  but  not  tbe  severer  and  more  acute  persecution  of  an- 
other Herod  and  of  Pontius  Pilate.  He  had  seen  Jesus  among  tbe 
priesto,  but  only  as  they  complaisantly  parleyed  with  Him,  when  only  a 
promising  and  interesting  lad  of  twelve  years.  He  had  not  seen  the 
priests  tearing  their  beards  and  robes,  and  thirsting  with  a  rage  that 
could  only  be  quenched  in  His  pure  blood.  Egypt  he  knew,  but  not 
Gethsemane  and  Golgotha.  He  saw  tbe  ^'Kose  of  Sharon"  budding,  but 
not  ruthlessly  riven  and  trodden  under  foot.  He  was  spared  the  agony 
of  seeing  bis  blessed  step-son  mocked,  spit  upon,  lashed,  bruised,  and 
tortured  on  the  cross.  He  saw  but  the  circumcision,  not  the  crucifixion. 
Happy  Joseph  I  A  noble  charge  was  entrusted  to  him ;  right  well  did 
he  preside  over  it.  His  history  is  beautiful  to  look  at,  and  his  salvation 
sure. 

How  different  is  tbe  sorrowful  life  of  Mary !  Ah  !  that  heart  with  an 
arrow,  quivering  in  its  fresh  and  warm  blood,  tells  all.  Simeon,  thou 
didst  foretell  truly.  From  the  manger  to  tbe  cross  did  she  follow  her 
Son.  "  Can  a  mother  forsake  her  child  !*'  She  wrapped  the  "  swaddling" 
and  the  grave  clothes  around  his  spotless  and  holy  flesh — who  can  doubt 
it?  She  beard  His  infant  and  His  martyr  cries!  She  saw,  knew  and 
felt  all.  He  was  to  her  the  dearest  of  treasures,  and  she,  to  Him,  tbe 
nearest  of  saints.  She  is  to  us  tbe  noblest  heroine  and  tbe  holiest  woman 
the  world  ever  contained.  And  if  for  no  other  consideration  than  because 
of  her  beautiful  contribution  to  the  Sacred  History,  of  the  early  life  of 
Jesus,  let  us  join  in  her  own  prophecy :  *'  For,  behold,  from  hence- 
forth  ALL  GENERATIONS  SHALL  CALL  ME  BLESSED." 

Bethlehem,  Egypt  and  Nazareth — these  are  tbe  towns  we  think  of 
and  meditate  on,  on  tbe  25th  of  December.  There  tbe  holy  family  dwells 
— Joseph — Mary — Jesus. 

Away  with  an  infatuated  and  fated  Jerusalem  !  with  a  blood-sweating 
Gethsemane  I  with  a  crucifying  Golgotha !  Let  us  not  sit  around  tbe 
cross  in  this  marriage  festival  of  heaven  and  earth.  Mary  does  not 
weep,  and  why  should  we?  She  rehearses  tbe  "Magnificat"  just  now  ! 
Let  us  join  her.  Bring  on  tbe  Altar  flowers !  Away,  ye  priests  and 
high-priests,  scribes,  Pharisees  and  hypocrites,  Judas  and  Pontius  Pilate 
— ye  entire  bloody  canaille  ! 

Let  us  see  tbe  shepherds  and  tbe  wise  men.  Let  us  behold  the  New 
Star.  Let  us  bear  the  angels  sing  that  new  anthem,  never  sung  before, 
and  sung  from  henceforth,  in  secula,  seculorum  ! 

The  Incarnation  is  tbe  first  and  greatest  fact  in  the  life  and  history 

of  Jesus.     Out  of  it  issue  His  life,  death,  resurrection,  ascension  and 

.eternal  life — as  the  waters  from  tbe  fountain.    Bethlehem  is  tbe  ^^  House 

of  Bread*'  and  from  thence  grew  the  Bread  of  Heaven.     Let  us  tarry 
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here,  then ;  enter  the  stable  and  kneel  with  the  magi  around  the  manger, 
in  order  that  we  may  look  steadfastly  on 

-^^^  THB  BABE  OP  0ONTRADICTION8. 

Uncreated,  and  yet  born  from  everlasting,  and  still  of  time — Creator 
and  Creature — Of  God  and  of  Mary — Incomprehensible,  yet  shrouded 
in  flesh — Infinite  and  Finite — The  heavens  not  containing  Eim,  yet  held 
in  a  corner  of  the  stable  on  the  bosom  of  the  Father,  and  laid  in  a  man- 
ger— That  holy  thing,  amid  the  filth  of  the  stall  where  oxen  stood — The 
mighty  God,  and  yet  "  a  harmless,  silfy  Babe" — The  government  of  the 
world  upon  his  shoulders,  but  beset  with  all  the  helplessness  of  infancy — 
The  Bread  of  Heaven,  and  hungry — The  Water  of  Life,  and  thirsty — 
Himself  the  Unspeakable  Gifl,  yet  accepting  presents  from  the  wise  men. 
The  Queller  of  tears,  yet  shedding  them — Enflamed  in  glory  and  wrapped 
in  swaddling  clothes — The  Everlasting  Governor,  yet  dependent  on  fee* 
ble  woman's  arms  and  resting  on  a  woman*8  lap — The  Lion  of  the  tribe 
of  Judah,  yet  alarmed  at  the  voice  of  Herod— The  Morning  Star, 
yet  outened  in  the  darkness  of  Egypt — ^The  deliverer  of  Israel  from 
Egyptian  bondage,  and  Himself  flying  thither — The  clouds  His  cha- 
riqt,  but  carried  in  the  trembling  arms  of  Joseph — The  Un-doer  of 
circumcision,  yet  circumcised  Himself — ^The  same  yesterday  and  to-day 
and  forever ;  but  still  He  grew  and  waxed  strong  in  stature— Omniscient, 
yet  increasing  in  wisdom — Omnipresent,  yet  limited  to  Bethlehem  and 
Nazareth — Endowed  with  all  power  in  Heaven  and  in  earth,  and  subject 
to  His  parents  still — The  Shepherd  of  the  lost,  and  Himself  lost — The 
Truth,  and  yet  asking  and  hearing  questions  of  the  doctors — Worshipped 
by  all  the  heavenly  host,  and  yet  observing  Jewish  festivals  and  fasts— The 
precious  Tabernacle  and  Temple  of  God  with  men,  and  still  a  devout  at- 
tendant on  the  service  in  the  Temple  of  Jerusalem,  which  was  razed  to 
the  ground — Doing  good,  yet  hated,  despised  and  persecuted — Innocent 
and  nevertheless  condemned — The  Life  and  still  dead— The  Conqueror  of 
the  grave,  yet  buried — The  Vanquisher  of  Hell,  yet  descending  into  it — 
An  outcast  of  earth,  yet  the  Possessor  of  Heaven — The  Servant  of  servients 
and  the  King  of  kings,  withal — The  Surrenderor  of  life,  yet  the  Life 
of  the  World — Judged,  and  yet  the  Judge  of  the  quick  and  the  dead — 
Shorn  of  all  might  aud  power,  but  the  Founder  of  an  everlasting  king- 
dom nevertheless — Forsaken  of  all,  yet  drawing  all  men  unto  Him — Un- 
able to  save  Himself,  yet  the  Saviour  of  Mankind. 

Whoever  would  consider  Him,  who  endured  such  contradictions  against 
Himself,  let  him  open  his  meditation  at  Bsthlehem — the  Alpha  of  the 
life  of  the  Divine  Jesus — and  advance  regularly  on  the  course  laid  down 
in  the  calendar  of  the  Christian  Church,  in  order  that  he  may,  in  due  time, 
arrive  at  the  Omega.  Let  even  this  also  be  done  decently  and  in  order. 
Then  make  the  Church  and  Some  and  Heart  a  Bethlehem  on  Chri$tmas 
Dai/y  that  young  and  old  may  realize  the  birth  of  Jesus  as  a  fact,  and 
not  only  entertain  it  as  a  legend.  Let  the  organ,  pulpit  and  altar — An- 
them, prayer  and  sermon — proclaim  it.  Let  His  Anniversary  Day  be 
told  from  generation  to  generation. 

Let  the  houtehold  wear  a  Christmas  air  among  us,  in  the  same  way  as, 
and  for  a  much  greater  reason,  than  New  England  observes  a  "Thanks 
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giving  Day.^'  Let  parents  nnbend  themselves  and  be  like  children  in 
spirit  and  in  joy.  Forbid  the  "  Beltz-Nickle,"  but  kindly  invite  the 
"  Kris-Kindle.  Not  the  Santa  daus  of  shaggy  mien  and  ruffian  man- 
ners ;  but  He  who  gives  good  gifts  unto  men. 

And  if  the  heart  of  man,  woman  and  child  is  not  to  become  a  Hortus 
Siccus,  the  "Lily  of  the  Valley,"  the  «  Rose  of  Sharon"— the  Flower  of 
Humanity  must  be  planted  there.  And  when  may  this  be  done,  more 
happily  done,  than  when  angels  in  heaven  and  saints  militant  and  tri- 
umphant rejoice  together  ? 

Diess  ist  der  Tag,  den  Gott  gemacht ; 
Sein  werd  in  aller  Welt  gedacht ! 


FOUB  LESSONS. 


At  a  banquet  given  in  New  York  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Sturges,  that  suc- 
cessful merchant  and  eminent  Christian  spoke  among  other  things  as  fol- 
lows: 

"One  of  the  first  lessons  I  received  was  in  1813,  when  I  was  eleven 
years  of  age.  My  grandfather  had  collected  a  fine  lot  of  merino  sheep, 
which  was  carefully  cherished  during  the  war  of  1812-15.  I  was  a  shep- 
herd boy,  and  my  business  was  to  watch  the  sheep  in  the  fields.  A  boy, 
who  was  more  fond  of  his  books  than  of  sbeep,  was  sent  with  me,  but  left 
the  work  to  me,  while  he  lay  in  the  shade  and  read  his  books.  I  finally 
complained  of  this  to  the  old  gentleman.  I  shall  never  forget  his  benig- 
nant smile/  as  he  replied : 

"Never  you  mind ;  if  you  watch  the  sheep,  you  will  have  the  sheep."  I 
thought  to  myself,  what  does  the  old  gentleman  mean?  I  don't  expect  to 
have  any  sheep.  My  aspirations  were  quite  moderate  in  those  days,  and 
a  first  rate  merino  buck  was  worth  $1000.  I  could  not  make  out  exactly  what 
he  meant,  but  I  hud  great  confidence  in  him,  as  he  was  a  judge,  and  had 
been  to  Congress  in  Washington's  time;  so  I  concluded  that  it  was  all  right 
whatever  he  meant,  and  went  out  contentedly  with  the  sheep.  Afler  I 
got  to  the  field  I  could  not  get  that  idea  out  of  my  head.  Finally  I  thought 
of  my  Sunday  lesson,  *  Thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a  few  things;  I  will 
make  thee  ruler  over  many  things.' — Then  I  understood  it :  Never  you 
mind  who  else  neglects  his  duty;  be  you  faithful,  and  you  will  have  your 
reward !  I  do  not  think  it  will  take  many  lads  as  long  as  it  did  me  to  un- 
derstand this  proverb. 

"  I  received  my  second  lesson  soon  after  I  came  to  this  city,  as  a  clerk 
to  the  late  Luman  Reed.  A  merchant  from  Ohio,  who  knew  me,  came  to 
purchase  goods  of  Mr.  Reed.  He  expressed  his  gratification  at  finding  me 
there,  and  said  to  me,  ^  You  have  a  good  place.  Make  yourself  so  useful . 
that  they  cannot  do  without  you.'  1  took  his  meaning  quicker  than  I  did 
the  proverb  about  the  sheep.  Well,  I  worked  upon  these  two  ideas,  until 
Mr.  Reed  ofiered  me  an  interest  in  his  business, 

"The  first  morning  after  the  co-partnership  was  announced,  Mr.  James 
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Goery,  the  old  tea  merohant,  called  to  see  me,  and  said  to  me,  *  You  are  all 
right  now;  I  have  one  word  of  advice  to  give  youj  be  careful  whom  jou 
walk  the  streets  with/     That  was  lesson  number  three. 

'*In  this  connection,  I  must  repeat  an  anecdote  told  of  the  late  Robert 
Lennox.  A  country  merchant  came  into  the  store  of  Mr.  Morton,  a  highly 
respectable  Scotch  merchant,  to  purchase  goods.  He  spoke  about  credit, 
references,  &c.  Mr.  Morton  said:  *I  will  give  you  what  credit  you  wish." 
'But,'  said  the  merchant,  *Iam  an  entire  stranger  to  you.'  Mr.  Morton, 
replied,  *Did  I  not  see  you  at  church  with  Robert  Lennox?'  'Yes,  I  was 
at  church  with  him.'  '  Well,  I  will  trust  any  man  whom  Robert  Lennox 
will  take  to  church  with  him.' 

^'I  hope  these  three  lessons  of  watchfulness  over  the  interest  of  their 
employers,  watchfulness  over  their  partners'  interests  and  their  own,  after 
they  are  joined,  followed  by  intense  watchfulness  that  no  black  sheep  get 
into  their  folds,  may  be  impressed  by  these  anecdotes  upon  the  minds  of 
those  for  whom  they  are  intended. 

"One  other  lesson  I  feel  it  very  necessary  to  inculcate— -that  of  patience. 
With  a  little  patience  most  young  men  will  find  a  position  as  high  as  they 
have  fitted  themselves  to  fill." — Christian  Intelligencer, 


NEW  BOOKS. 


Madame  TnfeR^sE.'*' 

This  is  a  work  of  fiction.  And  we  exercise  a  religious  caution  as  to 
how  we  recommend  such  works.  The  law  presumes  every  man  innocent 
until  he  is  proven  guilty.  We  presume  every  work  of  fiction  a  failure,  un- 
til we  have  indubitable  evidence  to  the  contrary.  This  is  a  French  work, 
possessing  the  virtues  and  vices  of  the  French  mind.  It  is  the  product 
of  two  minds — Erckmann  and  Chatrian — twin  authors.  As  such  it  is  a 
singular  product.  Though  the  joint  result  of  two  minds,  it  is  a  unit  in 
sentiment  and  composition. 

The  work  is  not  purely  an  invention.  Much  of  its  material  is  drawn 
from  fact.  Though  not  a  historical  fiction,  it  deals  lar^^ely  in  the  sub- 
stance of  history.  It  paints  scenes  taken  from  the  war  between  the 
French  Republicans  and  the  G-erman  Monarchists.  In  the  village  of  Ans- 
tatt,  on  the  border  of  France  and  Germany,  lived  Dr.  Jacob  Wagner.  He 
and  his  old  servant  Ltsbeih  and  his  little  nephew  Fritzel  constitute  his 
family  A  battle  between  the  Republicans  and  Austrians,  on  the  square 
of  the  village,  crimsoned  its  streets  with  blood.  Among  others  a  myste- 
rious looking  French  woman  was  dangerously  wounded.  Just  as  she  was 
being  put  on  the  cart  with  the  other  dead,  ^'  uncle  Jacob"  dbcovered 
signs  of  life,  and  ordered  her  to  be  brought  to  his  house.  Here  she  was 
nursed  for  many  weeks.  The  Dr's.  tender  care  bestowed  upon  her  at- 
tracted the  suspicion  of  the  Au»trian  officials.  He  fled  with  her  by  night 
to  the  army  of  the  Republicans.     They  were  on  the  eve  of  another  bat 


♦  Madame  Th6rise,  or  the  Tolunt<»er  of  '92.  By  M.  M.  Erekmann^Cbatrian.  Trans- 
lated from  the  thirteenth  edition.  With  tea  full  page  illustrations.  New  York,  Charles 
Soribner  A  Co.     1869.  Pp.  289. 
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tie.  Wagner  serves  as  a  temporary  surgeon.  The  French  are  victorious, 
and  so  is  Uncle  Jacob  Wagner.  For  it  would  be  contrary  to  all  the  laws  of 
affection  and  fiction,  if  the  Dr's.  grateful  patient  would  not  become  Ma- 
dame Theresa  Wagner. 

This  is  but  a  meager  outline  of  the  work.  Everything  is  seen  through 
the  eyes  of  Fritzel,  who  with  his  youthful  French  imagination,  leads  you 
into  the  cellars,  kitchens  and  bed-rooms  of  French  households  of  the 
last  century,  and  reports  the  fiery  discussions  of  the  common  working  peo- 
ple of  that  day,  on  the  French  revolutionary  principles  convulsing  Eu- 
rope. A  humane  spirit  runs  through  the  whole.  Its  religion  is  of  course 
of  the  French  style.  Uncle  Wagner  says :  '<  I  am  not  conceited  enough 
to  refuse  to  believe  in  predictions  and  miracles  related  by  such  wise  au- 
thors as  Moses,  Herodotus,  Thucycides,  Livy  and  many  others.  '*  Think 
of  classing  the  inspired  Moses  with  these  learned  pagans.  The  book  reads 
like  a  romaoce  of  course.  The  simple,  unaffected  descriptions  of  Fritzel 
possess  a  charming  interest  telling  you  a  thousand  little  things,  which 
older  eyes  would  not  notice. 

Daughters  op  the  Cross.* 

This  is  a  volume  of  228  pages,  published  by  the  American  Tract  So- 
ciety. It  contains  life-like  sketches  of  five  eminent  Christian  wo  men — 
Monica,  the  mother  of  St.  Augustine ;  Elizabeth  of  Hungary ;  Rosa 
Govona,  the  Piedmontes  workwoman;  Mrs.  Margaret  Godolphin;  and 
Maria  Mathsdotter,  the  Lapland  peasant.  We  know  of  few  books  which 
we  can  more  cordially  commend  to  the  perusal  of  our  lady  readers  than 
this.  These  five  women  are  models  of  feminine  piety.  E^ery  one  is  a 
heroine  giving  her  life  to  Christ,  as  an  offering  for  the  good  of  others. 
The  readers  of  the  Guardian  have  already  read  brief  historical  sketches 
of  Monica,  and  have  learned  from  her  the  power  and  beauty  of  believing 
persevering  prayer. 

E  izabeth  of  Hungary,  born  in  1207,  is  a  character  which  every  Chris- 
tian lady  ought  to  become  acquainted  with.  Afber  650  years,  the  sweet 
odor  of  her  piety  and  of  her  many  charities  bestowed  upon  the  poor,  still 
lingers  in  the  Castle  of  Wartburg.  near  Eisenach  in  Germany.  For  it  is 
here  that  she  spent  a  part  of  her  short  life. 

At  that  time  there  were  lepers  in  this  part  of  Germany.  *^  Being 
missed  one  day  from  the  Castle  at  an  hour  which  was  usually  devoted  to 
her  children,  her  ladies  of  honor  searched  the  grounds  of  the  Castle,  and 
found  her  in  a  retired  part  of  the  orchard,  attending  upon  a  leper  whose 
hair  she  had  just  cut  off  with  her  own  hands,  as  no  barber  would  do  it ; 
and  she  was  busied  in  dressing  his  head  when  her  maidens  came  upon 
her.  To  one  of  them,  who  freely  expressed  the  surprise  and  disgust  she 
felt,  Elizabeth  replied  with  a  smile : 

'*  Am  I  better  than  my  Lord,  who  admitted  the  lepers  to  his  presence, 
and  was  at  last  crucified  among  thieves  ?  My  own  little  ones  may  some- 
times be  in  want.  I  would  do  to  these  little  ones  of  Christ  even  as  I 
would  have  others  do  unto  them  in  their  need. 


*  Daaghtera  of  the  Cross,  or  The  Cottage  and  the  Palace.    Published  by  the  American 
Tract  Sooietj,  150  Nassau  street,  Kew  York. 
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One  time  her  husband,  the  landgrave  of  Thuringia,  being  from  home, 
a  fearful  famine  occurred.  Hundreds  died  of  starvation.  Elizabeth 
spent  nearly  $1,700,000  then  in  the  State  treasury,  for  their  relief.  Day 
and  night  the  ovens  of  her  Castle  were  filled  with  bread  for  the  hungry. 
The  Castle  standing  on  a  hill,  some  of  the  sick  and  infirm  had  not  the 
strength  to  climb  up  to  it.  Every  morning  and  evening  Elizabeth,  aided 
by  a  servant,  carried  provisions  to  the  foot  of  the  hill  for  such.  She 
founded  two  hospitab  at  Eisenach.  One  of  these  was  designed  for  sick 
and  orphan  children.  She  loved  to  visit  this  home  of  the  homeless. 
Whenever  the  orphans  would  see  their  friend  coming,  they  wou^d  crowd 
around  her,  catch  hold  of  her  robe,  and  call :  *^  Mamma,  our  dear  ma- 
ma !"  Oftien  when  she  had  not  the  means  at  hand  to  provide  for  the 
poor,  she  would  sell  her  costly  garments  and  jewelry  wherewith  to  do 
good.  And  for  the  most  time  she  would  wear  very  plain  clothing  so  as 
to  have  more  means  to  serve  her  Saviour  in  the  persons  of  his  needy 
people. 

The  Young  Lady  of  Pleasure. 

This  volume  of  316  pages,  likewise  published  by  the  Tract  Society,  con- 
tains the  correspondence  between  two  ladies — a  teacher  and  her  pupil* 
A  series  of  38  letters  treat  of  a  variety  of  subjects — such  subjects  as 
would  be  of  interest  to  young  ladies.  "  Home-life,"  "  Dancing  as  an 
Amusement,"  *^Plan  for  Recreation,"  "Fashionable  ladies,**  "Novel- 
reading,"  and  many  other  subjects  are  herein  familiarly  discussed,  from  a 
common  sense  point  of  view.  Letters  are  more  easily  read  than  elaborate 
essays.  And  the  ladies  have  their  own  way  of  putting  things  in  their 
letters.  And  in  that  way  the  things  of  this  volume  are  put.  The  thread 
of  argument  is  short  and  well  spun.  You  can  follow  it  more  readily  than 
the  long  circumvolved,  subterranean,  rock-penetrating  logic  of  some  of  the 
ablest  writers  of  the  sterner  sex.  It  is  a  gossippy  book,  chatting  right 
sensibly  and  aptly  on  a  variety  of  topics. 

Literary  Notices. 

Hours  at  Home. — The  January  number  of  this  popular  and  valuable 
monthly  has  the  following  contents : 

Progress,  by  Horace  Bushnell,  D.  D.;  Bab  and  Babism^  by  Prof.  E.  P. 
Evans;  The  Chaplet  of  Pearls.  Chapters  xxxviii.-XL.  By  the  Author 
of  "The  Heir  of  RedclyfFej"  My  Tenante,  by  H.  H.;  Sackcloth  under 
Velvet,  by  Mrs.  Jane  Gt.  Austin ;  A  chat  with  M.  Berryer,  Translated 
from  the  German  for  Hours  at  Home;  Motherless  Girls,  A  Story  of  the 
Last  Century.  Chapters  ix.-xi.,  by  the  Author  of  "Mary  Powell;" 
Human  Eyes  Again,  by  Prof.  1>.  B.  St.  John  Roosa,  M.D.;  The  Sleeping 
Earth,  by  Mrs.  Grace  W.  Hinsdale;  Some  Chinese  Pictures,  by  Rev. 
George  B.  Bacon ;  The  Morning  Star,  by  Helen  Brown ;  Leisure  Moments; 
Books  and  Authors  Abroad,  by  Charles  Welford;  Literature  of  the  Day, 
1.  De  Pressense  on  Christ;  2.  Harper's  Cyclop»dia  of  Biblical,  Theolo- 
gical', and  Ecclesiastical  Literature;  3.  Kathrina,  Illustrated;  4.  Books 
of  the  Month. 

Terms. — $3  a  year;  Single  numbers,  30  cents;  Six  copies  for  $15; 
Twelve  copies  for  $30,  and  one  free  to  the  person  who  gets  up  the  club. 
Clergymen  and  Students  of  Theology  receive  it  for  $2.50,  strictly  in  ad- 
vance.    The  Volumes  begin  with  May  and  November. 

Office  of  Hours  at  Home.  No.  654  Broadway,  New  York. 
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FBAOTICE  MAKES  PEEFBCT. 


BY   THE  EDITOR. 


Of  coarse  odIj  in  a  relative  sense.  For  absolute  perfection  is  an  at- 
tribute of  God,  beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  man.  No  one  can  learn  to 
excel  in  any  good  or  great  attainment  without  practice.  "  Civilians  " 
can  never  be  relied  upon  as  military  officers.  They  lack  the  necessary 
education.  And  raw  recruits  are  dangerous  material  with  which  to  fight 
a  battle.  Only  he  who  has  been  thoroughly  drilled,  whose  head,  limbs, 
and  joints  are  perfectly  under  his  control,  makes  a  safe  and  an  efficient 
soldier. 

How  easy  it  was  for  us  to  repeat  the  multiplication  table  in  early  boy- 
hood. Not  one  of  the  many  figures  was  wrongly  stated.  Now  beginning 
in  the  middle  of  a  column,  and  running  backward  toward  the  head  of  the 
table;  then  at  the  bottom  of  the  table  with  ^^  twelve  twelves  are  one  hun- 
dred and  forty-four,''  and  rapidly  skipping  up  and  down  like  a  drill  master 
befote  his  company.  How  easy  for  children  to  acquire  this  readiness  in 
reciting  (he  table.  It  is  the  result  of  drilling — of  frequent  repetition.  A 
a  real  pie  isure  it  is  to  study  English  grammar,  or  the  grammar  of  any 
other  language,  when  one  is  thoroughly  drilled  in  the  rules,  and  by  analys- 
ing and  construoting  sentences  and  frequent  parsing,  becomes  as  familiar 
with  all  the  details  and  parts  of  speech  as  he  is  with  the  alphabet. 

The  other  day  I  watched  a  little  boy,  scarcely  eight  years  of  age,  skat- 
ing on  a  pond.  And  a  delightful  treat  it  was  to  see  him  at  it.  Uncon- 
scious of  any  one  looking  at  him,  he  careered  hither  and  thither  over  the 
glassy  ice,  performing  feats  which  I  could  never  attempt  without  the  risk 
of  breaking  a  limb.  With  inimitable  grace  he  moved  along.  Very  pretty 
was  the  sight.  But  he  had  had  on  skates  before,  and  now  is  on  them 
every  day.  First  on  the  icy  pavement  in  the  yard,  at  home ;  then  on 
the  street  gutters,  he  practiced  with  untiring  energy.  True,  many  a 
tumble  has  he  received,  now  thumping  the  back  of  his  head  on  the  ice, 
filling  his  head  with  dizzy  blackness,  then  s  crawling  on  all  fours;  but 
what  of  that  ?    Heroically  he  endured  the  drill  and  drudgery  of  learning. 
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Now  his  nimble  boy-limbs  frisk  merrily  oyer  the  ioe  with  ease  and  safety. 
Looking  admiringly  at  the  little  fellow,  methought  he  might  teach 
many  children  of  larger  growth  a  lesson. 

1.)  Begin  yonr  drill  early,  when  the  limbs  and  joints  are  elastic.  A 
man  of  thirty  rarely  learns  to  skate.  Begin  your  studies  early,  then  the 
memory  is  tenacious.  Committing  a  page  is  often  a  pleasant  amusement, 
especially  after  the  memory  has  been  somewhat  trained. '  Begin  to  study 
and  commit  the  Scriptures  early.  Begin  to  pray,  and  to  form  habits  of 
church  going  and  worship  in  early  youth.  Then  it  will  be  comparatively 
easy.  Very  few  people  begin  a  religious  life  after  thirty  years  of  age. 
It  is  said  that  not  one  in  four,  who  have  lived  wickedly  until  they  are 
twenty  years  of  age,  ever  become  earnest  consistent  Christians. 

2.)  The  little  skater  has  had  many  a  mishap  and  bruising  tumble.  A 
lazy,  thriftless  boy  would  have  said,  ^'  I  shall  quit  this  neck-breaking  busi- 
ness. It  does  not  pay."  Not  so  he.  At  first,  when  he  could  not  raise 
two  skates,  he  would  worry  over  the  ice  with  one.  When  he  fell,  he  got 
up  and  fought  the  battle  boyfully  over  again.  He  drilled  and  drove  to- 
ward the  perfecting  of  his  art  with  unconquerable  energy.  And  now  we 
older  folks  must  be  ashamed  to  see  this  little  boy  excel  us  in  this  pleasing 
acquirement. 

Wherefrom  we  are  to  learn  to  defy  failures.  In  beginning  to  learn  a 
lesson,  whether  it  be  a  lesson  in  business  or  in  religion,  we  must  expect 
an  unpleasant  slip  here  and  there.  A  worldly-minded  youth  may  find  it 
difficult  at  once  in  all  respects  to  lead  a  godly  life.  One  accustomed  to 
spend  his  Sundays  in  silly  and  simple  amusements,  may  find  it  burden- 
some at  once  to  spend  them  in  acts  of  worship  and  edifying  reading  and 
proper  conversation.  Possibly  he  may  here  and.  there  fail  at  first.  Shall 
he  yield  to  the  failure — say  within  himself :  "  It  is  of  no  use.  I  may  as 
well  give  it  up;  for  I  cannot  keep  my  resolutions?  "  Or  shall  he  do  as 
did  the  little  skater ;  get  up  when  he  falls,  and  pray  and  strive,  and  defy 
failures  ? 

The  best  and  only  way  to  learn  to  do  a  thing  is  to  begin  to  do  it,  and 
ever  aft;erwards  continue  doing  it.  In  order  that  we  may  learn  to  drill, 
we  must  drill.  To  learn  to  pray,  we  must  pray.  To  learn  to  goto  church 
and  worship  God,  we  must  go  to  church  and  worship  God. 

We  are  never  too  old  to  learn,  and  never  too  old  to  drill.  '^  Exercise 
thyself  unto  godliness,''  was  PauFi  advice  to  Timothy.  Piety  is  a  habit 
— a  daily  habit.  So  is  wickedness  a  habit.  Through  what  a  drilling 
ceremony  drunkards,  profane  swearers  and  liars  are  continuously  passing. 
They  have  a  skillful  drill-master,  who  keeps  them  at  their  distinctive 
lessons  every  day.  The  best  Christians  stand  in  need  of  daily  practice  in 
the  art  of  godly  living.  Paul  prayed  to  the  last.  Even  our  Saviour 
prayed  with  his  dying  breath.  Men  the  most  learned  in  the  Scriptures, 
read  the  most  therein.  Dr.  Gouge  used  to  read  fifteen  chapters  every 
day — five  in  the  morning,  five  at  noon,  and  five  in  the  evening.  Jere- 
miah Whittaker  usually  read  all  the  epistles  in  the  Greek  Testament 
every  two  weeks.  Joshua  Barnes  is  said  to  have  read  a  small  pocket 
Bible,  which  he  usually  carried  with  him,  a  hundred  and  twenty  times 
through.  Kobert  Cotton  read  the  whole  Bible  through  twelve  times  a 
year.     By  searching  the  Scriptures,  we  learn  to  search;  by  habitually 
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worshipping  €k>d,  we  learn  to  worship.  By  constant  assiduous  training 
the  ancient  athletes  became  experts  in  their  art.  As  soon  as  they  ceased 
to  engage  in  this  their  powers  began  to  abate. 

In  like  manner  we  become  strong  or  weak  in  our  Christian  graces,  in 
proportion  as  we  strive  to  carry  them  into  daily  practice. 

"  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright, 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees." 

As  an  apt  illustration  of  this,  we  give  the  following,  for  which  we  are 
indebted  to  Hugh  Miller : 

A  Scotch  Highlander,  who  served  in  the  first  disastrous  war  with  the  Amer- 
ican colonies,  was  brought  one  evening  before  his  commanding  oflScer,  charp;ed 
with  the  capital  offence  of  being  in  communication  with  tne  enemy.  The 
charge  could  not  well  be  preferred  at  a  more  dangerous  time.  Only  a  few 
weeks  had  elapsed  since  the  execution  of  Major  Andre,  and  the  indignation  of 
the  British,  exasperated  almost  to  madness  by  the  event,  had  not  yet  cooled 
down.  There  was,  however,  no  direct  proof  against  the  Highlander.  He  had 
been  seen  in  the  gray  of  the  twilight,  stealing  out  from  a  clump  of  underwood 
thai  bordered  on  one  of  the  huge  forests,  which,  at  that  period,  covered  by  much 
the  greater  part  of  the  United  Provinces,  and  which,  in  the  immediate  neigh- 
borhood of  the  British,  swarmed  with  the  troops  of  Washington.  All  the  rest 
was  mere  inference  and  conjecture.  The  poor  man's  defence  was  summed  up 
in  a  few  words.  He  had  stolen  away  from  his  fellows,  he  said,  to  spend  an 
hour  in  private  prayer. 

"  Have  you  been  m  the  habit  of  spending  hours  in  private  prayer  ?"  sternly 
asked  the  officer,  himself  a  Scotchman  and  a  Presbyterian. 

The  Highlander  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"Then,"  said  the  other,  drawing  out  his  watch,  "never  in  all  your  life  had 
you  more  need  of  prayer  than  now;  kneel  down,  sir,  and  pray  aloud,  that  we 
may  all  hear  you." 

The  Highlander,  in  the  expectation  of  instant  death,  knelt  down.  His  prayer 
was  that  of  one  long  acquainted  with  the  appropriate  language  in  which  the 
Christian  addresses  his  God.  It  breathed  of  imminent  peril,  and  earnestly  im- 
plored the  Divine  interposition  in  the  threatened  danger — the  help  of  Him  who, 
m  times  of  extremity,  is  strong  to  deliver.  It  exhibited,  in  short,  a  man  who, 
thoroughly  conversant  with  the  scheme  of  Redemotion,  and  fully  impressed 
with  the  necessity  of  a  personal  interest  inU;he  aavantages  which  it  secures, 
had  made  the  business  of  salvation  the  work  of  many  a  solitary  hour,  and  had, 
in  consequence,  acquired  much  fluency  in  expressing  all  his  various  wants  as 
they  occurred,  and  thoughts  and  wishes  as  they  arose. 

"  You  may  go,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  as  he  concluded;  "  you  have,  I  dare  say, 
not  been  in  correspondence  with  the  enemy  to-night." 

"  His  statement,"  he  continued,  addressing  himself  to  the  other  officers,  "  is, 
I  doubt  not,  perfectly  correct.  No  one  could  have  prayed  so  without  a  long 
apprenticeship ;  fellows  who  have  never  attended  drill,  always  get  on  ill  at  re- 
view."— Hugh  Miller. 


The  Breton  mariner  on  patting  to  sea,  touohingly  prays:  '^Keep  me, 
mj  Qodl  my  bark  is  so  small^  and  thy  tNsean  is  so  wide." 
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THE  BEAPEBS, 

Reapers,  reapers,  haste — 
Your  Master's  voice  is  calling ; 

Reapers,  reapers,  haste — 
Tiie  golden  grain  is  falling. 

Fields  already  white, 

Rejoicing  now  with  gladness. 
Shine  with  summer  light  ; 

Oh,  reapers,  banish  sadness. 

Haste  I  no  more  delay 

The  weakest  grain  to  cherish; 

Hear  your  Master  say 
He  wills  not  one  should  perish. 

Bought  with  Jesus'  blood, 
The  weakest  is  a  treasure 

Made  by  God  for  good, 
For  glory  without  measure. 

Why,  then,  reapers  sleep? 

Your  sheaves  you  soon  shall  carry : 
Harvest  joys  are  deep — 

No  longer,  reapers,  tarry. 

Sickles  Quick  put  in, 

The  shades  of  eve  are  falling  ; 
Ere  the  night  begin. 

Obey  your  Master's  calling. 

Work  while  it  is  light, 

And  wait  not  for  the  morrow ; 
Work,  before  the  night 

Bring  sin,  and  shame,  and  sorrow. 

Up,  then,  let  us  reap 

Though  darkest  clouds  may  lower ; 
Faint  not.  He  will  keep 

Us  safe  'midst  storm  and  shower. 

Lord,  we  bend  the  knee 
In  faith,  in  love,  in  praver  ; 

Lord,  we  work  for  Thee— ^ 
On  Thee  cast  all  our  care. 


— Mistion  Life, 
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WHAT  TO  DO  WITH  ONE'S  MONEY. 

BT  PEBKIOMEN. 


Id  a  volume,  more  than  a  hundred  years  old,  we  found  a  treatise  on 
this  quaint  caption.  We  purpose  to  make  the  title  our  owd,  together  with 
some  of  its  ideas,  revised  and  modernized,  if  not  improved  and  cor- 
rected. 

It  may  strike  us  as  a  singular  and  altogether  gratuitious  undertaking, 
to  inform  the  mammon-struck  masses,  what  to  do  with  their  money.  "  Far 
better" — we  hear  one  say — "  tell  us  from  what  mine  of  gold,  silver  or 
oil ;  from  what  Lottery^  Gift-Enterprise  or  Speculation  we  may  fill  our 
empty  pockets  and  purses — as  for  its  outlay ^  we'll  attend  to  that  V 

But  truth  to  tell,  the  tact  of  investing  is  prior  and  superior  to  the 
feet  of  acquiring — ^paradozical  as  it  may  seem.  The  old  "  Smiley's  Arith- 
metic"— which  we  "  ciphered  through"  many  a  time,  and  with  about  as 
much  insight  into  its  principles,  as  the  so-called  ^'voting  cattle"  has  of 
the  Science  of  Political  Economy — already  takes  this  proposition  for 
granted,  since  it  ever  speaks  of  *'  Loss  and  Gain" — and  never  of  Gain 
first,  and  then  of  Loss.  To  acquire,  is  more  a  thing  of  fortune,  whilst 
a  happy  investment,  is  rather  a  matter  of  good  judgment  and  skillful 
management.  It  requires  more  brain  and  sleight  of  hand.  The  para- 
bles of  "The  Pounds"  and  of  "The  Talent*"  are  plainly  designed  to  tell 
us,  what  to  do  with  our  money,  and  not  how  to  get  it.  A  good  citizen, 
who  had  been  indentured,  as  a  boy,  from  the  Poor  House,  and  who  is 
now  nearing  the  "three  score  years  and  ten,"  and  is  monarch  over  two 
hundred  acres,  with  improvements,  told  us,  that  the  secret  of  making 
money  lay,  not  in  getting,  nor  in  hoarding  it,  but  in  the  proper  using  of  it. 
After  listening  to  his  financial  dissertation,  we  were  convinced  that  all  are 
called,  that  many  come,  but  that  few  are  chosen,  to  know  the  right  use 
of  money. 

It  is  a  fancy  with  many,  that  a  community  of  goods  and  an  equality  of 
means  would  afford  an  admirable  foundation,  whereon  to  construct  a 
Paradisaic  Social  Economy,  in  lieu  of  the  present  unequal  and  partial 
one.  So  too  thought  the  early  Christians,  until  the  pious  fraud  of  Ana- 
nias and  Sapphira  taught  them  the  impracticableness  of  such  a  seem- 
ingly benevolent  plan.  Could  we  take  into  our  vision  the  entire  web,  as 
we  now  see  but  the  single  and  isolated  threads,  then  would  we  doubtless 
be  ready  to  praise  the  wisdom  of  the  great  Governor,  in  distributing  His 
possessions  just  as  He  does,  and  blush  over  our  whole  face,  at  the  thought 
of  setting  ourselves  up  as  world-menders.  And  even  as  it  is,  Solomon 
can  intelligently  say:  "The  rich  and  the  poor  meet  together,  and  the 
Lord  is  the  maker  of  them  all."  The  wise  man  will  ever  have  his  sup- 
ply with  contentment,  whilst  the  prodigal  and  fool  will  come  to  want;  no 
matter  under  what  arrangement. 
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Money  is  the  occasion  of  yerj  much  harm  and  evil  in  this  world,  with- ' 
out  a  doubt.     It  broods  swarms  of  vices  and  damns  souls  by  the  million. 
Money  rules  the  market  and  the  world.     It  is  a  Power  of  Attorney  to 
every  and  any  end.     Even  virtue  herself  is  not  proof  against  its  charms. 

But  there  is  another  side,  as  well — it  is  a  po'wer  for  good  too.  It  is 
consequently  a  difficult  task  to  control  it,  and  not  be  controlled  by  it. 
It  is  apt  to  entrap  us  in  innumerable  perplexities  and  annoying  affairs,  if 
the  reins  are  not  held  with  a  steady  hand.  Processes,  Litigations,  Settle- 
ments, Controversies,  Quarrelings,  Thefts,  Frauds,  Evil-disposed  Domes- 
tics, Charity-calls,  Prayers  to  act  as  God-father,  Petitions  from  all  classes, 
asking  this,  that  or  something  else — embarras  de  richesses,  emharras  par 
tout — these  are  some  of  the  confrontings  and  surroundings  of  money,  and 
to  be  able  to  dispose  of  them,  singly  and  collectively,  in  such  a  way  as 
to  incur  no  blame,  is  to  be  written  down  a  Financier.  But  0  the  dissi- 
pation and  worriment  to  one  who  loves  ease  and  retirement!  Certain  an- 
cient Sages  returned  with  a  spurning  selfishness  the  gifts  which  their 
partial  friends  had  donated.  They  regarded  money  as  a  hinderance  in 
the  proscution  of  their  studies.  Socrates  refused  to  accept  of  a  proffered 
present,  and  thereby  enraged  still  more  his  ever-raving  wife — ^Xanthippe. 
She  stormed  at  the  idea  of  a  beggar  playing  the  hero.  Anaxagoras  went 
into  voluntary  poverty,  in  order  that  such  trifles  as  dollars  and  cents 
might  not  interrupt  him  in  his  studies.  Xenocrates  could  not  be  bribed 
to  receive  a  large  sum  of  gold;  which  Alexander  had  forwarded  him, 
but  sent  it  back  with  the  message — '^  Alexander  has  more  months 
to  feed  and  stands  ^n'greater  need  of  money  than  I  do  1"  Crates  willed 
his  fortune  to  a  successful  merchant,  in  trusty  that  he  should  portion  it  • 
out  among  his  children,  in  case  they  lacked  brain  and  wit.  Should  they 
not  prove  dolts  and  blockheads,  however,  then  he  wished  it  to  be  with- 
held from  them,  as  a  bothersome  incumberance,  and  to  be  shared  among 
the  prudent  business  men  of  his  town,  as  his  trustee  might  determine. 
Of  a  truth,  this  Crates  appears  oddly  enough  aside  of  our  modern  pa- 
rents. 

Seneca  wrote  largely  on  "  The  Contempt  of  Riches."  He  was  a  rogue 
and  hypocrite,  however.  He  scolded  over  money,  as  a  great  evil,  but 
only  in  so  far  as  it  was  not  his  own.  He  hoarded  it  in  secret,  and  conse- 
quently taught  others  a  virtue,  which  he  was  not  himself  willing  to  ex- 
ercise. He  betrayed  the  same  weakness,  which  many  others  are  guilty 
of,  who  never  rail  more  loudly  against  avarice,  than  when  they  are  most 
hungry  for  a  slice. 

The  Cynic  Sages  chose  voluntary  poverty,  in  order  to  free  the  mind 
from  all  love  of  spurious  gain.  They  feared  the  restlessness,  interrup- 
tion and  temptation,  which  the  controlling  of  great  possessions  entails. 
They  too  shunned  money  as  an  evil  per  se.  Had  they  lived  at  a  later 
day,  they  might  then  have  turned  Capuchins  and  clothed  their  poverty 
with  a  certain  air  of  religious  decorum,  and  lived  in  abundance  never- 
theless. 

Now,  we  are  not  Cynics,  and  confess  that  we  can  endure  the  sight 
and  possession  of  money  very  well.  Neither  do  we  boast  of  having  made 
great  progress  in  the  mysterious  science  of  making  happy  investments — 
even  though  we  escaped  the  "Morus  Multicaulis,"  "  Sugar  Cane,"  "  To- 
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bacco/'  "  Oil/'  "Silver"  aftd  " Lottery-Fevers."  What  to  do  with  one's 
money,  is  a  far  more  difficalt  task  than  men,  at  first  view,  seem  to  think. 

To  stand  as  a  mere  tarn-key  to  chests,  safes  and  vaults,  filled  with 
coio  and  oarrency ;  to  serve  as  a  custodian  over  it,  against  beggars,  im- 
postors, swindlers,  vamphres  and  thieves,  such  an  office  requires  indeed 
no  extraordinary  amount  of  talent,  and  affords  the  functionary,  we  judge, 
but  a  very  slim  satisfaction.  AIL  centres  in  knowing  how  to  manipulate 
it,  to  keep  it  moving  and  passing  from  hand  to  hand,  and  back  again, 
from  time  to  time,  to  the  original  hand,  multiplied,  from  thirty  to  sixty, 
and  from  sixty  to  a  hundred-fold,  both  in  bulk  and  enjoyment —  such  is 
the  Numismatics,  which  we  wish  to  examine. 

Contentment  is  in  itself  again,  and  wedded  to  godliness,  it  is  ^^  great 
gain."  It  is  the  touch-stone,  by  which  all,  that  we  estimate  as  valuable, 
must  be  assayed.  A  man  is  always  what  his  heart  is,  rich  or  poor.  Out- 
ward accidents  and  circumstances  contribute  no  little,  however,  towards 
this  inner  state.  Money  can  indeed  not  purchase  contentment ;  but 
pinching  poverty  may,  on  the  other  hand,  open  many  a  pit-fall  and  ave- 
nue to  transgression,  crime  and  sin,  which  will  of  necessity  disturb  this 
mental  equilibrium.  Hence  Wisdom  prays  :  "  Give  me  neither  poverty 
nor  riches ;  feed  me  with  food  convenient  for  me.**  Paul's  "Godliness 
with  contentment"  simply  means,  that  Religion  is  safest  under  a  compe- 
tency of  possessions  ;  and  by  a  competency,  he  means /borf,  raiment  and 
shelter.  Both  Solomon  and  Paul  maintain,  that  an  extreme  lot  is  beset 
with  peculiar  dangers.  Necessity  and  want  render  the  spirit  especially 
vulnerable.  Even  virtue  seems  weak  when  tempted  with  bits  of  gold. 
Hence  money  should  be  formed  into  a  breast-plate,  to  serve  as  a  bhield 
over  man's  spirit,  in  which  contentment  may  safely  repose.  See  to  it, 
though,  that  this  golden  shield  become  not  too  heavy  and  thus  prove  a 
hinderance,  rather  than  a  help. 

y  Contentment  requires  a  healthy  body.  The  ghastly  grin  of  the  con- 
sumptive foretells  the  difficulty  of  being  cheerful  and  happy  under  un- 
rest, pain  and  ailing.  The  machinery  of  the  human  frame  no  longer 
runs  smoothly  and  promptly.  The  pulse  beats  sluggishly,  or  gallops  too 
rapidly.  The  limbs  are  clogged  with  lead.  The  brain  is  in  a  fog.  Vivacity 
is  gone.  We  are  nervous  and  irritable,  and,  besides,  spasms,  fevers  and 
acute  diseases  supervene. 

**  But  can  money  stay  or  even  prevent  all  this  ?"  Yes,  and  No — we 
say.  Money  enables  iis  to  select  such  a  calling  as  may  least  endanger 
our  health  and  life.  Our  raiment,  viand  and  residence  may  then  be 
chosen  with  reference  to  our  state  and  lot.  We  are  then  in  a  position,  in 
which  life,  limb  and  strength  can  be  husbanded.  The  mendicant  on  the 
street  need  perhaps  not  suffer  as  much,  or  die  so  soon,  had  he  one  of 
your  warm  coats,  hanging  idle  on  the  wall-rack,  to  wrap  his  shivering 
body  in.  The  sick,  poverty-stricken  mother,  in  yonder  hovel,  may  nurse 
her  little  babe  a  few  months  or  years  longer,  had  she  some  of  the  palat- 
able drink  and  nourishment  of  the  rich  house- wife's  pantry.  There  is 
life  in  a  jar  of  jelly  or  a  glass  of  lemonade  to  her,  no  matter  how  much 
scrofula  and  dyspepsia  others  may  imbibe  from  it.  The  biggest  act  of 
our  whole  boy-life  was  done,  when  we  were  sent  by  our  grandmother 
with  a  basket  full  of  sick-room  dainties  to  a  convalescing  poor  woman.  It 
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was  night-fall,  but  wo  were  not  at  all  afraid 5  for  it  seemed  to  us,  as  if 
angels  were  ministering  to  us  all  along  the  road. 

Money  brings  the  Summer  Residence,  the  Lawn,  Garden,  Mountains 
and  Sea-shore.  It  affords  us  a  home  warmed  from  cellar  to  attic,  a  com- 
fortable chamber,  couch  and  faithful  attendants.  In  a  word,  money  en- 
ables us  to  protect  ourselves  in  a  measure,  against  disease,  and  if  attacked, 
we  may  calm  its  ferocity  and  assuage  pain  ;  and  dying,  we  may  die  com- 
fortably and  in  state. 

An  honest  livelihood  is  no  less  necessary  to  contentment.  By  this,  we 
mean,  not  only  ^Hhat  ends  shall  meet,''  but  that  there  be  enough  string 
lefl  to  tie  a  bow.  It  is  a  half-way  house  between  poverty  and  riches 
again.  Who  can  be  happy  when  haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  back  stand- 
ing debts,  which  were  of  necessity  contracted  and  which  remain  con- 
tracted, of  like  necessity.  What  pastor  or  parishioner  is  content,  when 
the  prospect  looms  up  in  the  distance,  of  having  his  homestead  seized 
and  sold,  and  himself  seized  and  sent  to  bankruptcy  or  the  poor-house  ? 
Have  you  ever  inquired  why  certain  curates  of  souls  seem  ever  to  wander 
in  a  settled  melancholy  ?  It  is  because  they  are  ever  in  straits  and  want. 
As  age  creeps  over  them  and  their  families  become  grown,  they  are  less 
and  less  prepared  to  answer  the  query — "  Whence  shall  we  buy  bread 
that  these  may  eat  ?"  That's  the  reason.  To  accuse  them  of  being 
^'hirelings"  and  '' lovers  of  money;"  to  remind  them  with  a  taunt,  that 
they  must  not  take  thought  for  what  they  shall  eat,  drink  or  put  on ; 
to  exhort  them  to  live  ^  by  faith,'  ^on  souls,'  and  soon — all  this  may  tickle 
and  please  you,  but  it  is  to  him  like  the  little  Book,  which  St.  John  was 
asked  to  swallow  in  Patmos — sweet  as  honey  in  the  mouth,  but  neverthe- 
less bitter  in  the  stomach. 

A  HomCy  Raiment  and  Food  belong  to  a  contented  spirit.  But  money 
alone  can  bring  us  those  necessary  accidents  to  our  lower  lip.  They  rain 
not  from  the  clouds,  nor  is  there  more  than  one  General  Grant,  that  they 
should  be  donated,  with  key  in  hand.  And  even  Gifts,  Donations  and 
Presents  can  only  be  made  by  those,  who  have  wherewith  to  buy.  It  is  one 
of  the  very  first  duties  for  every  man,  thus  to  provide  for  his  family.  It 
is  impossible  to  detect  any  covetousness  in  such  conduct.  It  is  far  from 
avarice,  to  put  forth  honest  and  severe  efforts  to  own,  hold  and  possess 
all  these.  And  when  we  are  told  to  seek  the  Kingdom  of  God  first  of 
all,  it  is  held  out  as  a  reward,  that  these  things  shall  be  added.  Ex- 
cepting the  pious  recluse  only,  we  cannot  but  regard  him  as  a  crack-brain, 
who  does  not  strive  after  their  possession.  In  order  to  lack  nothing,  we 
are  to  work  with  our  own  hands.  Money  is  of  the  earth  and  we  would 
have  it  used  as  a  servant  to  minister  to  our  earthly  wants  and  comforts. 
It  can  be  used  only  in  this  world,  and  therefore,  do  we  feel  like  appropri- 
ating all  its  virtue  to  ourselves  while  here.  ^^  Shrouds  have  no  pockets," 
says  the  Oriental  adage.  Let  it  then  be  enjoyed  as  a  means  to  every 
legitimate  end.  Contentment  follows  the  discharge  of  duty.  But  there 
is  a  trinity  of  duties — Self,  Neighbor  and  God  form  a  circle  and  sphere 
'for  their  discharge.  He  shows  a  proper  regard  for  Self  already  in  sup- 
plying his  physical  wants,  as  we  have  detailed  them.  Only  let  him  not 
neglect  to  minister  to  his  higher  nature.  Let  him  procure  a  suitable 
wardrobe,  set  a  welMaden  table,  own  an  inviting  home  with  garden  and 
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lawn — let  him  have  these  and  many  more  sorroundings  of  comfort  and 
laxary,  provided,  a  well  selected  library  be  not  forgotten.  Mind  and 
heart  must  regale  themselves  as  well  as  flesh  and  blood.  The  outer  man 
soon  dies  of  surfeit,  if  the  inner  is  lefl  to  starve.  To  enjoy,  it  is  neces- 
sary that  we  appreciate  and  understand  our  possessions;  otherwise  we, 
in  the  midst  of  luxury,  are  like  to  Alexander's  horses  in  a  gilded  stable. 
''  Shoddy"  wealth  is  the  most  contemptible  of  all.  Our  externals  must 
ever  preserve  a  proportion  with  our  internal  state  of  cultivation.  There 
must  be  as  much  in  us,  as  around  us.  Wherever  this  correspondence  is 
lacking^  a  certain  vulgarity  cleaves  to  us,  in  spite  of  every  array  and 
trapping.  It  is  easily  seen,  by  those  standing  off,  that  we  are  abead  of 
ourselves.  We  are  the  slave  of  our  money,  and  not  its  master.  It  is 
calculated,  not  to  contribute  to  our  peace  of  mind  and  happiness,  but  to 
rob  us  of  it  and  render  us  miserable.  The  mind  must  rule  matter. 
Hence  Nature  is  adorned  by  Science  and  Art.  Therefore,  do  we  plead 
for  Books^  Paintings  and  Statuary,  as  a  choice  investment  for  our  money, 
in  order  that  the  higher  and  better  nature  of  man,  may  ever  keep  pace 
with  our  physical  being.  Tours  and  voyages  are  not  a  waste  of  money 
either.  They  enlarge  the  man.  He  creeps  out  of  his  chrysalis  state 
thereby. 

Such  serving  of  Self  is  not  forbidden,  either  by  common  sense,  or  by 
the  Bible.  It  is  not  a  crime  to  love  one's  self,  only  to  love  one's  self  ex- 
clusively, or  het/ond  our  neighbor. 

Consequently,  that  neighbor  comes  in  for  a  share  of  our  money. 
Riches  are  to  tell  on  society  at  large.  The  miser  is  like  a  snail,  content 
in  its  own  narrow  shell.  Not  so  the  worthy  man  of  means.  He  multi- 
plies the  public  revenue,  income  and  profits,  by  means  of  his  prudent  and 
manifold  outlays.  He  elevates  the  prestige  of  the  State  and  aids  in  sup- 
'  porting  the  welfare  of  the  laborer  and  the  glory  of  the  community.  He 
rejoices  in  seeing  capital  at  work.  The  bustle  of  trade  and  the  bum  of 
machinery  is  to  him,  as  if  the  workman  and  mechanic  were  singing  his 
anthem  of  praise  and  psalm  of  rejoicing.  In  common  life  he  affords  to 
his  fellow  mortals  existence,  livelihood  and  happiness.  In  seasons  of 
great  emergencies;  he  furnishes  aid  with  a  full  and  free  hand,  to  rescue  the 
honor  and  credit  of  the  nation.  ^For  the  pulpit,  press,  or  the  mass 
to  cry  down  such  a  benefactor,  is  downright  folly.  God  bless  the  worthy 
capitalists,  we  say,  and  that  is  praying  for  the  poor,  at  the  same  time. 
Bat  we  would  see  his  contributions  embodied  in  every  eleemosynary  in- 
stitution, too,  for  the  benefit  of  his  fellows.  Churches,  Schools,  Orphan 
Homes  and  Alms-houseS;  must  contain  of  our  possessions,  if  we,  would 
make  unto  ourselves  **  friends  of  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness."  Not 
to  understand  the  philosophy  of  such  an  investment,  is  not  to  understand 
the  art  of  financiering,  no  matter  how  many  '^  Government  Bonds"  we 
may  own.  These  constitute  the  very  best  Banks  in  the  land.  None  pay  a 
larger  percentage.  All  truly  great  stewards  are  enrolled  as  members  of 
such  corporations.  They  know  that  by  giving  to  the  poor,  they  are 
lending  to  the  Lord.  And  who  would  ask  for  a  better  creditor  ?  God 
never  shields  Himself  behind  bankruptcy,  or  the  Limitation  Act  I 

We  would  have  His  hand  open  in  assisting  the  flow  of  private  chari- 
ty, at  the  front  door  where  the  mendicant  knocks,  and  at  the  garden- 
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gate,  where  the  neighboring  widow  and  the  orphan  comes,  with  shy 
face  and  timid  foot.  God  sees  between  the  leaves  and  through  the  grape- 
vine too.  No  man  can  buy  a  seat  in  heaven  for  gold,  we  know  quite 
well.  But  if  Providence  elevated  us  upon  a  mound  of  wealth,  that  same 
Providence  expects  us  to  make  that  mound  a  stepping-stone  to  bliss. 
The  rich  farmer,  in  Gospel-history^  was  a  fool,  because  he  did  not  see 
the  quarters  wherein  to  store  his  overplus,  and  stupidly  inquired  after 
a  new,  big  barn,  as  the  only  safe  place  of  investment.  God  hated  him, 
because  he  did  not  aspire  higher  than  the  dunghill  and  its  low  surround- 
ings. 

The  sumptuous  fare  and  fine  linen  would  not  have  harmed  Dives  a  whit, 
had  he  but  recognized  the  call  from  Heaven  in  Lazarus  lying  and  moan- 
ing at  his  very  gate.  Crumbs  even  would  have  multiplied  into  glitter- 
ing jewels  for  his  brow.  And  the  recollection  of  this  inhumanity  it 
was,  that  enveloped  his  soul  in  a  flaming  torment  and  parched  him  with 
a  thirst  greater  than  that  of  Tantalus.  From  not  knowing  what  to  do 
with  his  money,  the  blessing  becomes  a  curse. 

Being  of  German  origin  and  mould,  we  dare  not  forget  to  mention 
the  " -4 /rno^en  Treasury, "as  a  happy  safe  for  our  money.  It  seems  so 
very  much  like  the  custom  to  which  the  ancient  Saxon  kings  were  de- 
voted, namely  :  to  distribute  gifts  to  the  poor,  from  baskets.  It  seems 
like  making  a  '*  Maundi-Thursday"  out  of  every  Lord's  Day.  We  like 
to  see  even  children  attempt  to  "  cast  in/'  though  the  gift  fall  oftentimes 
aside  and  roll  loudly  along.  We  saw  a  mother  guide  the  arm  and  shake 
the  hand  of  her  little  boy,  in  his  first  infantile  effort  to  invest  in  the 
**  Gotteskasten:* 

Just  as  humiliating,  however,  is  it  to  observe  a  full  grown  worshipper 
habitually  giving  his  drowsy  nod  to  the  officiating  Deacon,  and  nothing 
else.  We  cannot  help  but  ^feel  a  little  suspicious,  whether  that  man's 
"prayers"  went  up,  since  the  alms-giving  did  not  accompany  them.  Bet- 
ter then  heed  the  precept :  "Upon  the  first  day  of  the  week,  let  every 
one  of  you  lay  by  him  in  store,  as  God  hath  prospered  him." 

"But  such  prodigality  would  soon  exhaust  the  fountain,"  says  an  ob- 
jector. An  economical  father  is  accustomed  to  tell  his  daughter  :  "  There 
is  no  well  so  deep,  but  that  it  may  be  drained  V*  It  is  all  so,  doubtless. 
But  a  prudent  man  will  proportion  his  outlays  according  to  his  income. 
And  herein  precisely  lies  the  secret  of  a  successful  stewardship,  which 
is  again  and  at  once  to  be  able  rightly  to  answer  the  question  :  "  What  to 
do  with  one's  money  ? 

Generally  speaking,  all  men  want  money ;  many  make  money ;  some 
hoard  it,  and  the  few  only  know  how  to  use  it.  It  is  a  panacea,  if  we 
understand  its  dispensatory.  Lacking  this,  it  is  Mammon — the  Idol  of 
the  world.  "The  Mammon  of  Unrighteousness"  is  the  Gospel,  Creed 
and  Worship  of  the  world.  It  is  the  Juggernaut  of  civilized  Nations. 
Its  victims  are  counted  by  legions,  and  yet  only  because  they  cast  them- 
selves under  the  car,  and  not  because  it  pursues  men.  It  is  an  engine, 
which  is  calculated  to  convey  and  land  us  at  our  desired  haven,  provided 
it  is  kept  on  the  legitimate  track.  Swiftly  and  smoothly  it  brings  us  to 
the  desired  landing.  But  off  of  its  track,  our  depot  is  Pandemonium  ! 
^ow  much  depends  then  upon  the  helms-man. 
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But  the  eDgiDeeriog  of  oar  wealth  involves  no  little  responsibility, 
else  the  steering  of  a  camel  through  a  needle's  eye,  would  not  have 
been  pronounced  an  easier  task,  than  for  a  rich  man,  to  enter  the  king- 
dom of  Heaven. 


TBEES  AND  PLANTS  FOB  THE  TOMBS  OF  THE  DEAD.'' 


TEOM  THE  f  BENCH  BT  0.  G.  A.  HULLHOEST. 


In  all  parts  of  the  globe  Nature  has  placed  her  plants,  calculated  to 
change  into  fragrance  the  noxious  odors  of  the  air,  arising  from  decaying: 
substances^  and  to  serve  as  decorations  for  the  tombs  of  the  dead  by  their 
mournful  and  melancholy  forms. 

Among  the  plants,  the  creeping  mallow  with  its  striped  flowers  of  pur- 
ple, and  the  asphodel  or  king's-spear,  with  its  long  stem,  decorated  with 
beautiful  white  or  yellow  flowers,  delight  in  growing  on  the  funeral- 
mound.     As  is  shown  by  that  inscription  on  an  ancient  tomb-stone : 

"  Aa  dehors  je  snis  entoar^  de  mauve  et  d'asphoddle 
Et  audedans  je  ne  suis  qu'  un  oadavre." 

"  Without  I  am  enclosed  by  mallows  and  asphodels,  and  within  I  am 
only  a  corpse.''  Among  the  ancients  was  a  belief,  that  the  seeds  of  the 
asphodel  formed  the  diet  of  the  dead.  According  to  Homer,  the  shades, 
after  passing  the  Styx  (the  river  of  the  nether-world) ,  traversed  a  vast 
plain  of  asphodels. 

Of  the  funeral  trees  I  find  two  kinds,  of  very  opposite  characters,  dif- 
fused in  diffierent  climates.  The  first  kind  let  their  long  and  slender 
branches  hang  down  on  the  ground,  and  they  are  seen  floating  carelessly 
in  the  wind.  Tbe  branches  are  dishevelled  as  though  bewailing  some 
misfortune.  Such  is  the  Cazarina  of  the  South  Sea  islands,  which  the 
natives  plant  with  much  diligence  around  the  graves  of  their  ancestors. 
We  have  in  our  own  country  the  weeping-willow  or  Salix  Babylonica, 
doubtless  so  called  because  the  Hebrew  captives  hung  their  harps  upon 
them.  Our  common  willow,  when  the  top  is  not  cut  off,  also  hangs  down 
its  boughs  and  presents  a  mournful  appearance.  Shakespeare  felt  and 
expressed  this  very  forcibly  in  his  song  of  the  willow,  which  he  lays  in 
the  mouth  of  Desdemona,  when  ready  to  end  her  unhappy  days : 

"  A  poor  soul  sat  sighiog  by  a  sycamore  tree, 

Sing  all  a  green  willow ; 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee. 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow : 
The  fresh  streams  ran  by  her,  and  murmured  her  moans  ; 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow : 
Her  salt  tears  fell  from  her,  and  softened  the  stonea ; 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow. 
Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland. 

Let  nobody  blame  him,  his  soorn  I  approve, — 
I  called  my  love  false  love ;  but  what  said  he  then  ? 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow." 


*  Bcmardin  De  Saint  Pierre.  Harmonies  de  la  Nature. 
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There  are  several  other  species  of  trees,  with  loDg  chevalures  ;  such  are 
certain  kinds  of  ash  trees ;  a  fig  tree  of  the  Isle  of  France,  whose  fruit 
drags  on  the  ground,  and  the  hirches  of  the  North. 

The  second  kind  of  funeral  trees  comprehends  those  arising  in  the  form 
of  an  obelisk  or  pyramid.  If  the  trees  with  chevalures  seem  to  convey 
our  sorrows  toward  the  earth,  these  seem  to  direct  with  their  branches 
our  hopes  toward  heaven.  Such  are  among  others,  the  cypress  of  the 
mountains;  the  poplar  of  Italy,  and  the  fir  tree  of  the  North.  The 
cypress  with  its  foliage  so  gracefully  waving,  and  wound  in  a  spiral,  re- 
sembles a  distaff  covered  with  wool,  such  as  poets  have  imagined  in  the 
hands  of  the  Parcae  or  Fates  who  spin  our  destinies.  The  poplars  of 
Italy,  according  to  the  ingenious  Ovid,  are  nothing  else  than  the  sisters 
of  Phaeton,  deploring  the  fate  of  their  brother  in  raising  their  arms  to- 
ward heaven.  With  regard  to  the  fir  tree,  I  know  of  nothing  better 
suited  for  beautifying  the  graves  of  the  dead.  For  this  purpose  the 
Chinese  and  Japanese  cultivate  them  extensively.  They  regard  the  fir 
as  a  symbol  of  immortality.  Indeed,  its  aromatic  frt^rance ;  its  sullen, 
perpetual  verdure ;  its  pyramidical  form,  pointing  to  the  clouds ;  the 
mysteriously  gentle  rustlings  of  its  leaves,  agitated  by  the  evening  zephyr, 
forming  an  accompaniment  so  suitable  to  the  sacred  silence  of  the  grave ; 
— all  render  it  a  most  beautiful  and  impressive  symbol  of  immortality  and 
eternity. 

It  is  well  for  us  to  plant  these  trees  and  cultivate  these  plants,  so  full  of 
melancholy  expression  and  solemn,  awful  meaning,  on  the  graves  of  our 
beloved  departed.  Plants  are  the  characters  in  the  book  of  nature,  and 
the  cemetery  should  be  a  school  of  morals.  It  is  here  that  at  the  sight 
of  the  powerful,  the  wealthy  and  the  wicked,  who  lie  here  "  mouldering 
in  the  dust,''  vanish  all  human  passions,  pride,  carnal  desires,  avarice 
and  envy.  Here  the  sweetest  feelings  arise  in  the  breast  of  man,  with 
the  recollection  of  children,  wife  or  husband,  parents  and  friends.  The 
most  savage  nations,  especially  the  tribes  of  the  East,  carry  provisions  to 
the  graves  of  their  departed  friends.  Let  us  at  least  cultivate  such  plants 
and  trees  there,  as  will  more  tangibly  preserve  their  memory.  We  some- 
times raise  urns  and  statues ;  but  time  soon  destroys  the  monuments  of 
art,  whereas  it  yearly  multiplies  those  of  nature.  The  old  yew  trees  have 
more  than  once  survived  the  church -edifices  there  built.  We  may  even 
adapt  the  trees  or  plants  to  the  occupation  the  departed  followed  during 
their  lives ;  the  water-willow  for  the  basket-maker ;  the  oak  for  the  car- 
penter. But  above  all  are  evergreens  of  all  kinds  suitable,  for  they  re- 
mind us  of  eternal,  never-fading  virtues,  which  are  more  important  to 
society  than  trades  or  genius.  We  may  mention  a  few  the  most  appro- 
priate :  The  pale  violet  and  the  sweet  primrose  or  cow-slip  for  the  dear, 
innocent  child ;  the  periwinkle  and  the  myrtle,  spreading  their  azure 
flowers  over  the  grave,  for  the  fair  loved  one ;  the  ivy,  environing  the 
cypress,  for  those  united  till  death ;  the  laurel  for  the  warrior  as  character- 
izing his  bravery;  the  olive  for  the  merchant.  And  even  when  monu- 
ments of  stone  are  erected,  they  should  be  overshadowed  by  shrubbery  ; 
the  box-tree,  the  juniper,  the  petty- whim  with  its  sombre  grain,  the  frag- 
rant honeysuckle,  the  majestic  fir-tree.  How  enchanting  is  a. lonely 
walk  in  such  an  Elysium,  thus  beautified  and  decorated,  illuminated  by 
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the  bright  rays  of  the  morDing,  or  the  brilliancy  of  the  setting  san,  or 
the  pale  light  of  the  moon^  and  ever-hallowed  by  the  ashes  of  virtuous, 
Christian  men  I  Those  resting  here  in  sweet  repose  are  to  be  envied.  It 
seems  desirable  to  have  here  a  hillock  surrounded  by  all  those  we  love^ 
gently  covered  with  soft  moss ;  here  to  sleep  in  Jesus'  arms  until  that 
great  final  dav,  when  we  shall  arise  to  meet  with  glorified  bodies  all  the 
patriarchs  and  prophets  and  the  innumerable  host  of  saints  and,  above 
all,  enjoy  eternally  the  holy  presence  of  our  blessed  Redeemer. 


A  CITY  OF  MABTYBS. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


A  year  ago  I  took  the  readers  of  the  Guardian  on  a  Christmas  stroll 
through  Borne.  We  will  repeat  the  visit.  For,  unlike  most  other  cities, 
Borne  can  be  seen  to  the  best  advantage  in  the  winter  season.  It  hap- 
pens to  be  on  the  morning  of  January  14th.  In  what  year  it  matters  not 
for  OUT  present  purpose.  I  and  a  friend,  with  staff  in  one  hand,  and 
"  Murray's  Guide  for  Bome  and  its  Environs''  in  the  other^  pass  out  of 
the  city  through  the  gate  of  San  Sebastiano.  Around  Bome  lies  a  large 
level  country,  called  the  Campagna.  All  this  region  is  an  unploughed 
waste,  although,  with  comparatively  little  trouble,  it  might  be  turned  into 
the  Ghtrden  of  Italy.  The  plain  is  covered  with  a  white  frost,  such  as  we 
often  have  on  an  American  November  morning.  The  sun  is  already  fast 
dissolving  it.  Towards  sunrise  the  reflection  of  the  bright  light  on  the 
icy  earth  covers  it  with  a  sheen  of  glory. 

We  are  strolling  over  the  Appian  Way — an  old  Boman  Boad,  built  three 
hundred  and  twelve  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ.  It  connected 
Bome  with  the  south-eastern  coast  of  Italy — ^a  distance  of  four  hundred 
miles.  Over  this  old  road,  paved  with  six-sided  stones,  laid  in  cement,  over 
two  thousand  years  ago,  we  leisurely  tread. 

A  short  distance  outside  of  the  gate,  the  temple  of  Mars  used  to  stand. 
There  the  armies  of  Bome,  returning  from  a  victory,  and  about  entering 
the  city  in  triumph,  used  to  halt,  and  offer  sacrifices  to  the  god  of  War. 
Scarcely  a  mile  from  the  city  we  reach  a  small  stone  church,  by  the  way- 
side. We  enter.  It  has  an  altar,  but  no  pews  or  seats  of  any  kind. 
Tradition  says,  that  when  Peter  was  persecuted  and  threatened  with  death 
at  Bome,  he  fled.  On  the  spot  where  this  church  stands,  he,  in  his  flight, 
met  our  Saviour  going  towards  Bome.  The  apostle  asks  him  :  *^  Lord, 
whither  goest  thou? "  (Domine  quo  vadis  ?)  Our  Saviour  replies :  "  I 
am  going  to  Bome  to  be  crucified  again."  Whereupon  Peter,  with  pen- 
itent sorrow  and  shame,  returns  to  Bome,  to  suffer  martyrdom.  Poor 
Peter  I    It  was  not  the  first  time  he  yielded  to  cowardice. 

For  miles,  out  from  Bome,  the  Appian  Way  leads  through  a  cemetery. 
On  both  sides  it  is  lined  with  costly  monuments,  some  exceeding  in  size 
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i\A  temples  of  early  Rome.  There  sleep  many  of  the  senators,  tribunes, 
orators,  and  poets  of  the  ancient  capital.  Underneath  these  sepulchres 
there  exists  a  world  of  the  departed. 

There  are  but  few  places  of  entrance  to  this  lower  region  of  the  dead. 
One  of  these  is  through  the  church  of  San  Sebastian,  on  the  Appian 
Way,  two  miles  from  Rome.  Softly  we  open  the  church  door  and  enter. 
A  friar  greets  us.  He  wears  a  coarse  brown  cassock  or  cloak,  and  a  cord 
tied  around  his  waist.  His  head  is  shaven,  save  a  circle  of  hair  above  his 
ears.  He  never  wears  hat  or  cap,  only  the  cowl  attached  to  his  cloak. 
With  sullen  mien,  and  a  face  that  looked  as  if  it  rarely  smiled,  he  greeted 
us  in  Italian.  He  seemed  to  take  it  for  granted,  that  we  wished  to  visit 
this  underground  city — the  Catacombs  of  Rome.  After  handing  us  each 
a  lighted  taper,  he  bade  us  follow  him.  Descending  a  stairway^  we  soon 
reached  the  gate- way  to  the  land  of  the  dead.  Through  narrow  alleys, 
like  the  channels  of  coal-mines,  we  cautiously  and  slowly  proceeded.  A 
few  bumps  on  the  ceiling  soon  reminded  me,  that  the  ancients  had  either 
lower  hats  or  shorter  bodies  than  some  of  us  moderns.  And  when  I  re- 
membered that  this  place  had  been  consecrated  by  the  devotions  of  cen- 
turies, I  humbled  both.  We  stooped  and  strolled  hither  and  thither. 
Every  few  steps  the  passage  would  fork  in  a  bewildering  network  of  tun- 
nels, in  which  absolute  darkness  reigned.  We  soon  had  as  little  idea  of 
the  place  where  we  entered  as  if  we  had  never  been  outside  of  this  dismal 
region.  More  streets  are  down  here,  and  if  possible,  more  tortuous  than 
in  Rome  itself.     But  how  came  they  here? 

In  the  early  ages  of  the  Roman  empire,  quarries  were  here  opened 
wherefrom  to  get  buildipg-stone  for  the  city.  For  centuries  they  were 
worked.  The  volcanic  sandy  rock  was  taken  out  like  coal  from  its  beds^ 
until  the  earth  was  perforated  in  all  directions  by  a  vast  network  of  tun- 
nels. It  is  said  that  they  extend  over  a  distance  of  twenty  miles  in  one 
direction,  and  twelve  miles  in  another,  from  Rome.  They  are  often  re- 
ferred to,  by  heathen  writers,  as  places  of  refuge.  When  Nero's  life  was 
in  danger,  he  was  advised  to  conceal  himself  in  the  Catacombs.  He  re- 
plied, that  ^^he  would  not  go  under  the  ground  while  living.'' 

These  quarry-men  usually  were  persons  of  the  lowest  grade.  Like 
miners  of  the  present  day,  they  were  cut  off  and  deprived  of  many  privi- 
leges of  education  and  reOnement.  Some  never  saw  the  cheering  light 
of  the  sun  for  months.  Multitudes  of  Christians,  captives  and  prisoners, 
were  compelled  to  work  in  these  mines,  carrying  the  stones  on  their 
shoulders.  Hither  many  of  the  first  pastors  of  the  Church  came  to  preach 
to  their  suffering  brethren.  These  oppressed  and  despised  underground 
toilers,  were  among  the  most  attentive  hearers  of  the  apostles  and  pastors 
of  the  early  Church.  To  them,  life  was  a  ceaseless  burden.  A  religion 
that  promised  comfort  for  this  world  and  for  the  world  to  come,  was  ac- 
cepted with  grateful  delight.  Many  of  the  first  converts  to  Christianity 
at  Rome  must  have  belonged  to  these  miners. 

But  the  Church  of  Christ  soon  aroused  the  persecution  of  the  Roman 
empire.  Rome  seemed  to  be  the  centre  of  the  atrocious  cruelties  inflicted 
upon  the  early  Christians.  Many,  like  Peter,  were  eruoified;  like  Igna- 
tius, were  thrown  before  devouring  wild  beasts  in  the  Coliseum.  The 
followers  of  Christ  had  to  seal  their  faith  with  their  blood.    Whither 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  A  OUy  of  MaHyrs.  51 

should  they  fleo  for  safety?  With  the  converted  quarrymen  for  their 
guides,  who  were  the  ouly  persons  that  were  familiar  with  the  numerous 
windings  of  the  Catacomhs,  the  persecuted  believers  sought  refuge  under- 
ground. Whole  families  took  up  their  abode  here.  Thousands  gathered 
in  these  dark  tunnels.  Their  less  suspected  brethren,  and  unconverted 
relatives,  sometimes  supplied  them  with  bread.  Besides  the  places  of 
regular  entrance,  there  were  many  holes  in  the  fields  through  which  they 
could  have  intercourse  with  their  friends  above  ground.  Sometimes  the 
quarry  comii^g  too  near  the  surface,  the  earth  would  cave  in,  and  make 
an  air  hole,  to  aid  ventilation. 

Some  of  the  more  prominent  Christians  suffered  martyrdom  in  the  Cata- 
combs. Xystus,  bishop  of  Rome,  with  one  of  his  clergy,  was  killed  "here. 
And  Stephen,  another  bishop,  was  traced  hither  by  the  Roman  soldiers. 
They  found  him  engaged  in  a  religious  service  in  a  small  chapel,  which 
they  allowed  him  to  conclude,  and  then  cut  off  his  head.  This  bishop 
used  to  send  forth  the  priest  Eusebius  and  the  deacon  Marcellus  to  invite 
the  Christians  to  come  down  to  his  place  of  concealment,  for  counsel  and 
comfort.  Among  his  followers  was  Hippolytus,  whose  pagan  sister  Pau- 
lina and  her  husband  secretly  supplied  him  with  food.  Two  of  their 
children,  a  boy  of  ten  and  a  girl  of  thirteen,  were  in  the  habit,  at  stated 
times,  of  carrj^ing  a  basket  of  provision  to  their  uncle.  Hippolytus 
grieved  over  the  hopeless  state  of  his  kind  sister.  He  asked  the  venera- 
ble bishop  what  to  do  for  her.  "  Keep  the  children  here  the  next  time 
they  come.  Their  parents  will  surely  follow  in  search  of  them."  He 
did  so.  The  anxious  parents  soon  came  after  their  children.  The  good 
old  man  plead  with  them  to  become  Christians,  and  gave  them  his  bles- 
sing. E'er  long  they  returned.  And  after  a  course  of  instruction  by  the 
bishop,  they  and  their  children  were  baptized.  At  last  this  whole  family 
with  the  uncle  and  the  bishop  poured  out  their  blood  for  Christ,  and  were 
crowned  with  martyrdom. 

The  Catacombs  were  used  for  places  of  refuge  and  of  burial.  For  three 
hundred  years  the  entire  Christian  population  of  Rome  laid  their  dead 
into  these  vaults.  Besides  the  vast  multitude  of  people  from  the  hum- 
bler walks  of  life,  not  a  few  of  the  great  and  powerful  rulers  were  laid  to  rest 
here.  The  burial  of  the  martyrs  and  sainted  dead  of  the  first  ages  of  the 
Church  imparted  to  this  underground  city  a  certain  kind  of  sacredness.  For 
one's  dust  to  repose  among  their  sacred  remains  was  by  many  considered 
a  great  privilege.  Four  popes — Leo  I.,  Gregory  the  Great,  the  second 
and  third  Gregory,  and  Leo  IX.,  sleep  their  last  sleep  here.  The  em- 
perors Honorias  and  Valentinian,  besides  a  number  of  minor  kings  and 
queens  were  borne  hither. 

When  the  Emperor  Diocletian  tried  his  utmost  to  extirpate  Christi- 
anity by  slaughtering  the  Christians,  he  forbade  them  to  meet  and  wor- 
ship in  the  Catacombs.  In  the  middle  of  the  fourth  century  St.  Jerome 
says:  ^^  When  I  was  at  Rome,  still  a  youth,  and  emplqyed  in  literary 
pursuits,  I  was  accustomed,  in  company  with  others  of  my  own  age,  and 
actuated  by  the  same  feelings,  to  visit,  on  Sundays,  the  sepulchres  of  the 
apostles  and  martyrs,  and  often  to  go  down  into  the  crypts  dug  in  the 
heart  of  the  earth,  where  the  walls  on  either  side  are  lined  with  the  dead ; 
and  so  intense  i&  the  darkness,  that  wo  almost  realize  the  words  of  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


52  A  (My  of  Martyrs,  [Februaby, 

piophet,  <  They  go  down  alive  into  Hades/  Here  and  there  a  scanty 
aperture^  ill  deserving  the  name  of  a  window^  admits  scarcely  light 
enough  to  mitigate  the  gloom  which  reigns  below^  and  as  we  advance 
through  the  shades  with  cautious  steps,  we  are  forcibly  reminded  of  the 
words  of  Virgil:  *  Horror  ubiqne  animos,  simul  ipsa,  silentia  torrent' 
(Horror  on  all  sides,  even  the  silence  terrifies  the  mind).*' 

When  thp  Huns  and  Goths  deluged  the  Roman  Empire,  they  depopu- 
lated and  desecrated  the  Catacombs.  Their  inhabitants  were  driven  out, 
burials  therein  ceased.  They  became  the  hiding  place  for  robbers,  bats, 
and  beasts  of  prey.  The  superstitious  minds  of  the  simple  Roman  peas- 
ants peopled  them  with  ghosts  and  hobgobblins.  On  their  visits  to  the 
market  places  of  Rome^  they  had  to  pass  the  mouths  of  some  of  these 
Catacombs.  Fearful  to  pass  them  alone,  they  would  usually  get  a  group 
to  walk  by  the  haunted  place  together.  As  they  neared  the  place,  they 
tremblingly  muttered  a  prayer  or  sang  a  psalm,  to  keep  the  evil  spirits  off, 
and  hurried  past  as  soon  as  they  could.  Since  then,  in  times  of  war  and 
tumult,  the  Catacombs  have  often  become  a  hiding  place  and  refuge  for 
fugitives  from  justice  or  from  cruelty. 

Now  let  us  return  to  our  friar,  in  cowl  and  cassock,  and  to  our  morn- 
ing's walk.  With  slow  and  cautious  tread  we  follow  our  guide,  now  to 
the  right,  then  to  the  left,  every  few  steps  our  path  crossing  aod  crossed 
by  other  patha.  Here  and  there  the  narrow  alley  widened  on  both  sides 
into  a  small  square  chamber,  hewn  out  by  pious  hands  for  a  chapel.  On 
one  side  an  altar  is  cut  out  of  the  rock.  Here  with  lighted  taper 
stood  the  pastor,  sixteen  hundred  years  ago.  administering  comfort  and 
the  communion  to  those,  who  prayerfully  pressed  around'  him  through 
these  dark  aisles.  Coffins,  like  so  many  troughs,  o^*  tiers,  are  cut  out  of 
the  rock,  along  the  side  of  the  passage — one  above  the  other,  forming  four 
and  five  burial  shelves,  up  to  the  ceiling.  Some  of  these  little  stone 
boxes  were  only  two  and  three  feet  long,  wherein  weeping  parents  laid 
their  fond  departed  children.  In  some  I  discovered  fragments  and  par- 
ticles of  their  bones. 

Down  we  went,  deeper  and  deeper  through  these  dismal  streets  of  the 
dead.  Here  and  there  I  held  my  taper  into  a  coffin-case,  reverently  to 
look  at  the  little  remaining  dust.  How  many  an  unseen  tear  has  dropped 
on  the  rock-floor  around  these  stationary  coffins !  Into  these  narrow  cases 
pious,  persecuted,  weeping  devotion,  with  gentle  hands  laid  all  that  was 
mortal  "  of  those,  who,  through  faith  and  patience,  had  inherited  the 
promises.''  In  these  nocturnal  streets  walked  and  stood  many  a  funeral 
train  with  smoking  torches,  singing  their  hopeful  obsequies  in  muffled 
praise.  And  while  the  living  and  the  dead  lurked  and  lived  in  this  night 
of  the  grave,  they  would  speak  of  the  night  t)f  death  "  wherein  no  man 
can  work/'  and  trim  their  lamps  anew  to  prepare  for  its  coming.  And 
while  they  tremblingly  lingered  in  a  city,  in  which  the  sun,  moon,  and 
stars  never  shone,  they  spake  to  one  another  of  the  city  whose  sun  shall 
never  set ;  ^'  for  there  shall  be  no  night  there,  and  they  need  no  candle, 
neither  light  of  the  sun."  And  then  they  thought  of  their  brethren  in 
the  faith,  hunted  like  wild  beasts,  torn,  mangled,  and  burned  for  the  sake 
of  the  Crucified,  their  ashes  swept  away  by  the  Tiber,  or  blown  over  the 
earth  by  the  wind,  and  their  bones  bleaching  on  the  plains,  "  unooffin'd 
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&od  UDsang."  For  them,  too,  these  hidden  coDgregations  sang  the  psalm 
of  victory,  and  csreemed  them  blessed.  As  they^press  through  the  dark 
aisles  around  some  chapel  and  pastor  to  hear  the  gospel  read,  and  join  in 
prayer,  they  hear  the  quick  tread  of  a  messenger  in  the  distance: — for 
those  who  dwell  in  darkness  cultivate  a  keen  sense  of  hearing,  and  can 
distinguish  sounds  from  afar.  The  messenger  tells  the  congregation  in  a 
half-whisper  the  well  known  names  of  some  brethren,  who  have  just  been 
torn  to  pieces  by  the  lions  in  the  Coliseum,  and  of  others  who  are  to  be 
led  thither  to-morrow.  Then,  amid  this  silence  of  the  grave,  they  all 
kneel  down,  and  laying  their  heads  on  their  hands,  folded  on  the  coffins  of 
sleeping  saints,  and  pray  for  their  suffering  brethren,  that  their  faith  fail 
not,  and  praise  God  for  having  given  others  the  victory  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  Every  day  the  mangled  remains  of  some  martyred  saints 
are  brought  down  here  by  stealth,  and  amid  songs  of  triumph  are  laid  into 
their  rock-coffins. 

Thus  the  living  and  the  dead  dwell  together.  But  now  their  city  is 
deserted.  They  have  all  gone  to  another  and  a  better  country.  These 
places  shall  know  them  no  more  forever.  Eagerly  I  searched  for  their 
names.  But  all  their  mural  tablets  and  epitaphs  have  been  removed  to 
the  Vatican  in  Home. 

We  explored  but  a  short  distance,  perhaps  a  half  a  mile,  of  the  Cata- 
combs. It  is  not  safe  to  go  much  farther.  At  some  places  masses  of 
fallen  rock  have  well  nigh  closed  the  passage.  But  what  if  our  lights 
should  fail !  A  slight  puff  of  gas  might  extinguish  them.  I  looked  at 
the  ceiliog.  Masses  of  sofb  rock  are  overhead  without  prop  or  pillar. 
How  easy  for  a  part  of  these  porous  masses  of  stony  bubbles  to  settle 
down  into  the  passage  and  block  up  our  return  forever.  Now,  to  be 
locked  into  this  dark  pit  is  anything  but  pleasant  to  think  about.  But 
for  the  Hand  above  me,  it  would  surely  fall.  It  may  seem  a  silly  notion^ 
but  I  am  a  man  as  other  men,  given  to  occasional  tremors  io  tremorous 
places.  In  a  certain  sense  this  would  be  as  good  a  place  to  die  and  be 
buried  in  as  any  I  can  think  of.  Whether  we  fall  finally  asleep  on  a  soft 
pillow,  or  in  a  rocky  pit,  is  all  the  same,  only  so  that  the  after-sleep  be 
sweet.  *'  No  matter  how  the  head  lies,  so  the  heart  lies  right."  But  the 
walls  fell  not,  and  our  friar  led  us  safely  back  into  the  church,  and  the 
cheering  light  of  day. 

Many  a  curious  visitor,  less  fortunate  than  we,  has  failed  to  find  his 
way  back,  and  perished  in  the  Catacombs.  We  read  of  a  young  French 
artist,  M.  Robert,  who  some  years  ago  narrowly  escaped  death  in  the 
Catacombs.  He  ventured  upon  his  underground  tour  without  a  guide. 
With  a  taper  in  one  hand  and  a  twine  tied  to  the  entrance,  in  the  other 
he  strolled  through  its  windings.  While  examining  an  urn  he  discovered 
that  he  had  dropped  the  twine  which  was  to  lead  him  back  to  the  door. 
Horror-stricken  he  hurries  back  and  forward  in  search  of  hb  twine. 

•'  He  mutters  to  himself,  he  shouts,  he  calls, 
And  echo  answers  from  a  hundred  walls. 
That  awful  echo  doubles  his  dismay, 
That  grimmer  darkness  leads  his  head  astray.* 
Oh  1  for  one  cheering  ray  of  Heaven's  bright  sun 
Which  through  long  hours  his  glorious  course  hath  run 
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Since  he  came  here  1    And  now  his  torch's  light 
Flickers,  expires  in  smoke — and  all  is  night. 
The  dying  torch  last  shone  upon  a  grave ; 
That  grave  his  tomb,  for  who  shall  help  and  save." 

The  poor  soul  vainly  gropes  about  in  the  dark.  All  the  sins  and  fol- 
lies of  his  past  life  haunt  him.  Without  food  his  strength  soon  fails. 
He  saw  certain  death  staring  him  in  the  face.  Unknown  to  hia  friends, 
alone  and  hidden  he  is  do  »med  to  die  and  remain  in  this  world  of  dark- 
ness. In  his  nervous  excitement  ** his  burning  brain''  saw  phantoms 
ohase  each  other  "  the  crypts  aloni;."  This  horrid  suspense  seemed  like 
months  of  time.  At  length,  his  strength  exhausted,  he  feels  on  the 
floor  in  search  of  the  twine,  and  falling,  touches  the  twine. 

"  He  staggers,  reels,  and  falls,  and  falling  prone, 
Grapples  the  ground  where  he  must  die  alone. 
But  in  that  fall  touches  his  outstretched  hand 
That  precious  clue  the  labyrinth  can  command ; 

Long  lost  but  now  regained ! 
And  up  he  rises,  quick  but  cautious  grown 
And  threads  the  mazes  by  that  string  alone  ; 
Gomes  into  light  and  feels  the  fanning  breeze, 
S^es  the  bright  stars  and  drops  upon  his  knees, 
H  is  first  free  breath  is  utterea  in  a  prayer  ; 
Such  as  none  say  but  those  who've  known  despair." 


THE  FIRST  QENEBAL  COUNCIL  OF  NICJBA. 
From  the  German  of  Ferdinand  Piper, 
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The  Council  of  Nicsea  (325)  in  Bythinia,  was  an  event  of  such  great 
importance  to  the  early  Church  and  so  fruitful  in  rich  results,  that,  al- 
though we  do  not  commence  a  new  era  exactly  with  its  date,  yet  there  is 
great  reason  to  locate  one  about  that  time.  Its  proceedings  and  conclu- 
sions treated  of  the  organization  of  the  Church,  the  divine  worship,  and 
the  doctrine  of  the  Creed  ;  and  as  regards  the  latter,  of  its  fundamental 
form,  which,  while  it  is  certainly  a  great  theological  question,  conoems 
overy  believer,  since  the  Confession  of  faith  there  prepared  belongs  now 
to  the  Confession  of  all  Christendom. 

The  proximate  cause  for  the  assemblage  of  this  Council  was  a  doctrinal 
discussion,  which  arose  in  Alexandria  and  had  excited  great  interest  in 
all  parts  of  the  Church.  The  Emperor  Constantino  desiring  to  settle  this, 
assembled  the  Council.  He  was  actuated  by  a  mere  spirit  of  ecclesiastioal 
policy,  although,  notwithstanding  his  defective  knowledge  of  the  sub- 
jects under  consideration  and  the  fact  that  he  had  not  been  baptized,  he 
took  an  active  part  in  its  transaotions.  The  significance  of  the  Council 
was  far  greater  than  either  he  or  his  theological  counsellors  imagined  it  to 
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be.  It  has  oHen  been  thus,  especially  in  historical  eras,  from  the  days 
of  the  \po8tles  down  to  the  Retbrmation  ;  something  more  important  has 
resnlted  in  fact  than  was  aimed  at  or  even  conceived  of  by  coa temporary 
laborers  And  this  is  only  koown  in  history,  when  the  entire  relation  of 
what  has  gone  before  and  what  has  followed^  is  recognized.  Then,  on  the 
one  hand,  the  legitimacy  of  the  development  becomes  apparent  as  an  inner 
necessity,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  the  liberty  that  comes  from  the  divine 
decree ;  and  we  are  able,  without  presumption,  to  see  a  manifest  proof 
in  the  secret  history  of  the  same,  that  the  Spirit  of  God  rules  in  the 
Church,  despite  the  defects  and  errors  of  the  human  agents,  through 
whom  events  are  brought  about. 

Henceforth  this  Coum  il  was  to  be  considered,  in  so  far  as  it  was  the 
first  general  Council,  as  the  end  of  one  period  and  the  beginning  of 
another  in  the  history  of  the  Church.  After  the  commission,  which  the 
Apostles  received,  to  go  into  all  parts  of  the  world,  churches  had  been 
planted  by  them  in  the  three  coniinents,  and  especially  in  the  principal 
cities.  These  increased  and  secured  a  prominent  position  successively  in 
different  countries,  in  consequence  of  the  activity  of  their  church  life  and 
the  eminence  of  their  Doctors  and  Bishops;  Asia  Minor  in  the  second 
century,  and  afterwards  Italy;  and  Roman  North  Africa  in  the  third. 
Their  union  was  maintained  by  epistolary  and  personal  intercourse ;  and 
still  further,  after  the  Provincial  Churches  were  constituted,  and  received 
regular  or  special  visits  from  their  Bishops  for  the  purpose  of  coun$>el  on 
ohorch  matters,  these  Churches  entered  into  consultation  with  each  other, 
as  differences  arose  in  doctrines  and  customs,  not  only  with  the  view  of 
satisfying  the  longing  after  unity  and  harmony,  but  also  to  make  their 
own  usages  secure.  Synods  were  held  already  in  the  second  century, 
throughout  all  Christendom,  touching  a  question  of  cultus  ;  and  the  great 
ecclesiastical  organizations  in  Italy,  North  Africa  and  Asia  Minor,  about 
the  middle  of  the  third  century,  mutually  discussed  questions  pertaining 
to  custodiS  and  discipline,  wherein  those  of  Asia  Minor  energetically  pre- 
served their  independence  over  against  Romish  pretension.  After  this, 
in  the  second  half  of  this  century  an  important  doctrinal  disctission  was 
settled  at  Antioch,  where  not  only  the  Asiatic  Bishops  had  been  brought 
together  in  large  numbers,  but  foreigners  also  had  been  invited,  aod 
among  these  Diouysius  of  Alexandria,  who  was  prevented  by  sickness 
from  being  present.  But  it  was  at  NicsBa,  for  the  first  time,  that  eccle- 
siastical personages  had  come  together,  from  the  East  aod  the  West 
countries  bordering  on  the  Mediterranean,  for  the  sake  of  the  Church. 
There  it  was  declared  that  she  was  spread  over  the  habitable  earth 
(oixoofivjti — ^whence  the  name  oecumenical  Council), — that  her  widely 
separated  members  and  organizations  longed  to  be  one;  and  the  Council 
was  constituted  an  organ  for  this  unity,  for  the  interests  of  universal 
Ghribtendom.  Thus  it  was  the  termination  of  a  past  period  of  trial,  when 
in  spite  of  the  power  and  malevolence  of  heathendom  the  consciouiness  of 
org<iuio  unity  had  grown  up  and  shown  its  efficiency ;  it  was  also  a  neces- 
sary result  of  the  newly-acquired  liberty  of  conscience  and  of  the  incipient 
dependence  of  the  Church  upon  the  State.  But  it  was  also  a  starting 
point;  for  now  there  followed,  until  the  seventh  century,  a  series  of 
saeh  Councils,  all  held  in  the  Eisst,  in  which  the  principal  articles  of  the 
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faith,  amid  oppositions  and  strifes^  were  firmly  established  as  far  as 
Charch  authority  could  do  it. 

In  this  connection  it  is  important  to  state — and  it  was  first  shown  at 
Nicsea,  that  the  doctrinal  questions,  to  which  these  Councils  devoted  them- 
selves, were  subjects  of  agitation  for  a^es ;  they  were  not  suddenly  broached 
and  forced  to  a  premature  solution;  they  had  a  previous  history  and  were 
obliged,  even  after  their  decision,  to  undergo  new  struggles,  until,  through 
theological  labor  and  church  conviction,  a  reliable  solution  was  obtained, 
not  only  for  that  age,  but  an  enduring  foundation  secured  for  the  doctrine. 

In  addition  to  the  doctrinal  subjects,  a  question  of  general  value,  be- 
longing to  cultus,  which  had  been  pending  for  centuries,  claimed  atten- 
tion at  Nic89a — viz.,  the  time  for  celebrating  the*  Easter  festival ;  there 
was  also  under  consideration  a  special  subject  of  discipline  concerning  the 
Egyptian  Church,  where  a  schism  (reckoning  twenty-eight  Bishops  in  its 
ranks)  under  Bishop  Miletius  had  existed  from  the  beginning  of  the  cen- 
tury, which  the  Council  sought;  although  in  vain,  to  break  down  by  mild 
measures.  This  wholly  local  question  we  shall  pafis  by.  Nothing  is  extant 
touching  the  contest  about  the  Easter  festival  except  the  decision ;  but 
we  have  more  exact  information  concerning  the  principal  question — the 
doctrinal  discussion  and  formation  of  the  Creed — ^and  the  external  history 
of  the  Council,  principally  from  two  of  its  most  distinguished  members  ; 
Eusebius,  Bishop  of  CaBsarea,  who  makes  a  report  of  the  same,  both  in  his 
life  of  Constantino  (whose  personality  stands  prominently  forth  in  the 
Council),  and  in  an  account  to  his  own  congregation,  in  which  he  chiefly 
treats  of  his  own  relation  to  the  subject :  and  Athenasius,  afterwards 
Bishop  of  Alexandria,  who  took  part  in  the  Council  as  Deacon. 

1.  The  Formula  of  Faith,  The  Emperor  had  sought,  some  time  be- 
fore the  assembling  of  the  Council  by  letters  to  establish  peace  between 
Alexander,  Bishop  of  Alexandria^  and  the  Presbyter  Arius,  the  former  of 
whom  taught  that  the  Son  was  of  the  same  essence  and  alike  eternal  with 
the  Father,  and  the  latter  that  He  was  a  created  being,  although  elevated 
above  all  others;  Constantino  than  declared  that  the  question  was  insig- 
nificant and  unworthy  of  so  fierce  a  contention  ;  he  denounced  the  impru- 
dent discourse  of  Alexander  and  the  hasty  reply  of  Arius,  as  well  as  the 
want  of  consideration  that  had  presented  the  question  to  the  people ;  he 
asked  whether  it  was  right  that  brothers  should  oppose  each  other  in  a 
meaningless  logomachy.  He  said  that  the  way,  which  had  been  closed  in 
the  east  through  their  dissensions,  might  be  reopened,  if  these  were  settled. 
Indeed  he  had  intended  travelling  thither  from  Nicomedia,  but  he  de- 
sisted for  fear  that  he  might  be  compelled  to  see  with  his  eyes,  that  which 
he  did  not  wish  even  to  hear.  This  was  it)  the  commencement  of  the 
political  stand  point  which  ho  assumed.  But  when  the  discussion  seized 
the  whole  Church  and  he  was  acquainted  with  the  theological  significance 
of  the  subject  of  dispute,  then  he  assembled  the  general  Council  at  Nicaea. 

The  chief  of  the  servants  of  God  assembled  here,  as  Eusebius  says, 
comparing  them  with  the  assemblage  at  the  first  Pentecost,  from  all  the 
Churches  in  all  Europe,  Africa  and  Asia ;  Egypt  with  Thebes,  Asia  Mi- 
nor and  the  Thracian  peninsula  were  especially  represented ;  the  Bishop 
of  Rome  was  absent  on  account  of  his  age,  but  he  was  represented  by  two 
Presbyters ;  from  Spain  there  was  Hosius  of  Cordova.     Some  Bishops 
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living  beyond  the  limits  of  the  Roman  Empire — a  Persian  and  a  Goth — 
participated.  Their  number  exceeded  2  >0,  or,  according  to  a  more  exact 
statement,  it  was  318.  These  are  the  318  fathers,  which  ofren  make  their 
appearaoce  afterwards  in  formulas  of  excomoiunication  as  the  essence  and 
highest  authority  of  the  Church.  Some  of  these  were  eminent  for  wise 
discourse,  others  for  ascetic  lives  and  pitient  perseverance,  others  for 
modest  humility.  Some  were  venerable  from  the  length  of  their  years  ; 
others  were  just  in  the  flower  of  youth.  There  were  many  confessors 
present — bright  ornaments  of  the  Council — who  bore  upon  their  holies 
the  marks  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  such  as  Paphnutius,  whose  right  eye  had 
been  plucked  out ;  and<many  shone  with  apostolic  gifts  of  grace,  such  as 
Spiridion  the  prophet  and  miracle  worker. 

The  Council  was  opened  on  the  twentieth  day  of  May,  and  the  nine- 
teenth day  of  June  seems  to  have  been  the  day,  on  which  the  Confession 
of  Faith  Wds  taken  up.  The  solemn  opening  was  celebrated  in  the  greit 
hall  of  the  imperial  palace.  Seats  were  arranged  on  both  sides  in  tiers, 
where  those  invited  had  their  plices;  then  three  members  of  the  Empe- 
ror's court  with  others  of  his  friends  entered,  and  finally  he  him.self,  and 
was  seated  on  a  golden  throne  in  the  middle  of  the  Bishops.  Eusebius 
of  Caesarea  addressed  him  and  returned  their  thanks  to  God.  The  Em- 
peror then  said:  that  it  was  the  completion  of  his  hearty  desire  to  see 
them  assembled  togethec  *  •  *  After  he  had  gained  the  victory 
over  his  enemies  by  the  divine  assistance,  he  had  believed  that  nothing 
was  left  to  be  done  but  to  thank  G-od  and  to  rejoice  with  those  who  had 
been  delivered.  But  when  h^  had  learned  of  their  dissension  contrary  to 
all  expectation,  he  had  considered  the  intelligence  as  of  no  small  import- 
ance. And  in  the  wish,  that  he  might  be  able  to  help  them  also  by  his 
aid,  he  had  without  delay  called  them  together,  and  he  congratulated 
himself  at  their  presence :  he  supposed  the  wish  might  be  allowed 
him,  that  they  might  all  be  united  in  Spirit.  Hereupon  the  proceedings 
began,  in  which  the  emperor  took  an  influential  part. 

Before  the  opening  and  formal  assembly  had  taken  place,  such  laymen 
as  were  skilled  in  dialectics,  who  were  present  to  strengthen  their  par- 
ties, practiced  their  art  in  a  prelude  to  the  contest.  One  of  the  confes- 
sors, himself  of  the  laity,  cried  out  with  much  spirit,  during  this  meeting: 
"  Christ  and  the  Apostles  delivered  unto  us  no  dialectic  art  nor  vain  de- 
lusions, nothing  but  the  plain  truth,  which  is  confirmed  by  faith  and 
good  works."  When  he  had  said  this,  all  present  looked  at  him  with 
amazement. 

In  the  discussion  four  parties  made  their  appearance :  two  more  or  less 
Arian,  and  two  more  or  less  orthodox. 

First,  Arius  himself,  who  was  frequently  called  upon  in  their  confer- 
ences and  who  stated  his  doctrine  explicitly  touching  the  creation  and 
the  difference  in  substance  of  the  Son,  and  that  there  had  been  a  period 
when  He  was  not.  There  was  much  discu:?sion  upon  this,  but  the  major- 
ity rejected  his  godless  assault,  as  Rufinus  styled  it. 

Second,  there  were  some  among  the  Bishops  of  Asia  Minor,  who  pro- 
tected Arius  and  at  heart  approximated  his  views;  being  at  first  pre- 
pared to  aid  him  in  their  expression  and  afterwards  in  their  defence.  At 
their  head  stood  Eusebius  of  Nicomedia,  who  had  been  a  fellow  pupil  with 
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him  of  the  Presbyter  Lucianus  of  Aotioch.  We  dare  not  say,  that  thej 
employed  deception  and  sophistry,  since  their  former  association  with 
Arius  left  no  doubt  as  to  their  opinion.  They  presented  a  formula  of 
faith  composed  in  this  spirit  by  Eusebius,  which  was  rejected  with  indig- 
nation. After  this  the  only  subject  for  discussion  was,  whether  by  way 
of  compromise  a  general  formula  could  be  prepared  in  which  both  could 
recognize  their  own  views ;  or  that  the  victorious  party  should  dictate  a 
formula  of  doctrine  that  would  shut  out  the  other.  The  former  would 
indeed  only  conceal  the  division,  and  the  Eusebians  strove  for  it,  when 
they  saw  that  they  were  in  the  minority.  When,  in  opposition  to  the 
Ariun  doctrine  of  the  creation  of  the  Logos  out  of  nothing,  the  expres- 
sion ''the  Loj^os  was  from  God"  was  proposed,  they  readily  agreed  to  it; 
for,  they  said  among  themselves,  "yea,  all  things,  even  ourselves  and  all 
creatures,  are  from  God,  as  the  Apostle  has  it  in  1  Cor  viii.  6;  2  Cor. 
V.  18.*'  But  the  Bishops,  noticing  the  equivocation,  made  the  expression 
more  definite  and  inserted  in  the  Creed  ^'the  Son  is  out  of  the  substance 
of  God."  In  like  manner  they  would  have  granted  for  the  Logos  the 
designation  of  the  image  or  power  of  God,  since  all  creatures  are  so  styled 
in  the  Scriptures, — but  the  Bishops  sub-tituted  *Hhe  Son  is  of  like  sub- 
stance with  the  Father." — They  arrived  at  this  form,  however,  after 
several  trials :  first  of  all  the  following  form  was  presented,  which  wa3 
introduced  by  another  Eusebius. 

The  third  step  was  taken  by  Eusebius  of  CsBsarea,  who  had  indeed  in- 
terceded for  Arius  (in  a  letter  to  Bishop  Alexander),  but  was  in  no  way 
doctrinally  in  sympathy  with  him,  as  he  showed  in  the  draft  of  a  Creed, 
in  connection  with  his  explanations  of  the  same,  which  he  proposed  to  the 
Council  and  which  was  the  basis  of  the  symbol  afterwards  agreed  upon. 
It  contains  three  articles  of  the  Father,  Son  and  Spirit,  whose  per^^ons 
are  thus  definitely  acknowledged:  that  the  Father  is  a  real  Father,  the 
Son  a  real  Son,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  a  real  Holy  Ghost,  as  the  Lord  ex- 
presseb  it  in  Matthew  xxviii.  19.  The  second  article  runs  thus :  **  We 
believe  in  one  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  is  the  Word  of  God,  God  of  God, 
Light  of  Light,  Life  of  Life,  the  only  begotten  Son,  who  was  begotten  of 
His  Father  before  all  time,  by  whom  all  things  were  made:  who  for  our 
salvation  became  man  and  lived  among  men  and  suffered  and  arose  the 
third  day  and  ascended  to  his  Father  and  shall  come  again  in  glory  to 
judge  the  quick  and  the  dead." 

No  one  opposed  this  formula.  The  Emperor  expressed  his  satisfaction 
and  exhorted  all  to  consent  that  one  word  should  be  added,  the  word 
{CfioobauK;)  signifying  "  of  like  substance."  Conformably  to  this  a  Creed 
was  prepared  by  the  Bishops,  which  contained  the  desired  limitations ; 
that  the  Son  was  begotten  out  of  the  substance  of  the  Father  and  that 
He  was  of  like  substance  with  the  Father. 

There  was  a  fourth  party,  which  insisted  upon  a  still  more  rigid  for- 
mula, wishing  to  add  a  condemnatory  sentence  against  the  Arian  inter- 
pretation of  the  proposed  Creed;  for  the  expression  which  the  Emperor 
proposed  did  not  prevent  the  recognition  of  a  theological  party  among 
their  representatives.  It  should  not  be  lefl  without  examination  in  the 
Council,  and  still  more  its  meaning,  as  Eusebius  announced  it,  should  be 
investigated  thoroughly  by  discussion.  After  this  interchange  of  opinionti 
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and  removal  of  differeaoes,  he  also  gave  his  consent  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
fie  also  consented  to  the  anathema,  directed  against  the  Arian  doctrine^ 
appended  to  the  Creed,  *^  because  it  cut  off  the  employment  of  unscrip- 
tural  words,  from  which  cause  almost  all  the  distraction  and  trouble  in 
the  Church  has  sprung." 

The  fuiidatuentul  point  was  that  touching  the  Son  being  of  like  sub- 
stance with  the  Father :  its  reception  or  rejection  was  characteristic  of 
the  parties.  The  different  accounts  of  their  form  ation  enable  us  to  understand 
its  origin  and  show  clearly  how  the  imperial  propo^^ition  must  have  taken 
them  by  surprise.  At  first,  as  has  been  already  meutiooed,  there  had  arisen 
the  difficulty  between  Bishop  Alexander  and  Arius,  when  the  latter  de- 
clared that  the  Son  was  of  a  different  substance  from  the  Father.  Then  Eu- 
sebius  of  Niconiedia  stated  briefly:  ^^That  as  soon  as  we  say  that  Christ  is 
the  true  S  >n  of  God  and  not  a  creature,  so  soon  we  begin  to  teach  that 
fie  is  of  like  substance  with  the  Father.''  When  this  was  announced 
in  the  Council,  the  words  were  seized  to  strike  the  Arians  with  their  own 
weapons,  as  Ambrosius  relates.  When  further  the  Emperor  laid  such 
stress  upon  the  word  proposed  whose  adoption  he  de>ired,  it  is  easy  to  be 
seen  that  it  must  have  been  suggested  after  some  reflection,  since  he  had 
declared  before,  that  the  cause  of  contention  was  of  minor  importance,  and 
the  su'jgestion  must  have  come  to  him  from  some  theologian,  probably 
fiosius  of  Cordova.  For  the  latter  had,  on  his  first  interference  in  the 
contest,  also  written  a  letter  to  Alexander  and  Arius  in  Alexandria,  with 
the  view  of  settling  the  difficulty.  But  the  word  came  from  the  East, 
where  it  had  been  employed  afler  the  middle  of  the  preceding  century  in 
a  similar  strife,  when  Dionysius,  the  Bishop  of  Alexandria,  was  the  party 
attacked.  A  complaint  against  him  had  been  raised  in  Rome  by  some 
Egyptian  Bishops,  that  he  styled  the  Son  a  creature  and  held  that  He 
was  not  of  like  suhstiincvB  with  the  Father.  He  employed  the  comparisons 
that  the  Father  bore  the  same  relation  to  the  Son  that  the  vinedresser 
does  to  the  vineyard,  or  the  ship  builder  to  the  ve^^sel.  Whereupon  the 
Roman  Bishop  Dionysius,  among  others,  condemned  those  who  held  the 
Son  as  something  created,  or  originated,  while  on  the  contrary.  He  had 
always  existed.  Then  the  Alexandrian  Dionysius  turned  about,  declared 
that  he  had  only  hinted  at  those  comparisons  incidentally,  while  he  had 
expatiated  upon  others  more  appropriate,  and  asserted  that  he  had  not  de- 
nied that  the  Son  was  of  like  substance  with  the  Father.  Although  he 
had  also  asserted,  that  the  word  was  not  found  in  the  Holy  Scriptures, 
still  his  subsequent  propositions  were  not  opposed  to  this  idea.  Hence- 
forward the  East  and  the  West  would  give  their  own  meaning  to  the  ex- 
pression adopted 

The  action  of  the  parties  was  as  follows :  Eusebius  of  Cassarca  gave  in 
hisadherence,  Eusebius  of  Nicomedia  and  his  companions  only  formally 
assented,  while  Arius  and  the  Bishops  Theonas  and  Secundus,  despite  the 
condemnatian  of  the  Arian  party,  remained  firm  and  were  excommuni- 
cated; for  the  Emperor  had  threatened  this  to  all  who  refused  to  sign  the 
conclusions  of  the  council. 

2.  The  Easier  Rale  The  second  great  question  which  came  up  for 
decision  concerned  the  regulations  of  the  Easter  Festival,  which,  although 
in  itself  of  minor  consequence;  had  become  very  important  in  consequence 
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of  a  widely  spread  diifereQce  of  celebratioD,  and  public  scandal  was  created 
even  among  the  heathens,  when  one  portion  of  the  Church  was  employed 
in  fasting  as  a  preparation  for  the  i'estival,  while  the  other  was  already 
celebrating  it.  The  dispute  as  it  existed  in  the  time  of  Polycarp,  Bishop 
of  Smyrna,  was  at  first  simply  between  the  observance  of  the  day  of  the 
vernal  full  moon  in  remembrance  of  the  death  of  Christ,  without  reference 
to  the  day  of  the  week  after  the  manner  of  the  ordering  of  feasts  preva- 
lent with  the  Jews,  and  the  celebration  of  the  festival  of  the  resurrection 
on  Sunday.  Afterwards  the  dispute  involved  different  methods  of  com- 
puting the  day  itself.  At  Nicaea  it  was  unanimously  determined,  that 
Easter  should  be  celebrated  everywhere  on  the  same  day.  and  thus  the 
Emperor  Constantino  proclaimed  it  to  the  assemblage.  He  showed  how 
unseemly  diversity  was  in  so  important  a  matter,  and  how  improper  it 
was  to  follow  in  so  sacred  a  festival  the  custom  of  the  Jews,  who  moreover 
erred  in  this  so  much,  that  in  one  year  they  celebrated  Easter  twice — both 
after  and  before  the  vernal  equinox.  In  a  general  way  it  might  be  said, 
that  a  Sunday  should  be  chosen  as  the  day  for  the  universal  celebration 
of  the  festival,  by  way  of  contrast  with  the  Jewish  order.  As  to  the  rule 
for  its  determination  he  made  no  suggestion.  It  was  resolved  upon 
finally  that  the  Alexandrine  Church  should  calculate  the  Easter  Festival 
yearly  in  advance,  and  the  Roman  Church  should  publish  the  date.  The 
calculation  was  made  alter  the  nineteen  year  cycle  and  the  other  particu- 
lars of  the  present  Easter  rule  were  then  adopted. 

3.  The  Canons.  In  addition  to  the  subjects  mentioned,  the  Council 
prepared  a  series  of  canons  in  reference  to  the  organization  of  the  Church, 
ecclesiastical  customs  and  ecclesiastical  discipline.  Some  of  these  were 
called  for  by  special  requirements  of  the  age ;  thus  some  of  the  canons 
granted  readmission  to  such  persons  as  had  apostatized  during  the  last 
persecution ;  others  admission  to  persons  belonging  to  heretical  factions, 
— from  the  Novatians,  who  made  their  Church  discipline  unduly  severe^ 
and  from  the  Samosatenians,  whose  faith  was  so  shallow  that  their  bap- 
tism was  declared  invalid.  To  church  customs  belongs  also  the  canon 
that  prayer  should  be  offered,  on  Sundays  and  festivals,  standing  and  not 
upon  the  knees.  Most  of  the  canons  have  reference  to  the  clergy ; — the 
conditions  of  entrance  into  the  same,  viz.,  not  immediately  after  baptism; 
the  validity  of  consecration  to  church  office  and  particularly  to  the  priest- 
hood ;  the  conduct  and  duties  of  the  clergy  (among  these  a  prohibition 
of  receiving  tribute);  finally  the  canon  that  no  Bishop,  Priest,  or  Deacon 
should  be  transferred  from  one  to  another  city.  Other  canons  relate  to 
the  hierarchical  organization;  the  lowest.  Deacons,  whose  impropKr  en- 
croachment upon  the  other  order  is  forbidden ;  above  Bishops  the  Con- 
stitution of  the  Church  is  still  further  extended  by  the  accession  of  the 
division  of  the  Empire  into  Provinces  and  Dioceses,  that  is  into  metropo- 
litan organizations  with  Metropolitans  and  Provincial. Synods, — and  higher 
still,  the  entire  organization  of  several  Church  Provinces  under  one  Su- 
preme Head,  called  Patriarch,  from  the  name  of  his  residence,  of  Alex- 
andria, Antioch  or  Kome.  These  arrangements  chiefly  referred  to  the 
establishment  of  customs ;  but  they  contained  the  seeds  of  that  develop- 
ment in  which  the  Church  of  the  East  moved  for  centuries,  until  its 
prosperous  home  fell  under  the  yoke  of  Mohametanism. 
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These  canoDS  also  had  their  day.  But  after  the  downfall  of  the  East- 
em  Church  and  the  separation  of  the  Western  from  her,  the  Easter  rule,  and 
the  formula  of  faith  survived,  as  the  common  property  of  Christendom. 
We  will  close  with  the  latter  as  the  most  important  act  of  the  Council, 
presenting  a  translation  of  the  original  text  (from  Eusebius)  and  a  few 
explanations. 

THE   NICENE   CREED. 

We  hdieve  in  one  God  the  Father  Almvjhty^  Maker  of  oil  things  visi- 
ble and  invisible. 

And  in  one  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  God.  (he  onlj/  Begotten  of 
the  Father  that  is  out  th*'  substance  oj  the  Father,  God  of  God,  Light  of 
Light,  very  God  of  very  God,  begotten  not  made  of  like  substance  with 
the  Father,  by  whom  all  things  were  made,  those  in  heaven  as  well  as  those 
on  earth;  who  for  us  men  and  our  saloatioa  came  down  and  was  made 
fleshy  and  was  made  man,  Suffered  and  arose  the  third  day,  ascended  into 
heaven  and  shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 

And  in  the  Holy  Ghost. 

But  those  who  sny^  that  there  was  a  time  when  Be  was  not,  and  that 
He  wa^  not  before  He  was  begotten,  and  th'it  H'.  sprang  fr  *m  nothing^  or 
pretend  that  the  iSon  of  God  was  of  other  essfuce  or  substance,  or  was 
created,  or  was  changed,  or  changeable — those  the  Catholic  Church  de- 
clares anathema. 

In  the  first  arti'^le  there  is  an  amplifioation  of  the  Apostles'  Creed,  par- 
ticalarly  drawn  from  Colossians  i.  16. 

In  the  second  article,  which  is  partly  historical  and  partly  super-histo- 
rical, there  are  two  prominent  figurative  expressions  which  belong  to  the 
latter,  "begotten  out  the  substance  of  the  Father"  and  "  Light  of  Light." 
Christ  Himself  showed  what  the  second  denotes,  when  He  called  Himself 
the  Light  of  the  world  in  John  viii.  12,  and  in  other  places,  this  relation 
to  the  Father  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  expresses,  when  it  calls  Him  the 
brightness  of  His  glory  (Heb.  i.  3).  In  both  relations  light  was  exten* 
sively  employed  by  the  Old  Church  as  a  symbol  for  the  person  of  Christ, 
In  the  latter,  Clemens  Alexandrinus  called  the  Son  the  archetypal  Light 
of  Light.  And  Dionysius  of  Alexandria  in  his  defence  already  mentioned, 
declared,  'Hhatthe  Son  was  not  of  Himself  but  held  His  existence  from 
the  Father,  was  the  image  indeed  of  the  eternal  Light,  Himself  also 
eternal.  God  is  the  eternal  Light,  and  like  the  Father  the  Son  is  eternal. 
Light  of  Light."  Still  further  Eusebuis  of  Caesarea  has  the  expression, 
"  Light  of  Light,"  in  his  sketch  of  the  formula  of  faith,  and  thence  it 
came  into  the  Nicene  Cn  ed.  The  phrase  **  begotten  out  of  the  substance 
of  the  Father"  is  based,  so  far  as  the  word  ''  begotten  "  is  concerned, 
upon  Psalm  ii.  7,  which  expression  the  Apostle  Paul  applies  to  Christ  in 
Acts  xiii.  33.  But  the  addition  ''out  of  the  substance  of  the  Father" 
excludes  equalization  with  men,  who  are  likewise  children  of  God,  as 
though  He  had  only  been  brought  into  existence  by  the  will  of  the 
Father.  Eusebius,  whose  sketch  did  not  eonrain  this  statement;  agreed 
to  it  after  it  had  been  explained:  it  was  to  be  understood  by  it,  that  He 
was  from  the  Father,  and  yet  not  a  part  of  the  Father.  In  like  manner 
his  scruples  were  removed  as  to  the  phrase  ''  of  like  substance."     It  was 
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established,  be  said,  tbat  be  shoald  not  be  conceiTed  of  after  a  corporeal 
manner,  nor  as  our  conceptions  are  of  mortal  creatures ;  neither  could 
there  be  room  for  a  thought  of  a  division  or  separation,  nor  of  a  removal 
of  the  Hubstance  and  power  of  the  Father )  but  that  the  Son  of  God,  who 
resembled  no  creatures  that  were  begotten,  was  alone  like  unto  the  Father 
in  all  respects,  and  was  not  out  of  another  substance,  but  out  of  the  sub- 
stance of  the  Father. 

The  third  article  is  short  and  jejune.  The  qu'^stion  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  his  relations  to  the  other  persons  of  the  Godheid  was  not  before  the 
Council,  and  opinions  were  still  obscure  and  divided  upon  it.  It  ma- 
tured first  in  the  contests  of  the  next  half  centurj  touching  the  Nicene 
Creed  and  its  basis,  and  reached  a  decision  at  the  second  general  Council 
of  Constantinople  in  381. 

Thus  8tands  thi^  formula,  on  the  threshold  of  doctrinal  instruction,  a 
pillar  of  true  faith  for  all  time,  in  which  is  only  set  forth  by  the  help  of 
the  Apostles'  Creed  the  Catholic  Christian  faith — require  1  of  all  candi- 
dates for  baptism — in  opposition  to  Heathendom  and  Judaism.  That  is, 
it  is  a  barrier  against  errors,  whether  after  the  manner  of  the  Jew?  they 
allow  no  distinction  in  the  substance  of  God,  or  after  that  of  the  Heath- 
en, they  elevate  a  creature  to  divine  honors.  It  is  also  a  guide  in  the 
development  of  the  doctrine  of  God.  But  it  is  not  a  magicil  formula  to 
draw  down  the  mystery  of  the  Trinity  to  the  earth ;  nor  is  it  a  prop,  for 
the  conceit  of  those  theologians,  who  know  more  than  common  Christians, 
but  for  the  lowly-minded  believers,  who  bear  in  mind  that  human  words 
are  miserably  insufficient  to  express  the  knowledge  of  the  living  God. 
Nevertheless  the  words  of  this  Creed  are  grand  and  powerful.  The  Greek 
Church  requires  that  it  should  be  used  on  festival  days,  the  Prussian 
National  Church  employs  it  in  divine  service  (the  Church  of  England 
allows  it  to  be  used  in  place  of  the  Apostles'  (^reed  at  Mornina:  Prayer ; 
and  the  German  Reformed  Church  in  its  Order  of  Worship  requires  its 
use  in  the  office  tbr  the  Holy  Communion).  And  it  is  certain,  that  its 
simple  but  profound,  clear  but  ponderous  articles,  which  demonstrate  that 
they  have  had  a  great  history  when  spoken  in  the  house  of  God,  where 
one  has  been  accustomed  to  the  mild  and  plain  language  of  the  Apostles' 
Creed,  have  a  tremendous  impression  upon  the  susceptible  mind. 


Cheerftilness. 

'Tis  well  to  walk  with  a  cheerful  heart, 

Wherever  our  duties  call, 
With  a  friendly  glance  and  an  open  hand, 

And  a  gentle  word  for  all. 

Since  life  is  a  thorny  and  difficult  path, 
Where  toil  is  the  portion  of  man. 

We  all  should  endeavor  while  passing  along, 
To  make  it  as  smooth  as  we  can. 
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GIBLHOOD  AND  THE  QIRLS. 

BY   CLARA   MAY. 


The  June  number  of  the  "  Guardian  "  of  last  year,  greeted  us  with  a 
sunny  article  under  this  caption,  from  the  eloquent,  soul-stirring  p'^n  of 
the  Editor.  We  read  it  with  all  the  deli^^ht  that  concord  of  thought  can 
bestow.  Nevertheless  in  view  of  it,  the  literary  bird  caged  in  the  mind, 
drooped  her  wing  and  was  completely  crest  fallen.  Had  it  not  been  pre- 
ceded just  then,  the  same  strain  would  have  been  wafted  on  the  ambient 
air,  but  without  the  rich  melodious  accompaniment. 

One  thing  however,  is  passed  over.  Very  gracefully,  in  beautiful  lan- 
guage, are  set  forth  woman's  capacities  and  abilities,  intellectual  and 
physical,  with  the  importance  of  due  qualifications  in  every  department, 
to  perform  well,  respectively,  the  duties  amidst  the  realities  of  life.  But 
not  the  trace  of  a  suggestion  is  revealed  for  the  edification  of  those,  who 
are  dubious  about  their  duty  of  swaying  a  certain  implement,  nor  a  brooniy 
but  also  allied  to  a  stick  on  a  smaller  scale.  It  is  a  question  whether  we 
have  not  too  uiuih  writing  now-a  da\s.  From  the  silence  of  the  worthy 
Editor  on  this  point,  we  drew  amoral  which  is  simply  this :  Girls,  if  you 
cannot  find  time  to  write,  after  all  the  duties  enumerated  are  accomplished, 
why  ju*t  be  content  to  live  without  it.  If  we  positively  cannot  find  time 
for  an  unknown  attempt,  without  neglecting  a  known  duty,  it  is  plain 
that  Provide  nee  does  not  ordain  that  we  shall.  If  the  moral  be  correct, 
"silence  gives  consent,"  if  not,  a  stroke  of  correction  is  welcome. 

I  purpose  now  to  aim  at  random,  but  a  few  desultory  rem  irks  and  in  a 
Tcry  impromtu  manner,  with  the  ezccp  ion  of  a  lengthy  quotation  that 
I  am  about  to  insert  as  a  prelude,  believing  to  be  quite  excusable  in  doing 
BO,  inasmuch  as  it  is  the  best  I  can  give. 

"  We  often  see  the  young  girl,  scarcely  robed  in  the  folded  beauty 
of  her  sweet  tenth  summer,  actually  possessed  of  the  grand  idea  of  her 
life's  chief  aim,  and  heroically  struggling  to  invest  herself  with  the  gorgeous 
frippery  and  superficial  nonsense  of  a  lady  of  fashion  and  pride.  When 
she  ought  to  be  at  her  youthful  tasks,  or  sporting  in  childhood's  merri- 
nent  with  the  other  children,  she  is  sighing  over  novels  and  presiding  in 
the  drawing-room  with  precocious  dignity.  When  she  ought  to  be  gam- 
bolling upon  the  green  lawn,  or  roaming  over  the  hills  and  fields  to  watch 
the  butterflies  and  pluck  the  wild  flowers,  she  is  bonajide  gracing  the 
carpet,  receiving  company  of  a/>ecu/{Vir  sort,  casting  furtive  glances,  heaving 
sentimental  sighs,  lisping  affected  and  double  meaning  sentences,  singing  soft 
worded  love  songs  and  b'ushing  while  she  sings,  writing  little  dainty  per- 
ibaied  notes,  putting  on  all  sorts  of  winning  things  and  winning  ways,  and 
conversing  about  the  approaohing  party,  not  with  a  child's  harmless  ouri- 
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osity  and  expectation,  but  with  the  refined  and  fanatical  senti mentality, 
which  is  made  up  always  of  moonshine,  flowers,  dreams,  nonsense,  love 
and  matrimony. 

There  are  some  of  the  same  tender  years,  who  have  in  their  fancy  a 
very  different  model.  The  characteristics  of  one  of  these  are  alike  pitiful 
and  amusing.  A  pensive  demureness  sits  upon  her  bro(7.  If  she  smiles 
at  all;  the  sombre  shadows  of  discontent  and  melancholy  mingle  with  the 
smile.  Her  words  are  strange  compounds  of  sighs,  doublings  and  fears. 
Her  imagination  dipped  in  the  ink  of  despondency,  draws  many  a  picture 
of  trial  and  trouble  in  the  early  future  She  sits  in  her  loneliness  and 
looks  back  on  the  faded  past,  (she  is  only  ten  years  old),  loves  the  sweet 
memory  of  her  better  days,  feasts  for  a  moment  on  the  spectres  of  joys 
once  hers  and  now  fled  forever,  and  with  her  little  face  in  her  little 
hands,  and  a  little  tear  in  her  little  eye,  she  mutters  with  her  little  tongue : 
*  Oh  !  would  I  were  a  child  again.'  She  withers,  as  far  as  po-sible,  every 
blossom  of  her  young  heart;  is  five  times  older  in  feeling  than  her  grand- 
mother, and  presents  to  the  world  the  nondescript  something  of  a 
thoughtful  little  old  woman.  These  challenge  our  sincere  compas- 
sion ;  for  their  cost  of  mind  is  generally  attributable  to  the  example  of 
dejected  parents  or  friends,  who  have  been  crushed  by  trouble,  or  they 
themselves  in  lamb-like  innpcence,  have  felt  the  freezing  currents  of  sor- 
row in  the  heart." 

There  is  another  class  very  similar  to  the  last  mentioned,  also  putting 
on  the  garb  of  noon  in  the  early  twilight  of  life's  day ;  but  with  this  dif- 
ference, instead  of  brooding  in  silence  over  hidden  longings,  they  crave 
too  much  for  human  sympathy,  and  by  their  youthful  indis  retion  are 
led,  alas  I  too  often  to  pour  forth  in  plaintive  tones  the  sadness  of  their 
tender  hearts,  where  least  they  are  appreciated  or  understood.  Disap- 
pointed, they  shrink  back  like  the  sensitive  plant,  and  unless  at  this  period 
an  angel  of  cheer  is  sent  to  their  relief,  the  fair  young  brow,  must  bear 
the  stamp  of  earth's  sorrowful  weepers.  As  years  roll  on,  the  burden  of 
their  spirits  is  sometimes  lightened,  while  the  long-pent-up  stream  of  feel- 
ing gushes  forth  in  song.  The  little  bird  warbles  its  native  mel  ^dy  in 
"  the  silent  majesty  of  the  deep  woods,"  whether  or  not  it  meet  a  listen- 
ing ear.  So  they  sing  not  for  fame;  yet  perchance  some  kiudred  soul 
may  catch  the  sound,  and  all  the  craving  of  their  child-spirit  is  leave  to 
sympathize. 

I  verily  believe  there  are  more  true  poets,  who  have  never  written  a 
verse,  than  among  the  number  who  have  the  boldness  to  touch  the  lyre 
before  a  criticizing  world.  In  how  far  a  sense  of  the  cold  philosophy 
outside  may  lead  to  the  confinement  of  the  little  minstrels  of  poesy  in 
many  a  mind,  we  know  not;  but  it  is  certain  that  their  angelic  presence 
cheers  and  lightens  the  weight  of  duty  in  the  soul,  keeps  unquenchcd  the 
enthusiasji  and  aspirations  that  warm  the  spring-time  of  their  being,  re- 
fines and  purifies  their  youthful  affections ;  strengthens  their  attachment 
and  interest  in  the  well  being  of  humanity,  and  makes  the  future  appear  a 
"wilderness  of  untrodden  beauty."  It  is  true  "we  cannot  eat  music," 
neither  would  our  tables  be  superabundantly  loaded;  if  furnished  under 
the  direction  of  and  presided  over,  by  the  muses.  But  who  is  so  base 
that  he  would  pass  all  his  time  amidst  temporal  things,  instead  of  sharing 
that  beauty. 
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"Of  soul,  that  high 
On  toiling,  beating  pinions  fly, 
Seeking  a  warmer  clime." 

For  the  promotioo  of  domestic  happiness,  the  physical,  the  mental  and 
the  moral  must  be  combined  in  mutual  harmony.  When  one  interferes 
with  the  other,  or  is  in  the  least  a  clog  to  the  wheel  of  duty,  whatever  it 
may  be ;  that  delicate,  intricate  machinery,  the  heart,  gets  immediately 
oat  of  tune. 

I  repeat  it,  the  true  essence  of  poetry  pervades  many  a  noble  mind, 
though  unuttered,  not  the  dead  form  on  paper,  but  the  truly  living — the 
unwritten.     They  have  a  very  modest  opinion  of  their  literary  capacity, 
and  moreover  well  know  the  ocean  of  literature  has  already  swollen  far 
too  high  for  the  frail  barks  of  original  sentiment.     Better  were  it,  how- 
ever, if  such,  whose  view  and  yearning  is  the  elevation  of  humanity, 
would  wield  the  pen,  though  it  be  with  trembling  timidity ;  better  far,  in 
lien  of  the  surplus  of  books  and  pamphlets  now  piled  on  the  shelf  of  the 
world,  whose  best  blessing  to  many  a  tender,  pliant  mind  had  been,  to  have 
died  in  peace  in  the  brain  of  the  writer.     The  personal  visit  of  Dickens 
has  elevated  not  a  little  the  standard  of  his  works  in  the  eyes  of  his  ad- 
mirers, who  assimilate  to  the  nourishment  of  their  innate  perversity,  his  , 
low  fun  and  false  sentiments.     By  the  few  pages  we  perused,   we  are  [ 
ready  to  say  in  the  face  of  the  world,  they  should  forever  be  banished! 
from  the  precincts  of  home.     If  there  be  a  parent,  who  would  have  his  \ 
children  to  be  guided  by  a  scoffer  at  religion  and  sneerer  at  true  piety, 
though  wearing  the  garb  of  an  angel  of  light,  him  have  I  offended.     Oh  I 
the  house-hold  misery  that  novel  reading  has  already  caused  in  our  land. 
The  baneful  fruits  will  poison  and  craze  succeeding  generations. 

Every  poison  has  its  antidotes,  sometimes  growing  in  close  proximity. 
What  a  pity  that  not  more  of  the  true-minded  seize  the  pen  and  seek  to 
counteract  the  evil  I  There  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  a  class  of  persons  not 
confined  to  the  sterner  clan,  of  the  hard,  narrow,  conventional  type,  who 
seem  to  think  that  when  a  woman  has  once  touched  a  pen  in  a  manner, 
to  leave  an  echoing  sound,  she  has  consequently  forfeited  all  qualification 
for  the  control  of  domestic  utensils.  They  can  conceive  of  no  kind  of 
doing  but  physical  baking,  brewing,  scouring  and  sewing — the  idea  of  in- 
tellectual labor  for  a  woman !  Now  though  they  write  not,  they  neverthe- 
less read^  and  sometimes  not  that  either,  which  would  teach  them  indus- 
try and  economy  in  household  duties,  with  the  preservation  of  order  and 
neatness,  graced  by  a  place  for  every  thing  and  everything  in  its  place — 
the  sewing  basket,  the  darning  needle,  and  thread-bare  coat,  included,  or 
which  would  enlighten  them  on  the  subject  of  domestic  happiness — the 
ready  and  cheerful  sacrifice  of  self-gratification,  for  the  happiness  of 
another,  without  permitting  the  self  denial  to  be  recognized. 

Again,  there  are  others,  who  neither  read  nor  write,  whose  highest  am- 
bition is  to  be  considered  ''  model  housekeepers.''  This  is  a  virtue ;  but 
sad  is  the  over-possession  of  one  good  quality  to  the  detriment  of  another. 
Did  some  of  these  but  truly  merit  the  appellation  of  home-keepers^  by  a 
little  more  thought  and  a  little  less  '-vim,"  they  might  then  learn  that  all 
labor  is  noble  and  holy,  when  cheerfully  and  faithfully  performed. 
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"  A  servant,  with  this  claase 
Makes  dnidgery  divine ; 
Who  sweeps  a  room  as  for  Thy  laws, 
Makes  tnat  and  the  action  fine." 

The  little  cares  and  trials  or  crosses,  instead  of  flinginp:  their  shadows  on 
the  hrow,  should  then  appear  in  the  true  light  as  sweet  little  lessons  of 
patience      The  common-place  life  in  its  dullest,  gloomiest  elements,  is  a 
thought  of  God,  to  he  embodied  by  us  and  wrought  with  all  the  ability 
He  has  given  us  for  this  end.     Would  that  all  might  feel    this!     The 
skeleton  phantom  of  discontent  should  immediately  crumble  into  dust, 
and  vanish  forever  from  many  a  household ;  frowns  would  give  place  to 
smiles  and  gloom  to  the  cheering  light  of  peace.     But  the  dear  care-worn 
beings  have  no  time  to  think,  no  time  for  social  endearments  or  innocent 
enjoyment,  no  time  to  read,  in  fact  they  seem  to  have  no  time  for  any- 
thing but  to  worry.    What  this  terrestrial  orb  would  be  without  gravitation 
or  the  elements  and  objects  around  us  without  fiction,  so  is  their  routine 
of  domestic  duty  without  the  sanctifying  influence  of  elevating  sentiment, 
y    I  know  all  about  woman's  various  and  manifold  occupations  in  detail. 
/Her  work  is  never  done.    But  after  all.  there  are  comparatively  few,  so  un- 
I  happily  situated^  that  could  not  by  skillful  planning  devote  a  small  portion 
I  of  time  daily  to  mental  culture;  not  catching  themselves  reading  a  book 
I  while  the  brush  is  suspended  in  mid-air,  but  have  a  regular  systematic 
/  hour  set  apart  for  this  purpose.     In  view  of  neglecting  the  opportuoity 
I   they  should  blush  and  deem  the  delinquency  as  much  a  dii^grace,  as  not 
I    to  have  the  ironing  of  Monday's  washing  or  the  mending  done  by  Satar- 
I    day.     A  well  ordered,  well  regulated  household,  presided  over  by  a  tidy 
I  woman,  skillful  in  the  preparation  of  well-cooked  and  well-served  meals,  is 
most  generally  found,  where  the  threefold  educations  of  the  head,  the 
^ heart  and  the  hands  are  blended  together. 

For  us  country  girls,  reading  and  study  are  regarded  as  of  secondary  im- 
portance. I  do  not  know  that  this  is  the  popular  opinion  ;  it  is  at  least 
the  pi'e /ailing  one  in  certain  rural  localities.  I  do  not  think  either  that 
the  notion  is  exclusively  confined  to  Lehigh  county.  Many  a  time  I 
caught  myself  shufiling  away  the  reading  matter  I  happened  tj  have  in  my 
hand,  and  seizing  a  broom  or  piece  of  sewing  or  changing  the  position  ot* 
chairs,  on  the  entrance  of  a  neighbor,  lest  it  might  be  thou:^ht  that  I  was 
given  to  idleness.  Methinks  I  can  even  now  hear  tlie  tones  of  the  ner- 
vous, spasmodic  touches  on  the  keys  of  the  piano,  when  apprehending  that 
neighbors  and  passers  by,  who  understood  the  principles  of  diucoustics 
better  than  melody,  might  publicly  express  their  private  conclusion  that, 
^'  the  girl  had  better  do  something  more  useful." 

So  long  as  one  seeks  to  be  conformed  to  the  perverted  opinion  of  others ^ 
the  noblest  qualities  are  retarded,  the  finest  opportunities  for  improve- 
ment slighted.  Even  after  they  have  learned  to  see  the  folly  of  trying  to 
meet  the  personal  preferences  of  such  in  every  step,  the  influence  re- 
mains. It  is  only  deep  sympathy  that  impels  them  to  convey  the  throb  of 
feeling  by  a  drop  of  ink.  Even  in  this,  they  would  be  incoijnito  save  to  a 
few  of  the  near  and  dear,  or  "  true  and  tried,"  whom  envious  distance 
seems  to  part.  We  would  say,  finally,  that  while  much  remains  to  be 
said,  of  girlhood  and  the  girls,  the  opposite  theme  should  not  be  forgotten. 
We  shall  leave  the  song  for  a  less  stammeriog  pen. 
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ROYAL    APPETITES. 

Renowned  monarchs,  like  other  mortals,  must  eat,  or  starve.  Some,  like 
Charles  V.  and  Lonis  the  Pious,  seem  to  think  that  eating  and  drinking  is 
humiliating  and  degrading,  who  reduce  their  wants  by  continuous  fasting. 
Others,  like  Alexander  the  Great,  make  a  god  of  their  belly,  and  shorten  life 
by  excessive  indulgence.  What  and  how  some  of  the  reigning  monarchs  of  the 
world  eat,  mav  be  interesting  for  our  readers  to  know.     A  contemporary  says: 

Napoleon  ill.  has  little  taste  for  the  pleasures  of  the  table.  He  eats  and 
drinks  little,  and  never  complains  of  the  table  spread.  His  intemperance  is 
smoking.  Queen  Victoria  oojects  to  expensive  dmners.  Her  favorite  dishes 
are  beef  and  pastry.  The  Emperor  of  Russia  is  fond  of  the  pleasures  of  the 
table  ;  game  is  his  favorite ;  he  eats  a  good  deal,  and  drinks  a  good  deal  of 
champagne  and  burgundy.  The  King  of  Prussia  enjoys  a  good  dinner ;  beef, 
mutton,  cakes,  pies,  and  puddings,  are  in  great  favor ;  he  oelights  in  marko- 
brunner  and  lieDfraumlich  (German  wines)  and  Roederer's  champagne;  he  is 
charming  at  dinner,  gay  as  a  child,  and  without  the  least  ceremony.  The  Em- 
peror of  Austria  is  his  Very  opposite,  taciturn  and  pensive,  and  ceremonious ; 
ne  is,  nevertheless,  not  insensible  to  earth's  good  things;  his  favorite  dishes 
are  mutton  and  game;  he  drinks  claret  and  the  Hungarian  wines.  The  King 
of  Italy  is  an  enormous  eater;  he  is  very  fond  of  partridges,  pheasants,  orto- 
lans, snipe,  woodcock,  but  cares  nothing  for  venison,  wild  boar,  etc.  Veal  and 
other  white  meats  are  favorites,  and  he  drinks  heartily  of  all  the  wines  of  Bur- 
gundy. The  Queen  of  Spain  eats  a  great  deal;  her  favorite  dishes  are.  young 
white  meats  (veal,  chicken,  etc.) ;  is  fond  of  Spanish  wines  and  claret.  The 
Sultan  eats  a  great  deal;  mutton  is  his  favorite  dish;  he  is  fond  of  rice  and 
puddings,  pies,  cakes,  fruit,  ices,  and  drinks  no  wine. 

SAUa-KRAUT  AND  SPECK. 
The  Germans  are  rapidly  converting  us  into  a  cabbage-eating  nation.  It  is 
not  many  years  since  this  Teutonic  dish  was  discarded  by  the  bulk  of  would- 
be  refined  people,  as  unfit  for  their  enjoyment.  It  was  thought  that  none  but 
rude  emigrants  and  illiterate  "Dutch"  country  people  would  eat  it.  Now,  if 
our  large  city  hotels  wish  to  have  a  crowded  table  they  announce  a  Saur-Kraut 
dinner.  When  General  Lee  took  possession  of  Chambersburg  on  his  way  to 
Gettysburg,  we  happened  to  be  a  member  of  the  Committee  representing  the 
town.  Among  the  first  things  he  demanded  for  his  army  was  twenty-five 
beurels  of  Saur-Kraut.  Of  course,  in  the  latter  part  of  June  the  whole  State 
could  scarcely  have  furnished  such  a  quantity  of^the  article.  Scarcely  had  our 
Southern  uninvited  visitors  crossed  the  border,  e'er  they  were  clamoring  for 
this  Pennsylvania  dish.  In  this  kraut-eating  season,  we  feel  assured  that  our 
readers  will  read  the  following  poem  with  a  peculiar  relish.  It  is  from  the 
facile  pen  of  our  friend  and  whilom  instructor,  Prof.  T.  C.  Porter,  formerljr  of 
Franklin  and  Marshall  College,  and  now  of  Lafayette  College.  For  this  pleasing 
tribute  to  the  national  and  oft-reviled  dish  of  the  fatherland,  he  will  hereafter 
be  held  in  grateful  remembrance  around  many  a  steaming  pile  of  Saur-Kraut 
and  Speck. 

GABBAQS. 

B$  Tho:  O,  Porter. 

Let  frog-devourinff  France  and  beef-fed  Bull 
Disdain  thee,  Cabbage,  when  their  mouths  are  full ; 
Let  lazy  Neapolitan  cQscard 
Who  eats  his  maccaroni  by  the  yard; 
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And  Chinese  gourmand  think  that  dish  the  best, 

"Which  savors  of  the  swallow's  g;luey  nest, 

Or,  brought  from  distant  ocean  isles,  prefer 

The  relish  of  the  costly  biche-demer ; 

Let  Abyssinian  cut  the  quivering  flesh 

From  the  live  heifer  and  consume  it  fresh. 

While  Alpine  monk  esteems  the  slimy  snail 

Above  the  juice  of  sauer-kraut  or  kale  ; 

Let  Paddy  whistle  at  the  very  thought 

Ol  big  potatoes  boiling  in  the  pot. 

And  Yankee  tell,  with  rapture  in  hi?  eye, 

The  varied  virtues  of  the  pumpkin-pie, 

But  as  for  me,  sprung  from  Teutonic  blood, 

Give  me  the  Cabbage  as  the  choicest  food. 

0  far-famed  Saur- Kraut  I  deprived  of  thee, 
The  treasures  rifled  from  the  land  and  sea 
Were  heaps  of  trash  and  dainties  on  the  boards 
Of  prodigal  Lucullus,  or  the  hoards 

Of  which  renowned  Apiciua  could  boast 

Detestably  insipid ;  and  the  host 

That  followed  Epicurus  at  the  best 

Mere  common  swine  unpampered  and  unblest. 

Had  but  the  gods,  on  old  Olympus'  brow, 
Caught  thy  sweet  odor  wafted  from  below. 
Loathing  as  bitter  their  celestial  bread, 
They  all  in  haste  to  Germany  bad  fled. 

What  gave  the  fierce  Barbarian  strength  to  wield 
His  ponderous  weapon  on  the  battle-neld. 
When  from  the  north  his  brawny  right  arm  hurled 
A  bolt  of  vengeance  o'er  the  Roman  world? 
Thy  hidden  power,  0  matchless  Cabbage,  thine, 
Dweller  upon  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine. 

Ye  vain  philosophers  of  titled  worth, 

Go  to  this  lowly  denizen  of  earth, 

And  read  a  lesson  from  his  furrowed  leaves : 

Their  words  are  truth :  that  volume  ne'er  deceives. 

Castles  and  monuments  have  passed  away. 
Pillars  and  temples  crumbled  to  decay. 
Leaving  no  trace  behind  them  to  proclaim 
To  after  ages  their  possessor's  fame. 
But  on  his  brow  unfading  yet  appears 
The  gathered  wisdom  of  six  thousand  years. 

1  love  thine  honest  countenance,  old  friend, 
My  earliest  mem'ries  with  thy  history  blend, 
And  Hollow  Eve,  free  to  the  wile  and  plot 
Of  youthful  cunning  cannot  be  forgot, 

The  merry  shout,  the  rin^ng  laugn  and  cheer 
Still  and  will  ever  linger  in  mine  ear. 

May  never  he  who  slanders  thv  good  name 
Have  his  recorded  on  the  scroll  of  fame. 
May  he  ne'er  taste  thee,  whose  proud  looks  despise. 
But  Time  increase  thy  honor  as  he  flies. 
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THE  ANOINTED  OP  .THE  LORD. 

BY   THE    EDITOR. 


There  are  two  classes  of  Christians — 1.  Those  who  have  been  baptized 
but  not  confirmed.  2.  Those  who  have  been  baptized  and  confirmed.  Of 
the  former  I  wish  to  speak.  Comparatively  few  persons — few  educated 
pastors  indeed  can  tell  one  where  precisely  a  baptized  person  stands.  Is 
he  in  the  church,  or  out  of  the  church,  a  child  of  God,  or  a  child  of  the 
devil,  a  saint,  or  a  sinner?  So  many  vague  shadowy  notions  are  held 
about  the  relation  of  baptized  persons  to  the  church  and  to  Christ,  that  it 
is  exceedingly  difficult  for  many  such,  to  ascertain  their  duties,  claims  and 
privileges.  There  seems  to  be  a  nervous  hesitation  to  say  outright  what 
these  are  or  are  not.  On  the  one  hand,  the  Scriptures  teach  that  "as  many  of 
you  as  have  been  baptized  into  Christ,  have  put  on  Christ,"  Gal.  iii.  27. 
Bat,  say  perhaps  some  of  us,  if  we  hold  this  we  will  make  too  much  of  bap- 
tisno;  and  bring  our  orthodoxy  into  suspicion  with  good  people.  Indeed, 
the  old  trouble  of  the  chief  priests  seems  evermore  to  repeat  itself,  when 
Christ  asked  them,  ''The  baptism  of  John,  whence  was  it?  from  heaven  or 
from  men  ?  And  they  reasoned  with  themselves,  saying,  If  we  shall  say 
from  heaven,  he  will  say  unto  us,  why  did  ye  not  then  believe  him?  But 
if  we  shall  say  of  men ;  we  fear  the  people." 

Baptized  persons  are  members  of  the  church.  This  is  taught  in  the  pas- 
sage already  cited  from  Gal.  iii.  27.  It  is  taught  in  the  74th  question  of 
the  Heidelberg  Catechism ;  by  baptism,  as  a  sign  of  the  covenant  (children) 
are  incorporated  into  the  Christian  church.  They  enjoy  all  the  ordinances 
of  the  church  with  the  confirmed  members,  save  that  of  the  Holy  Com- 
munion. The  Greek,  or  Russian  Church,  confirms  children  when  they 
are  baptized ;  and  from  their  confirmation  gives  them  the  Communion. 

Baptized  persons  are  Christians.  The  word  means  anointed  ones — those 
who  are  partakers  of  Christ's  anointing,  (Heid.  Catechism,  Quest.  32.) 
Christ  received  his  anointing  by  the  Holy  Ghost  at  the  Jordan,  through  his 
baptism.  This  anointing  of  the  Holy  Ghost  we  receive  at  our  baptism.  '<  Re- 
pent and  be  baptized  every  one  of  you,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Cbrist,  for  the 
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remission  of  sins,  and  ye  shall  receive  the  gift  of  (he  Holy  Ghost"  Acisii.  38. 
These  baptized  persons  belong  to  the  anointed  ones. 

Baptized  persons  are  committed  to  a  life  of  faith  and  godliness,  no  less 
than  those  who  have  been  confirmed.  In  their  name  and  stead,  most  sol- 
emn vows  were  made  on  life's  threshold.  Such  were  made  for  you  and 
me,  dear  reader.  We  can  never  thank  Grod  sufficiently  for  giving  us  pious 
parents,  who  had  a  tender  concern  for  our  spiritual  welfare  from  our  birth. 
Most  solemn  thoughts  had  they  concerning  us,  when  we  lay  as  helpless 
dependent  sucklings  on  a  mother's  breast,  who  in  tearful  prayers  would 
breathe  her  blessings  over  us.  "  What  manner  of  child  shall  this  be  T' 
Good  or  evil,  gracious  or  godlessf  On  their  trembling  arms  they  brought 
us  to  the  man  of  Ood,  to  give  us  to  Him  in  holy  baptism.  But  ere  the 
holy  sacrament  was  administered  they  had  to  assume  vows  for  you  and 
me.  '*  Dost  thou  in  the  name  of  this  child  renounce  the  devil,  with  all 
his  ways  and  works,  the  world,  with  its  vain  pomp  and  glory,  and  the 
flesh,  with  all  its  sinful  desires?''     And  they  had. to  answer,  ^'Ido.'' 

Then,  after  repeating  the  Apostles'  Creed,  the  minister  asks  them  whether 
they  believe  this.  And  they  say  "I  believe."  Whether  they  will,  that 
you  should  be  baptized  in  this  faith.    Answer,  '<  I  will." 

Then  ^*  Dost  thou  solemnly  promise  to  bring  up  this  child  in  the  nurture 
and  admonition  of  the  Lord,  and  in  the  doctrines  and  duties  of  our  holy 
religion  ?"  Answer.  **  I  do."  Then  you  received  your  name^  in  connec- 
tion with  the  holy  sacrament  of  baptism.  That  was  a  kind  act  on  the  part 
of  your  parents.  They  meant  it  well  with  you.  They  wished,  by  giving 
you  thus  to  God,  to  secure  to  you  the  salvation  of  your  soul.  It  was  a 
solemn  act — this  taking  upon  themselves  these  solemn  promises  and  vows, 
for  whose  fulfilment  God  will  hold  them  and  jou  till  the  judgment  day. 
Since  then  yori  are  no  longer  your  own,  your  only  comfort  in  life  and 
death  is  that  you  are  not  your  own,  but  belong  to  your  faithful  Saviour,  Je- 
sus Christ  (Heid.  Catechism,  Quest.  1.)  You  have  theri^by  been  separated 
from  the  wicked.  Or  as  our  Catechism  has  it  (Quest.  74) :  Yo\ji  '*  are 
distinguished  frem  the  children  of  infidels,  as  was  done  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment by  circumcision,  instead  of  which  baptism  was  instituted  in  the  New 
Testament." 

Baptized  persons  enjoy  many  gracious  privileges.  They  are  in  the  cov- 
enant and  church  of  God.  To  them  **  pertaineth  the  adoption"  and  the  prom- 
ises. They  are  in  the  Ark  of  Safety,  voyaging  heavenward  over  the  billowy 
sea  of  a  wicked  world.  To  them  God  is  a  refuge  in  distress,  a  very  present 
help  in  time  of  trouble.  With  them  Christ  will  be  alway,  even  to  the  end 
of  the  world.  To  them  the  language  applies  :  '*  Who  shall  lay  anything 
to  the  charge  of  God's  elect  ?     It  is  God  that  justifieth." 

Baptized  persons  owe  a  solemn  duty  to  their  parents.  It  is  no  light 
matter  to  vow  in  another's  stead,  and  stand  pledged  for  his  conduct  and 
character.  A  friend  asks  me  for  a  favor.  He  desires  to  secure  the  pat- 
ronage and  credit  of  the  community.  But  no  one  knows,  and  therefore, 
no  one  trusts  him.  Out  of  kindness  I  certify  to  his  good  character,  and 
commend  him  as  a  reliable  man.  I  even  guarantee  for  his  conduct.  For 
my  sake  the  people  trust  him.  Afler  many  thousands  of  dollars  are  en- 
trusted to  him,  he  pockets  other  people's  money,  and  proves  a  defaulter.  He 
got  his  credit  from  my  baekiog.  How  do  you  think  I  must  feel  before  the 
community  wliom  I  have  ttointentionally  helped  to  deceive  and  rob  t 
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Your  paroDts  liaye  backed  you  at  your  baptism,  vowed  and  promised 
before  God  io  your  stead,  with  the  prayerful  hope  that  by  means  of  a  pious 
fraioing  you  would  never  deceive  them.  *' Surely  we  can  trust  our  child," 
they  thought.  "  In  due  time  this  dear  one  will  assume  these  solemn  vows 
in  confirmation*  and  relieve  us  from  these  baptismal  obligations.''  How 
must  they  feel,  if  you  refuse  to  do  this  I  With  the-  kindest  intentions 
they  vowed  and  prayed  for  you.  Now  you  disavow  what  they  have  vowed. 
You  despise  and  trample  upon  their  holiest  intentions.  How  think  you, 
must  they  feel,  when  they  see  you  stand  in  the  way  of  sinners  and  sit  in 
the  seat  of  the  scornful !  How  will  they  feel  when  they  will  have  to  give  an 
account  of  their  baptismal  engagements  for  you^  at  thel^ar  of  God  I  How 
will  they  feel  when  they  find  that  one  to  whom  they  have  given  birth 
and  biptism  is  from  choice,  a  child  of  Satan  and  an  heir  of  perdition  ! 

You  owe  a  duty  to  your  pastor  and  congregation.  Although  unconfirmed 
you  are  a  member  of  it.  Many  unconfirmed  persons  think  otherwise. 
They  claim  to  be  outsiders,  on  whom  the  church  has  no  claim.  "  We  have 
never  consented  to  any  vows  made  for  us,"  say  they.  *'  Confirmed  per- 
sons break  their  vows  and  dishonor  the  church  by  a  wicked  life,  not  we." 
Upon  you,  too,  dear  friends,  are  the  vows  of  God,  by  an  order  and  ordin- 
ance of  the  church.  Your  rejection  of  your  baptismal  privileges  and 
grace  u  as  great  a  sin  as  the  rdapse  of  a  confirmed  member.  , 

Such,  according  to  the  distinct  teaching  of  the  Scriptures,  is  the  relation 
of  nnconfirmed,  baptiied  persons  to  the  church.  They  are  members  of  it. 
Hence  it  is  their  privilege  to  claim  her  grace  and  blessing.  Thev  are 
Chrifrtians.  They  may  be  faithful  or  unfaithful,  but  Christians  still,  who 
have  been  made  partakers  of  Christ's  anointing.  If  they  are  unfaithful  to 
their  high  callin«r,  and  neglect  and  abuse  the  "  unction"  they  have  received 
from  the  Holy  One,  so  much  the  worse  for  them. 

The  Guardian  speaks  to  the  young — ^to  the  baptized  young.  Claim  and 
improve  your  privileges.  You  have  been  given  to  Gt)d  in  the  name  of  the 
Holy  Trinity.  You  are  his  children,  and  he  is  your  Father.  And  "  if 
children,  then  heirs,  heirs  of  Gtod  and  joint-heirs  with  Christ "  How  fool- 
ish for  the  son  of  a  wealthy  fiither  to  act  so  low  and  wicked  that  the  kind  pa- 
reotfinds  him  unfit  to  be  one  of  his  heirs ;  he  may  leave  his  property  to  his 
grand-children  or  friends,  but  not  to  the  son  who  has  brought  dbhonor  upon 
hia  name  I  More  foolish  is  it  for  a  baptized  child  of  our  Heavenly  Father 
to  live  wickedly,  away  from  God  and  His  Church,  and  thereby  lose  his 
inheritance  of  eternal  life. 

You  are  a  member  of  the  church.  Hold  to  the  congregation  within 
whose  bounds  you  are  living.  Attend  devoutly  all  the  public  services  of 
the  sanctuary.  Pay  your  share  to  the  support  of  the  Gospel.  Lead  a 
godly  life.  You  are  committed  to  this.  Your  love  and  respect  for  your 
parents,  the  fear  of  offending  God  and  the  desire  to  enjoy  his  favor  forever 
ought  to  incite  you  to  this.  Your  misconduct  brings  no  less  dishonor  upon 
yourself,  than  that  of  confirmed  members  does  upon  them.  It  is  as  much 
J  our  dntv  to  pray  and  attend  church  as  theirs.  If  you  act  wickedly, 
yon  break  solemn  vows.  You  are  not  an  outsider.  Claim  your  rights, 
privileges  and  benefitsas  a  church  member.  You  have  been  planted  into 
the  Master's  vineyard — a  tree  of  his  own  planting.  Work  and  worship 
therein.     Bring  forth  fruit  meet  for  repentance.     Be  not  a  cumberer  of 
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the  ground;  else  God  will  cut  you  down.  You  have  a  great  advantage  over 
the  uDOOveoanted  children  of  the  world.  You  will  gain  immensely  and 
eternally,  by  making  good  use  of  it.  You  will  lose  all  that  is  worth  hav- 
ing, for  this  world  and  for  the  world  to  come,  by  neglecting  so  great  a  salva- 
tion. 

Learn  and  labor  in  the  Sunday  School.  As  soon  as  you  are  fifteen 
years  old,  attend  instructions  with  your  pastor.  Study  the  Catechism. 
Study  it  prayerfully  and  well.  Present  yourself  for  confirmation.  Your 
parents  and  sponsors  promised  to  train  you  up  for  that.  It  forms  the  com- 
pletion of  your  baptism.  In  this  solemn  rite  the  minister  of  Christ  asks 
you  : 

"  Dost  thou  now,  in  the  presence  of  God  and  this  congregation,  renew 
the  solemn  promise  and  vow  made  in  your  name^  at  your  baptism  T  Dost 
thou  ratify  and  confirm  the  same,  and  acknowledge  thyself  bound  to  believe 
and  do  all  those  things  which  your  parents  then  undertook  for  you  T  Your 
answer  is,  1  do. 

You  need  the  communion  of  the  Lord's  Supper.  You  are  just  entering 
upon  the  earnest  life  of  man  and  womanhood.  In  your  more  innocent 
childhood  you  needed  less  grace  of  this  kind.  But  now  comes  the  storm. 
The  burden  and  heat  of  the  day  must  be  borne.  Sorrows,  temptations,  and 
responsible  duties  must  be  met.  Without  often  partaking  of  the  Lord's 
Supper  you  cannot  meet  them  with  comfort  and  success.  You  need  grace 
and  virtue,  such  as  are  only  found  in  this  holy  feast  of  Christ.  You  need 
life,  which  you  receive  by  eating  the  flesh  and  drinking  the  blood  of  God's 
eternal  Son.  Without  Him  you  have  no  life  in  you.  Your  vows  need 
frequent  renewals  at  the  holy  Supper.  Since  you  are  a  partaker  of  his 
anointing,  you  must  confess  his  name,  and  you  confess  it  in  a  most  solemn 
way  at  the  Lord's  table.  You  must  present  yourself  ^'  a  living  sacrifice  of 
thankfulness  to  him,"  and  here  in  commemorating  the  sacrifice  of  our 
blessed  Saviour,  you  do  it  by  a  devout  penitent  communion. 

Do  not  defer  your  confirmation  Life  is  uncertain.  At  best  it  is 
short.  Eternity  is  long.  There  remains  much  for  you  to  do.  Begin  soon  to 
do  it.  Do  it  earnestly,  prayerfully,  perse veringly.  God  is  good  and  gra- 
cious to  His  children.  Satan  is  a  hard  and  cruel  master.  Christ  is  mild, 
gentle  and  compassionate.  The  Evil  One  is  pitiless,  evermore  seeking  whom 
he  may  devour.  Heaven  is  the  abode  of  the  pure  and  the  blessed.  The 
way  thither  is  narrow  and  toilsome.  Christ  trod  it,  and  all  his  followers 
must  do  the  same.  Hell  is  the  region  of  the  lost.  The  road  thither  is 
broad,  the  gate  wide,  and  many  there  be  that  go  in  thereat.  Beware  of 
this  broad  road.  Shun  this  wide  gate.  You  are  a  Christian.  Strive  to  be 
a  good  one.  Honor  your  high  calling.  You  are  an  heir.  Be  earnestly 
engaged  in  fitting  yourself  for  a  happy  use  of  your  immortal  inheritance. 
Beware  of  falling  from  the  grace  given  you.  You  are  highly  favored. 
Your  fall  will  therefore  be  the  deeper.  So  was  it  with  Capernaum,  so  of- 
ten blessed  by  the  miracles  and  mighty  works  of  Christ.  To  heaven 
had  it  been  exalted;  to  hell  was  it  thrust  down  (Luke  x.  15.)  'To  whomso- 
ever much  is  given  of  him  shall  be  much  required." 

Seek  council  from  your  pastor.  He  is  your  friend.  He  will  take  you 
by  the  hand,  and  help  to  lead  you  over  dark  and  dangerous  places,  if  such 
you  have.  Live  for  Christ.  Cleave  to  him.  In  him  you  are  strong ;  out 
of  him  you  are  weak  and  forever  lost. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  The  Anointed  of  the  Lord.  73 

**  I  am  baptized  into  Thy  Dame 

O  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost  I 
Among  Thy  seed  a  place  I  claim. 

Among  Thy  consecrated  host ; 
Buried  with  Christ  and  dead  to  sin, 
Thy  Spirit  now  shall  live  within. 

**  My  loving  Father,  here  dost  Thou 
Proclaim  me  as  Thy  child  and  heir ; 

My  faithful  Saviour  bid'st  me  now 
The  fruit  of  all  Thy  sorrows  share ; 

The  Holy  Ghost  will  comfort  me 

When  darkest  clouds  around  I  see. 

•'[And  I  have  promised  fear  and  love, 

And  to  obey  Thee,  Lord,  alone ; 
I  felt  Thy  Spirit  in  me  move, 

And  dared  to  pledge  myself  Thine  own. 
Renouncing  sin  to  keep  the  faith, 
And  war  with  evil  to  the  death. 

"  My  faithful  God,  upon  Thy  side 
This  covenant  standeth  fast  for  aye. 

If  I  transgress  through  fear  or  pride, 
Oh,  cast  me  therefore  not  away. 

If  I  have  sore  my  soul  defiled, 

Yet  still  forgive,  restore  Thy  child. 

**  I  bring  Thee  here  my  God  anew, 

Ot  all  I  am  or  have  the  whole, 
Quicken  mv  life  and  make  me  true, 

Take  full  possession  of  my  soul. 
Let  nought  within  me,  nought  my  own. 
Serve  any  will  but  Thine  alone. 

**  Hence,  Prince  of  darkness,  hence,  my  foe  ! 

Another  Lord  hath  purchased  me, 

My  conscience  tells  of  sin,  yet  know. 

Baptized  in  Christ  I  fear  not  thee  ! 

4  Away  vain  world,  sin,  leave  me  now, 

I  turn  from  you ;  God  hears  my  vow. 

**  And  never  let  me  waver  more, 

0  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Till  at  Thy  will  this  life  is  o'er 

Still  keep  me  in  Thy  faithful  host. 
So  unto  Thee  I  live  and  die. 
And  praise  Thee  evermore  on  high." 


Good  Advice  of  a  Heathen  Philosopher. — Let  no-  sleep,  says 
Pythagoras,  fall  upon  thy  eyes,  till  thou  hast  thrico  reviewed  the  trans- 
actions of  the  past  day.  Begin  with  the  first  act,  and  proceed;  and  in 
conclusion,  at  the  ill  which  thou  hast  done  be  troubled,  and  rejoice  for 
the  good. 
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THE  MISEBABLE. 

BT     PERKIOMEN. 


Right  over  from  my  window  hies  a  woman,  just  now,  with  all  the  fur- 
tiveness  which  fear,  shame  and  sorrow  nsuallj  create.  She  seems  to 
cherish  hut  one  small  hope  yet — that  no  one  sees  her.  But  she  has  no 
ground  for  that  even;  I  see  her,  and  so  do  others — see  her,  pity  her, 
and — no  more  ! 

Fear  agitates  her  hot  hosom,  lest  the  hideous  disease  which  cleaves  to 
her  frail  hody  with  the  tenacity  of  death  itself,  should  ohiige  her,  like 
the  tainted  Israelite,  in  confronting  her  fellow-mortals,  to  cry  with  up- 
lifted hand  :  "  Unclean." 

Shame  burns  like  a  fiery  core  far  down  in  her  heavy  heart,  because  her 
do-less  husband,  who  stole  some  meal  from  his  neighbor*s  mill,  for  his 
child  and  herself,  was  apprehended^  tried,  condemned,  and  cast  into 
prison.  It  was  Law,  of  course,  and,  in  course;  but  when  let  loose,  at 
the  end  of  six  months,  he  was  just  as  much  a  thief  as  ever — ^yea,  a  far 
more  sullen  and  morose  one.  He  cares  for  nothing  now  ;  and  soured  as 
he  is,  he  will  fly  at  the  throat  of  society  again,  even  though  he  knows, 
prima  facie,  that  he  will  be  hugged  to  death  in  its  cruel  vice.  Hence 
his  wife  does  all,  he  being  ashamed;  both  for  herself  and  him. 

Sorrow  }oxnB  in  her  train  of  shame  and  fear,  likewise.  A  little  girl  of 
six  years  limps  by  the  side  of  her  jaded  mother.  Her  little  foot  is  turned 
first  inward  and  then  downwards,  whilst  the  weakened  ankle  gives  way 
whenever  the  weight  of  her  child- body  rises  over  it.  This  is  life-long 
mairaedness  for  the  child,  and  life  long  anguish  for  the  mother,  since  at 
every  step  of  the  former,  the  heart  of  the  latter  jars  terribly.  It  is  (Edi- 
pus  slaying  the  parent  still — though  in  this  case,  as  most  frequently, 
the  mother.  Ana  that  child-cry,  which  she  utters,  as  she  feels  the  pain 
in  her  ankle-bones — ^' Mamma  I  carry  me.  Tm  so  tired!** — is  very 
pitiful  indeed. 

Poverty  is  clustered  with  that  poor  woman's  trials  too.  She  is  as  poor 
with  her  lame  child  and  thriftless  husband  as  her  still-living  father  is 
rich,  and  niggardly,  and  hard-hearted  towards  her. 

And  then,  on  the  top  of  all,  the  sad  fact  that  Friends  are  too  sparsely 

frown  in  this  world  to  waste  themselves  on  such  an  unfortunate — that 
lis  the  cup  of  her  affliction  to  the  brim,  and  over. 
But  still;  that  poor  woman  has  not  forgotten  that  a  part  of  the  message 
which  Jesus  sent  to  the  beloved  Confessor  and  Martyr  in  prison,  reads  in 
this  wise  : — **  And  the  poor  have  the  Gospel  preached  to  them  /" 

There  trudges  an  exhausted  day-laborer  homeward,  with  a  small  rusty 
basket  on  his  arm— all  empty.    The  sun  u  goae  to.  bed  an  hour  ago,  but 
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not  he,  though  he  had  been  up  before  him,  and  goiDg  as  constantly  all 
day,  not  in  a  chariot  either,  but  on  his  tired  legs.  He  actually  no  longer 
lifts  his  feet — merely  drags  them  after  himself.  No  rain  has  fallen  since 
morning,  nor  had  he  to  wade  a  stream,  and  yet  he  is  as  wet  and  soiled  as 
though  he  had  fallen  into  a  morass.  But  it  is  all  owing  to  the  great  and 
many  drops  of  sweat  compressed  from  his  brow  and  body^  together  with 
the  dirt  and  dust  of  manual  and  manful  toil.  And  when  done  with  his 
daily  task,  another  labor  awaits  him ;  to  walk  three  miles,  in  order  to 
reach  his  supper  and  his  bed.  And  all  this,  for  one  dollar  and  a  quarter^ 
over  his  oum  table. 

He  faintly  and  incoherently  mutters  something  about  the  unbalanced 
state  of  affairs  in  the  big  social  system,  as  he  passes  the  rich  man's  door 
and  lawn,  or,  is  met  and  not  noticed  by  the  Government  '*  official"  in  his 
carriage  drawn  by  sleek  fast  horses,  who  has  just  taken  the  '^  Bankrupt 
Law"  and  thereby  paid  him  twenty  dollars  for  heaving  the  coal  into  his 
cellar,  and  ten  dollars  to  his  wife— her  *' washing  money" — all  by  cheat- 
ing  hin  out  of  it  by  Law. 

He  seems  to  be  thinking  of  all  this  just  now,  and  scowls  savagely.  I 
say,  let  the  guardians  of  society  pacify  that  man,  in  some  way;  for  such  a 
brawny  arm  set  in  motion  through  a  heart  rendered  desperate  by  a  chain 
of  wrongs  felt,  if  not  understood  even,  bodes  no  good. 

However,  there  comes  his  barefooted  little  boy,  who  has  been  watching 
for  his  *^  Pap"  with  big  eyes,  this  great  while.  This  galled  and  angered 
man  actually  smiles,  and  though  miserably  tired,  he  is  reinforced  by  a 
spasm  of  love,  and  carries  him  on  hid  back  homeward  as  if  he  were  a 
feather.  He  is  now  happy  aflber  all  to  know  that  even  a  poor  and  hard- 
working day-laborer  also  can  be  ^'  Pap"  to  his  little  child,  as  well  as  any 
other  miu.  After  supper  he  will  be  in  a  better  humor  doubtless;  for  a 
full  stomach  affords  one*s  gall  some  other  work  than  chewing  the  cud  of 
misery. 

Still  misery  present  and  pressing  must  be  relieved,  I  say,  or  the  suf- 
ferers will  congregate  into  a  mob  and  *^  strike."  Patting,  at  all  events, 
pleases  more  than  a  constant  kicking,  harder  and  still  harder.  Let  each 
one  cull  the  moral  out. 

There  wends  a  negro  his  way  slowly  on — not  a  singing,  shouting,  sooty 
"  sweep."  I  suppose  such  a  character  must  be  classed  among  the  happy — 
just  as  a  hog  "  feels  good"  and  shows  it  by  his  awkward  jumps  and  grunts 
when  unpenned.'  But  my  black  man,  just  now  going  yonder,  is  a  quiet, 
modest  and  gloomy-looking  mortal.  He  seems  to  be  wondering  to  himself, 
whether  he  is  or  is  not  hkmaelf  He  hangs  his  head  and  lifts  his  long 
dark  eyelashes,  ready  to  be  polite,  as  soon  as  he  knows  whether  you 
merit  it  Let  me  speak  to  him,  for  he  too  is  a  man,  and  I  want  to  show 
him  that  I  am  no  less. 

**  Where  are  you  from.  Sir?" — I  said  "Sur,"  for  Shakspeare  says  that 
means  man, 

'^  From  Virginia,  Sir,"  said  this  man^  who  had  once  been  sold  by  the 
pound,  whilst  his  children  went  by  the  lot. 

"  Ah  !  You  were  a  dave  then  ?" — I  went  on  to  say,  glad  that  I  could  use 
the  word  Was. 

'*  Yes,  sir  I"  said  he  and  moved  on.      I  met  him  again  that  day,  in  a 
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thick  grove  hy  a  stream  of  water,  eating  a  few  broiled  fishes,  which  he  had 
caught  and  dressed  with  his  own  hand. 

Born,  bred  and  cared  for  as  other  animals  are,  he  never  had  learned  the 
art  of  doing  for  himself  He  was  emancipated  without  being  cultivated. 
He  struck  me  as  the  poor  fish  doe^,  which  the  swollen  and  angry  waters 
sometimes  spue  out  on  the  dry  land,  from  pure  spite,  as  it  were.  I  cer- 
tainly clid  not  wish  him  enslaved,  but  was  very  sorry  to  think  that  his  so- 
called  freedom  proved  so  cruel  a  task-master  over  him.  I  longed  for  ac- 
cess to  the  "  Freedman's  Bureau"  and  the  Freedman's  wardrobe  too, 
that  I  might  clothe  and  feed  this  miserable  man. 

Another  thought  came  up — the  thought  that  Simon,  the  Gyrene  (also 
called  Niger),  who  bore  the  cross  for  Jesus  over  the  balance  of  the  road 
which  led  to  Calvary,  was  also  an  African.  Poor  Simon  !  Still  traveling 
with  the  cross  on  your  back ! 

There  was  a  loud  knock  at  my  front  door,  at  something  after  one 
o'clock  at  night.  *^  Surely  something  serious  has  occurred,  since  man- 
kind sleeps  at  this  hour,  unless  disturbed.''     That  was  my  first  thought. 

"  Who's  there  ?"  called  I  downward. 

"  I  am,"  called  a  boy  voice,  through  darkness  and  night-air,  up  to  my 
second  story  window.  "  Come  and  see  a  sick  woman.  She  is  dying,  and 
wants  communion !" 

"  Who  is  she,  my  son  ?  I  don't  know  you.  What's  your  name  ?  And 
where  am  I  to  come  ?" 

"  I  am  Christian  Martin's  boy,"  said  he.  **  I  don't  know  the  family's 
name.  They  are  poor  Germans.  Just  moved  on  Saturday.  Just  come 
to  our  house.     T^ey  live  in  a  hut  near  us.'* 

I  went  and  found  her  in  fearful  agony,  in  extreme  poverty,  and  in  hate- 
ful filth.  The  husband  was  her  watcher  and  nurse.  Three  dogs  under 
the  cold  stove  and  two  fine-looking  cats — they  were  happy,  save  that 
they  shivered  a  little.  I  found  both  man  and  woman  orthodox  and  pious 
in  theory,  but  suspected  them  of  being  do-less,  worthless  and  wicked  in 
life  and  practice.  I  prayed,  lefl  and  promised  to  call  again.  They 
needed  a  little  else,  besides  prayers.  I  told  the  neighbors,  and  they  kindly 
relieved  them  of  all  want  for  weeks.  At  last  they  said  among  themselves, 
they  ought  to  provide  for  themselves  now.  At  any  rate  the  stream  of 
charity  run  dry.  A  month  later  I  called  on  my  Lazar- house,  and  was  told 
that  they  were  professional  beggars,  and  just  now  canvassing  good  and  fat 
Lancaster  county. 

*•  Why  they  are  impostors,"  say  you.  Of  course  they  are,  regular  Laza- 
rovi.     And  just  on  this  account  do  I  class  them  among  the  miserable. 

Fourteen  mendicants  called  at  the  door  in  one  month.  Some  old  and 
frail ;  others,  young  and  strong.  Some  pale  and  sickly ;  others,  bloated, 
and  beyond  that,  in  better  health  than  their  almoner.  Some  of  a  serene 
and  subdued  countenance ;  others  with  much  Satan  in  the  eye,  enough 
to  make  a  Probst,  should  temptation  assail  and  opportunity  afford.  Some 
bland,  and  modest,  and  thankful ;  others,  exacting,  bold,  and  ungrat^efal. 
Some,  crippled  and  deformed  ;  others,  herculean.  Some,  unaccompanied, 
and  in  business  by  and  for  themselves;  others,  co-partnered  with  wife  and 
children,  or,  of  the  "  Gipsy"  order,  by  a  goodly  company  of  well  noted 
characters.     But  all,  miseraUe, 
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By  what  rule  to  treat  the  beggars,  is  with  me  a  problem  still.  Who 
will  discover  a  safe  and  sure  Formulay  bj  which  Christian  people  may 
make  unto  themselves  friends  of  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  without, 
at  the  same  time,  making  friends  to  idleness  and  crime  ?  Until  then,  I 
shall  dispense  charity  as  a  thank-offering,  that  I  am  not  so  miserable. 

Two  widows  with  their  children  are  forever  drawing  on  the  alms-money 
in  the  congregational  treasury.  They  are  pour,  certainly  ;  but  evidently 
80y  because  they  are  do-less  and  improvident.  And  besides,  as  impudent 
as  Gipsy- women.  To  resolve  to  support  the  worthy  poor  only,  is  to  out 
them  off  entirely.  And  yeb  Jesus  did  not  ask  much  afler  the  character 
and  standing  of  those  who  supplicated  aid.  The  fact  is,  to  be  stoical 
against  the  cries  of  such  even,  is  one  of  the  ways  whereby  to  become 
-very  unlike  Christ.  No  good  man  can  avoid  the  friction  of  misery  in  so* 
ciety.  It  b  his  business  to  plant  a  ladder  for  every  wretch  to  climb  out 
of  the  slough,  and  if  he  will  not  climb,  why  the  ladder  did  not  cost  much 
and  the  record  for  a  good  intention  is  still  great. 

I  well  remember  an  aged  widowed  mother,  who  lay  sick  for  one  full 
year.  In  early  life  she  married,  and  in  middle  life  she  divorced  from  a 
drunken  brute.  He  married  again  and  died.  Her  only  son  and  child  was 
her  almoner.  She  lay  at  the  house  of  a  stranger.  Very  kind  was  her 
son  and  her  neighbors.  How  often  I  prayed  for  her,  God  alone  knows. 
Nor  can  I  describe  her  very  great  misery.  I  hear  ringing  in  my  ears, 
even  yet,  two  names  which  she  shrieked,  for  twelve  long  months.  The 
tendereet  one  was,  *^  0  Jesus."  The  most  motherly  one  was,  <'  0  James, 
my  son  !"  I  cannot  tell  which  of  the  two  characters  she  loved  most  ardently. 
I  hope  it  was  Jesus  indeed,  for  he  alone  relieved  her  from  her  misery. 
The  good  neighbors  were  happy  over  her  redemption,  and  the  church 
gladly  bore  her  funeral. 

John  Rosemond  had  been  a  pious  church  member  and  a  faithful  San- 
day-school  teacher  for  several  years.  He  was  a  husband,  and  the  father 
of  a  sweet  little  girl.  A  diligent  and  worthy  man  was  John.  After  a 
time,  John  remained  away  from  Church  and  Sunday  school  His  shop 
was  closed.  John  maintained  that  he  was  sick  unto  death,  and  the  doc- 
tors said  he  was  melancholy  and  nothing  more,  as  if  that  were  not  enough 
matter  to  kill  Goliath  himself. 

One  day  John  came  from  his  bed  to  see  me,  all  excited  and  trembling 
from  head  to  foot. 

<*  Take  me  in  yonder  creek  and  immerse  me  I"  said  he.  '*  In  God's 
name  do  I" 

''  John,''  said  I,  ''you  need  the  doctor  above  the  preacher  just  now.  I 
canuot  do  your  desire.  A  man  can  as  little  be  born  twice  into  the  king- 
dom of  God,  by  water  and  the  Spirit,  as  that  he  can  come  into  this  world 
by  more  than  one  natural  birth." 

We  led  him  home.  He  was  calm  as  a  little  child ;  but  an  indescribable 
agony  had  fixed  its  talons  on  his  fair  countenance.  Once  in  bed,  we  spoke 
long  and  cheeringly  to  him.     We  prayed  and  left. 

Early  on  the  following  Sunday  morning,  the  sad  tidings  spread :  ^'  John 
Roeemond  is  dead  I"  We  were  really  glad,  for  he  had  been  very  misera- 
ble. 

And  then  again,  there  was  my  good  Brother  Jona$,  the  father  of  a 
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Urge  and  exoeUent  fdmilj.  A  real  Christiao  father  was  he.  He  sang 
and  prayed  with  his  household,  time  and  time  again.  Often  and  gladly 
did  he  read  and  explain  the  Scriptnres  to  his  children,  quartered  along 
the  big  table  before  him.  He  came  to  Chorch  and  Sunday  School  with 
his  Urge  family-carriage  crowded  full,  and  regolarly  too.  He  was  a  pillar 
in  the  congregation,  an  efficient  deacon,  and  a  more  than  wooden  elder,  I 
may  assure  all. 

But  Jonas  was  suddenly  smitten  with  a  fatal  melancholy,  as  if  struck  by 
lightning.  I  made  little  of  it,  at  first.  '*  Let  me  go  and  see  him  once," 
said  I.  *^  I  will  Uugh  and  ridicule  it  all  away."  But — behold  you — his 
countenance  had  fallen  ;  his  eyes  stared ;  his  clear,  loud  laugh  was  neyer 
heard  again.  All  interest  in  his  family,  in  bis  Church — in  the  whole 
world — ceased  from  that  day  forward.  He  met  me,  his  wife,  mother, 
children,  brothers  and  sisters,  friends  and  neighbors,  with  the  word  and 
action  of  Job :  "  MUerahU  comforten  art  ye  all  /"  Jonas  was  the  incar- 
nation of  misery  for  six  long  months,  and  did  eat  in  that  time,  perhaps 
as  much  as  you  can  cover  with  your  two  hands.  He  maintained  that  he 
was  unclean,  outcast  and  lost.  He  wore  and  worried  himself  to  death. 
And  as  oflen  as  I  pass  the  grave  of  his  long  and  narrow  body,  I  think  of 
his  former  misery  and  present  redemption.  How  I  longed  for  the  office 
of  '' Spiritual  Director"  to  be  restored  in  the  Church,  in  order  that 
some  might  be  qualified,  beyond  what  the  mere  Pastoral  calling  can  ef- 
fect, to  treat  and  bring  relief,  if  not  cure,  such  unfortunates.  I  did  as 
well  as  I  knew  how,  bnt  effected  nothing.  But  in  my  ministerial  life, 
let  it  be  thought  long  or  short,  I  never  witnessed  greater  misery  in  one  man. 

Just  now  too,  I  recall  the  case  of  Doctor  Lambert,  a  physician  of  no 
mean  note  at  one  time,  in  a  certain  locality,  who  lay  paralyzed  in  almost 
every  limb  for  fourteen  years.  This  was  to  me  a  marvel  of  physical 
misery.  In  endeavoring  to  administer  remedies  to  himself,  for  an  attack 
of  epilepsy,  he  applied  a  bane  instead  of  an  antidote,  and  turned  his  com- 
plexion into  that  of  a  freshly-polished  stove.  He  was  neither  white  nor 
bUck;  of  no  color  at  all.  How  that  poor  man  longed  to  know  the  design 
which  Providence  had  in  afflicting  him  so  sorely  !  He  was  a  wonder  to 
all  far  and  near.  All  sympathized,  and  no  one  could  even  relieve,  still 
less  cure.  I  went  away  from  my  weekly  visits  for  over  one  whole  year, 
with  the  constant  reflection,  that  I  would  not  murmur,  but  be  content, 
even  though  herbs  and  water  only  should  be  my  fare,  from  sheer  grati- 
tude that  his  lot  had  not  likewise  fallen  on  me.  How  sincere  too  had  my 
wish  been,  that  as  he  was  destined  to  be  a  Lazarus  here,  he  might  not  be 
unlike  him  there.  Poor  Doctor  Lambert  died,  and,  may  I  add  ?  was  car- 
ried by  the  angels  into  Abraham's  bosom. 

I  mention  Father  John  too,  seventy-two  years  old.  His  children,  fine 
stalwart  sons  they  were,  had  been  grown,  settled,  and  become  parents 
themselves.  The  mother  had  died  many  years  back.  Father  John  was 
a  grand  father  then,  but  his  children's  children  never  called  him  that. 
And  surely,  there  was  very  little  grandness  about  him.  He  lived  with 
an  old  and  worthless  vixen.  His  children  had  roomy  houses,  but  he  was 
too  unmannerly  to  live  with  any  decent  family.  Hence  his  associations 
with  his  like.  Both  were  intemperate,  wicked^  and  wretched  in  the  ex- 
treme.   Many  a  year  did  they  spend  in  sin  and  shame.    He  grew  old, 
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sickly,  and  approached  the  grave.  His  hed  held  him  fast  at  last.  His 
sons  flocked  around  him  and  took  the  Pastor  along.  A  difficult  subject 
was  it  for  him.  He  lacked  skill  and  time^  he  thought.  But  weakness  is 
sometimes  as  good  as  strength.  Father  John  was  penitent  indeed.  I 
will  say  no  more,  nor  linger  long  over  a  drunkard's  grave.  It  is  misery's 
oblivion.     Who  would  pry  into  it  ? 

And  now  for  "  old  Volnet/,**  as  the  neighbors  called  him.  He  was 
aged  eighty  and  more  years.  He  had  the  face  and  white  hair  of  a  patri- 
arch. No  man  might  have  been  more  venerated  and  respected.  A 
learned  and  reading  man  he  was.  But  the  Bible  he  read,  to  scorn. 
Baron  D'Holbach's  *'  System  of  Nature/'  "  The  Natural  History  of  Su- 
perstition," "Offen  Legacy,"  Tom  Paine's  Writiogs  and  whatever  de- 
nied the  Divine  Truth,  were  his  delight.  Poor  man,  the  only  refuge  for 
him,  he  rejected.  Amid  all  his  weakness  and  ailings  he  would  argue 
and  blaspheme.  Often  was  he  seized  by  an  almost  suflocating  coughing 
spell,  whilst  busily  engaged  in  establishing  infidelity.  He  would  rave  at 
a  preacher  or  a  priest.  The  sound  of  the  church  bell  would  throw  him 
into  a  spasm.  He  ordered  not  to  have  his  body  laid  on  a  grave-yard  near 
a  church.  All  Christians  were  either  fools  or  knaves — ^he  alone  was  wise. 
He  was  a  strange  old  man.  I  never  passed  him  without  feeling  that 
I  was  near  a  '*  possessed"  mortal.  The  last  time  I  saw  him,  was  as  he 
was  just  returning  from  a  house,  where  he  had  deposited  a  lot  of  infidel 
works,  in  order  to  poison  the  mind  of  a  fine  young  man.  He  was  helped 
into  his  carriage  partly  by  crutches  and  partly  by  his  friends.  He  went 
home.  In  two  weeks,  I  was  told :  "  Old  Volney  is  dead !"  He  had  bolted 
himself  into  an  up-stairs  room,  loaded  his  pistol,  and  scattered  some  of  his 
blood  and  brains  on  the  wall.  The  young  man,  however,  joined  the 
Church,  and  the  books  intended  for  him,  the  young  man's  mother  gave 
into  my  hands. 

This  too  is  misery,  both  for  this  world  and  for  that  to  come. 

Mr.  Dickens,  when  asked  by  a  Pittsburgh  ^gentleman,  whether  he  had 
not  overdrawn  the  horrors  of  low  life  in  London,  replied — "  Overdrawn, 
overdrawn  !  Human  language  is  not  adequate  enough  to  a  just  descrip- 
tion V  So  I  simply  wish  to  affirm  that  I  have  not  overdrawn  the  speci- 
mens of  miserable  lives  which  I  here  present. 

Travelers  into  any  country  content  themselves  with  picking  up  and 
bringing  home  merely  a  few  samples  of  nature  and  art,  as  seen  and  exam- 
ined in  foreign  lands.  I  have  just  finished  a  review  of  human  life,  as 
witnessed  and  experienced  by  myself,  and  have  written  down  such  facts 
as  will  afford  us  all  an  average  standard  of  human  history  in  its  dregs. 
All  along  the  route  any  one  may  find  the  wrecks  lying  around.  Life  in 
the  lower  stratum,  and  in  the  higher  too,  is  a  sad  picture  a^r  all.  The 
tftory  as  told  from  the  first  mouth  is  a  mournful  story.  And  yet  it  is  good 
sometimes  to  see  that  picture  and  to  hear  that  story.  You  can  all  the 
more  heartily  pray  for  the  unfortunates,  as  enumerated  in  the  Litany. 
The  weak-hearted  must  be  comforted  and  helped !  the  fallen  must  be 
raised  up ;  those  in  danger,  necessity  and  tribulation  must  be  succored ; 
the  sick,  fatherless,  widowed,  desolate  and  oppressed  challenge  our  regard, 
sympathy  and  prayers.  And  even  here  we  may  not  stop.  Prayers,  tears, 
sermons  and  worthy  philanthropy,  these,  separately  or  collectively,  will  not 
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answer  fnlly  for  the  miserable.  We  need  men,  live  men,  alms  and  eleemo- 
synary institutions, — a  co  operating  machinery — laboring  directly  for  the 
advent  of  "  the  better  time  coming."  The  "  Home  for  Aged  Females," 
the  "Old Man's  Home,"  the  "Orphan  Houses," and  "Homes"  for  "Sol- 
diers" and  "  Friendless'  children — these  and  others  show  the  necessity  of 
a  grander  system  of  relief  for  the  MUerahlt,  They  are  but  approxima- 
tions and  apologies,  as  yet,  of  the  better  things  in  store.  The  good  Phy- 
sician will  yet  reign. 


THE  CHILDREN. 


The  following  beautiful  poem  was  written  by  Charles  Dickens: 
When  the  lessons  and  tasks  are  all  ended, 

And  the  school  for  the  day  is  dismissed, 
And  the  little  ones  gather  around  me, 

To  bid  me  good  night  and  be  kissed  ; 
Oh,  the  little  white  arms,  that  encircle 

My  neck  in  a  tender  embrace  1 
Oh,  the  smiles  that  are  halos  of  heaven, 

Shedding  sunshine  of  love  on  my  face  I 

And  when  they  are  gone  I  sit  dreaming 

Of  my  childliood,  too  lovely  to  last; 
Of  love  that  my  heart  will  remember. 

When  it  wakes  to  the  pulse  of  the  past. 
Ere  the  world  and  its  wickedness  made  me 

A  partner  of  sorrow  and  sin ; 
When  the  glory  of  God  was  about  me, 

And  the  glory  of  gladness  within. 

Oh,  mv  hea#t  grows  weak  as  a  woman's, 

And  the  fountains  of  feeling  will  flow, 
When  I  think  of  the  paths  steep  and  stony. 

Where  the  feet  of  the  dear  ones  must  go ; 
Of  the  mountains  of  sin  hanging  o'er  them, 

Of  the  tempest  of  Fate  blowing  wild  ; 
Oh !  there  is  nothing  on  earth  half  so  holy 

As  the  innocent  heart  of  a  child ! 

Thev  are  idols  of  hearts  and  of  households  ; 

They  are  angels  of  God  in  disguise ; 
His  sunlight  still  sleeps  in  their  tresses. 

His  glory  still  gleams  in  their  eyes  ; 
Oh  !  those  truants  from  home  and  from  heaven. 

They  have  made  me  more  manly  and  mild  I 
And  I  know  how  Jesus  could  liken 

The  Kingdom  of  God  to  a  child. 

I  ask  not  a  life  for  the  dear  ones. 
All  radiant,  as  others  have  done. 

But  that  life  may  have  just  enough  shadow 
To  temper  the  glare  of  the  sun ; 
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I  would  pray  God  to  guard  them  from  evil, 
But  my  prayer  would  bound  back  to  myself; 

Ah  !  a  seraph  may  pray  for  a  sinner, 
But  a  sinner  must  pray  for  himself. 

The  twig  is  so  easily  bended, 

I  have  banished  the  rule  and  the  rod; 
I  have  taught  them  the  goodness  of  knowledge, 

They  have  taught  me  the  coodneos  of  God ; 
My  heart  is  a  dungeon  of  darkness. 

Where  I  shut  them  from  breaking  a  rule; 
My  frown  is  suflficient  correction ; 

My  love  is  the  law  of  the  school. 

•  I  shall  leave  the  old  house  in  the  autumn, 

To  traverse  its  threshold  no  more; 
Ah  I  how  I  shall  sigh  for  the  dear  ones 

That  meet  me  each  mom  at  the  door! 
"I  shall  miss  the  "good  nights"  and  the  kisses, 

And  the  gush  of  their  innocent  glee. 
The  group  on  the  green,  and  the  flowers 

That  are  brought  every  morning  to  me. 

I  shall  misa  them  at  mom  and  at  eve, 

Their  song  in  the  school  and  the  street; 
I  shall  miss  the  low  hum  of  their  voices, 

And  the  tramp  of  their  delicate  feet. 
When  the  lessons  and  tasks  are  all  ended. 

And  death  says,  "The  school  is  dismissed," 
May  the  little  ones  gather  around  me. 

To  bid  me  good-night  and  be  kissed. 


WANTBD-A  TRADE. 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 


The  aneieot  Jews  had  respect  for  a  tradesmaD  or  mechaDic.  The  trade 
was  his  permaDent  profession.  Naught  but  disease  and  death  could  take 
this  from  him.  He  might  fail  in  business  and  lose  all  his  money;  the 
king  of  Babylon  might  carry  him  into  dreary  exile,  yet  his  trade  could 
never  be  taken  from  him.  Before  the  Jews  reached  the  Land  of  Promise, 
there  most  have  been  many  skillful  mechanics  among  them,  Who  had  ac- 
quired their  arts  in  Egypt.  None  bnt  such  could  have  built  the  Ark  of 
tho  covenant.  After  they  had  reached  Qanaan  nearly  all  got  to  be  farmers. 
Even  the  population  of  the  larger  cities  was  chiefly  composed  of  tillers  of 
the  soil,  whose  lands  lay  in  the  neighborhood.  Then  mechanics  were 
scarce.  The  people  were  troubled  to  know  where  to  get  their  clothing. 
When  Solomon  built  the  temple  he  could  not  find  the  masons  and  the 
carpenters  he  needed  among  all  the  millions  of  Israel,  but  had  to  get  them 
from  Hiram^  King  of  Tyre,  (1  Chron.  xiv.  1.) 

Every  family  had  to  make  its  own  clothes,  do  its  own  spinning  and 
Reaving,  and  grind  its  own  flour  with  a  small  hand-mill.     The  women 
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spun  with  the  distaff,  and  wove  the  cloths,  and  did  all  the  needle- work — 
in  short  made  the  clothes  for  the  family.  The  shoes  or  sandals  the  men 
could  easily  cut  from  a  dry  skin,  and  hind  it  with  straps  to  the  sole  of  the 
foot.  Hatters  they  needed  not,  since  their  hats  consisted  simply  of  a 
piece  of  cloth  coiled  around  the  head.  Even  the  most  of  their  furniture 
and  farming  implements  they  had  to  make  themselves.  Here  and  there  a 
skillful  worker  in  brass,  iron  or  stone  could  be  found,  but  they  were 
scarce. 

When  the  Jews  were  carried  into  captivity  their  habits  in  this  respect 
underwent  a  change.  Deprived  of  their  lands,  they  were  obliged  to  apply 
themselves  to  work  of  other  kinds.  Thereafter  Canaan  never  regained 
its  earlier  Hebrew  prosperity.  Property  was  less  secure;  and  less  equally 
divided.  A  much  larger  proportion  of  the  people  became  dependent  upon 
the  work  of  their  hands  in  the  mechanical  arts.  It  became  a  custom -*a 
part  of  the  religious  education  of  every  young  man,  however  wealthy  his 
parents,  to  learn  a  trade.  This  was  a  doctrine  of  their  wise  men.  One 
of  these,  Maimonides,  says :  "  The  wise  generally  practise  some  of  the  arts, 
lest  they  should  be  dependent  on  the  charity  of  others."  Another  says: 
''  He  that  teaches  not  his  son  a  trade,  is  as  if  he  taught  him  to  be  a  thief.'' 
And  another  remarks:  "He  that  has  a  trade  in  his  hand;  is  as  a  vineyard 
that  is  fenced." 

Joseph,  the  husband  of  Mary,  was  a  carpenter,  with  whom  the  young 
Jesus,  our  adorable  Saviour,  learned  the  same  trade.  And  Paul,  though 
destined  for  a  Jewish  lawyer,  learned  the  trade  of  a  tent  maker.  In  the 
Apostolic  Age,  it  was  considered  honorable,  honest  and  pious,  to  have  a 
trade,  and  vigorously  to  ply  it. 

With  all  this  the  opinions  and  tastes  of  our  own  time  stand  in  strange 
and  striking  contrast.  And  the  pernicious  fruits  of  it  are  seen  on  every 
hand.  We  learn  from  a  cotemporary,  that  Dr.  Gihon,  private  Secretary 
to  Gov.  Geary,  has  collected  statistics  on  this  subject.  He  says  that 
nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  the  young  criminals  and  convicts  who  apply  to 
Governor  Geary  for  pardon,  are  persons  who  have  never  learned  a  trade 
or  profession.  When  their  parents  or  friends  applying  for  pardon  are 
asked  why  they  were  not  taught  trades  or  professions,  their  reply  is : 
**  He  was  too  weakly,"  "  He  was  too  sensitive,"  or  "  He  thought  it  was  be- 
neath him."  As  this  paper  says :  ^'  There  are  great  rascals  among  mechanics 
and  professional  men.  But  the  man  who  has  a  trade  or  profession,  is 
always  the  most  independent,  and  has  fairer  prospects  at  hand  of  perma- 
nent success  in  life.  And  what  is  also  true,  in  this  connection,  in  a  prac- 
tical way,  is  the  lack  ot  skillful  labor  in  the  United  States.  American 
boys  for  the  last  ten  years,  have  been  loath  to  learn  trades.  Too  many 
of  them  desire  to  wield  yard  sticks  instead  of  hammers,  saws  and  planes. 
The  consequence  now  is,  that  sjiilled  labor  is  scarce,  and  that  the  best 
places  in  oor  workshops  are  filled  by  foreigners.  By  some  kind  of  teach- 
ing we  must  reform  this  evil.  There  must  be  more  encouragement  for 
boys  to  learn  trades — and  the  mechanical  vocation  mu»t  be  dignified  and 
elevated  by  being  recognized  as  worthy  the  study  and  the  acquirement  of 
the  most  intelligent  and  the  most  favored  in  every  community.  We  met 
a  lad  a  day  or  two  since  from  a  neighboring  village,  who  was  on  his  way 
to  enter  one  of  the  large  machine  shops  in  Philadelphia,  to  learn  a  trade. 
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He  had  an  edacation  to  fit  him  for  any  profession,  and  when  he  reaches 
his  majority,  he  will  become  the  possessor  of  a  competency;  nevertheless, 
the  native  good  sense  of  the  boy,  backed  by  the  practical  advice  of  an 
older  brother,  indaced  him  to  learn  a  trade,  and  we  predict  that  that  boy 
will  become  a  man  of  respectability  and  influence  in  any  community 
blessed  hereafter  with  his  citizenship." 

To  what  an  extent  this  antipathy  to  mechanical  pursuits  prevails 
among  the  young  men  of  this  country,  we  can  learn  from  the  following, 
taken  from  the  Philadelphia  Ledger! 

''WANTED — A  OLERK." 

A  few  days  ago  a'gentleman  advertised  in  this  paper  for  a  clerk,  and 
requested  applicants  to  address  their  notes  to  him  at  the  Ledger  Office.  By 
the  close  of  the  first  day  on  which  the  advertii>ement  appeared,  there 
were  four  hundred  and  eighteen  applicants  for  this  one  clerkship.  This 
afforded  a  most  forcible  illustration  of  the  extent  to  which  the  occupation 
of  clerking  and  book-keeping  is  overstocked  in  this  city.  But  a  few 
months  previous,  the  head  of  a  business  establishment,  who  wished  some 
help  in  the  way  of  writing,  but  in  which  some  literary  ability  was  required, 
advertised  for  an  assistant,  at  a  moderate  salary,  and  having  incidentally 
mentioned  that  the  position  might  suit  a  lawyer  or  physician  not  in  good 
practice,  got  more  than  a  hundred  applications,  of  which  ti^^y- three  were 
from  young  lawyers  and  doctors.  Here  was  another  illustration  of  an 
over  supply  of  the  professional  or  "genteel  occupations."  Another 
advertiser  in  the  Ledger,  who  wanted  a  person  to  take  charge  of  the  edi- 
torial work  of  a  weekly  paper,  got  fifty- seven  applications,  not  more  than 
half  a  dozen  of  the  applicants  being  recognized  newspaper  writers,  but 
nearly  all  of  them  being  clerks,  book-keepers  and  professional  men.  SUll 
another  advertised  for  two  apprentices  in  a  wheelwright  and  smith  shop^ 
in  one  of  the  semi-rural  wards  of  the  city,  requesting  applicants  to  give 
their  address  and  age.  He  got  three  applications,  but  in  every  case  the 
applicant  was  too  old,  two  of  them  being  over  eighteen,  and  one  nearly 
twenty.  Still  another  advertised  for  an  office  boy,  about  fourteen  years 
old,  and  had  so  many  applicants  that  his  place  was  crowded  for  more  thaa 
five  hours,  and  the  applicants  were  of  all  ages,  from  mere  children  not 
more  than  twelve  years  old  to  full  grown  men  of  twenty-one. 

These  are  not  very  cheerful  or  encouraging  signs.  They  are  such,  however, 
as  every  man  and  woman  in  Philadelphia  should  give  attention  to.  The 
present  generation  of  young  men  seem  to  have  a  strong  aversion  to  every 
kind  of  trade,  business,  calling  or  occupation  that  requires  manual  labor, 
and  an  equally  strong  tendency  towards  some  so  called  "genteel ''  employ- 
ment or  profession.  The  result  is  seen  in  such  lamentable  facts  as  those 
above  stated — a  superabundance  of  elegant  penmen,  book-keepers  and 
clerks  of  every  kind  who  can  get  no  employment,  and  are  wasting  their 
lives  in  the  vain  pursuit  of  what  is  not  to  be  had ;  and  a  terrible  overstock 
of  lawyers  without  practice  and  doctors  without  patients.  The  passion 
oo  the  part  of  the  boys  and  young  men  to  be  clerks,  office  attendants, 
messengers,  anything,  so  that  it  is  not  work  of  the  kind  that  will  make  them 
mechanics  or  tradesmen,  is  a  deplorable  sight  to  those  who  have  full  op- 
portunities to  see  the  distressing  effects  of  it  in  the  struggle  for  such  em- 
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ploymeDts  by  those  UDfortunates  who  have  put  it  out  of  their  power  to  do 
anything  else  by  neglecting  to  learn  some  permanent  trade  or  business  in 
which  trained  skill  can  always  be  turned  to  account.  The  applications 
for  clerkships  and  similar  positions  in  large  establishments  are  numerous 
bejond  anything  that  would  be  thought  of  by  those  who  have  no  chance 
to  witness  it.  Parents  and  relatives,  as  well  as  the  boys  and  young  men 
themselves,  seem  to  be  afflicted  with  the  same  infatuation.  To  all  such 
we  say,  that  the  most  unwise  advice  you  can  give  to  your  boy  is  to  en- 
courage him  to  be  a  clerk  or  a  book-keeper.  At  the  very  best,  it  is  not  a 
well  paid  occupation.  Very  frequently  it  is  among  the  very  poorest. 
This  is  the  case  when  the  clerk  is  fortunate  enough  to  be  employed ;  but 
if  he  should  happen  to  be  out  of  a  place,  then  comes  the  weary  search,  the 
fearful  struggle  with  the  thousiuds  of  others  looking  for  places,  the  never- 
ending  disappointments,  the  hope  deferred  that  makes  the  heart  sick,  the 
strife  with  poverty,  the  humiliations  that  take  all  the  manhood  out  of  the 
poor  souls,  the  privations  and  sufferings  of  those  who  depend  upon  his 
earnings,  and  who  have  no  resource  when  he  is  earning  nothing.  No 
father,  no  mother,  no  relative  should  wish  to  see  their  boys  or  kindred 
wasting  their  young  lives  in  striving  after  the  genteel  positions  that  bring 
such  trials  and  privations  upon  them  in  after  life. 

How  do  these  deplorably  false  notions  as  to  choice  of  occupation  get 
into  the  heads  of  boys?  Why  do  they  or  their  parents  consider  it  more 
"  genteel"  or  desirable  to  run  errands,  sweep  out  offices,  make  fires,  copy 
letters,  etc.,  than  to  make  hats  or  shoes,  or  lay  bricks,  or  wield  the  saw  or 
jack-plane,  or  handle  the  machinist's  file,  or  the  black  smith's  hammer? 
We  nave  heard  that  some  of  them  get  these  notions  at  school  If  this  be 
true,  it  is  a  sad  perversion  of  the  means  of  education  provided  for  our 
youth,  which  are  intended  to  make  them  useful,  as  well  as  intelligent  mem- 
bers of  society,  and  not  useless  drags  and  drones.  Should  it  be  so,  that 
the  present  generation  of  boys  get  it  into  their  heads  that,  because  they 
have  more  school  learning  and  book  accomplishment  than  their  fathers 
had,  they  must  therefore  look  down  upon  the  trades  that  require  skill  and 
handicraft,  and  whose  productions  make  up  the  vast  mass  of  the  wealth 
of  every  country,  then  it  is  time  for  the  Controllers  and  the  Directors  to 
have  the  interior  walls  of  our  &cho9l-houses  covered  with  mixims  and 
mottoes,  warning  them  against  the  fatal  error. 


Modesty. — Modesty  adorns  virtue,  as  bashfalness  ornaments  beauty ;, 
it  harmonizes  with  a  just  sense  of  character,  as  moderation  harmoni^^es 
with  justice.  It  hightens  dignity  of  character,  as  simplicity  enhances 
greatness.  It  adds  to  merit  the  same  charms  which  candor  adds  to  the 
greatness  of  heart.  What  is  modesty?  Is  it  not  a  sense  of  excellence 
so  deep  and  true  that  the  observance  of  duty  appears  a  natural  thing? 
Is  it  not  so  sincere  a  desire  for  what  is  excellent,  that  what  is  much  more 
perceptible  than  what  is  already  obtained?  Is  it  not  so  pure  a  love  for 
what  is  good,  that  it  forgets  the  reward  reserved  for  merit  in  the  appro- 
bation of  others  ?  ' 
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THE  ROBBEB. 

{From  the  German  of  R.  E.  Frutz.) 

BT  0.   O.   A.   HtJLLHOBfiT. 


On  the  solitary  highway, 

Close  behind  the  crucifixum,* 

Stood  the  robber  slyly  lurking, 

In  his  hand  the  glittering  sabre 

And  the  rifle  heavy  loaded. 

For  he  would  ensnare  the  merchant 

Who  with  treasures  rich  and  costly, 

Precious  garments,  sparkling  jewels, 

From  the  mart  is  soon  returning. 

Downward  now  the  sun  is  sinkmg 

And  the  moon  shines  through  the  cloudlets . 

And  the  robber  still  is  lurking 

Nigh  the  lofty  Crucifixum. 

Hark !  sweet  sounds  like  angels'  voices, 
Gentle  sighs  with  loud  petitions 
Clearly,  like  the  bells  of  vesper 
Through  the  silent  air  are  breaking ; 
Soft  with  unaccustomed  voices 
Prayer  is  stealing  in  his  ear 
Ana  he  stands  and  listens  keenly : 

"0  Protector  of  the  lonely ! 
O  Thou  guardian  of  the  wanderer! 
Bow,  0  bow  Thy  heavenly  countenance, 
Beaming  as  the  sun  and  smiling, 
Down  upon  us  little  children  1 
Spread,  0  spread  thy  arms  so  loving. 
That  were  on  the  cross  extended. 
Like  two  wings  around  our  father, 
That  no  storm  may  spoil  the  pathway, 
That  his  good  horse  may  not  stumble, 
Nor  the  robber  mute  and  lurking 
Find  him  in  the  woody  hollow. 
0  Protector  of  the  lonely ! 
0  Thou  guardian  of  the  wanderer ! 
Lead  him  home,  the  kind  dear  father  \" 

And  the  robber  listens  mutely 
Nigh  the  lofty  Crucifixum. 
Then  the  infant,  humbly  kneeling 
And  his  soft  hands  gently  folding : 

'Craeifixum  is  the  original  Latin  (post-olaasioal  or  modern)  of  ornoifiz. 
Vol,  XX. — t. 
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"Dearest  Jesus/'  lisps  he  meekly, 
"0,  I  know  Thou  art  Almighty,^ 
Sitting  on  the  throne  of  heaven, 
Among  stars  so  bright  and  golden, 
And  the  lovely,  cheerful  angels — 
As  the  nurse  has  often  told  me — 
0  have  mercy,  blessed  Jesus; 
Give  to  all  the  fearless  robbers, 
Bread  do  give  them,  bread  in  plenty. 
That  they  may  not  need  to  plunder 
Nor  to  murder  our  dear  father! 
If  I  knew  where  was  a  robber 
Then  this  little  chain  Fd  give  him, 
And  this  cross  and  leather  girdle. 
Saying :  Dearest,  dearest  robber. 
Take  this  chain  and  cross  and  girdle. 
That  you  may  not  need  to  plunder 
Nor  to  murder  our  dear  father!" 

And  the  robber  listens  mutely 
Nigh  behind  the  crucifixum, 
And  from  far  he  hears  them  coming. 
Horses  snorting,  wagons  rolling: 
Slowly  seizes  he  the  sabre, 
•  Slowly  takes  he  up  the  rifle 
And  thus  stands  he  meditating  , 

Close  behind  the  crucifixum. 
But  the  children  still  are  kneeling: 
**0  Protector  of  the  lonely  I 
0  Thou  guardian  of  the  wanderer! 
Lead  him  home,  the  kind,  dear  father!" 

And  their  lather  soon  comes  riding, 
Free  from  harm  and  unendangered, 
In  his  arms  he  takes  his  children — 
Happy  stammering!  sweetest  kisses ! 
And  no  robber  could  be  seen. 
Nothing  but  the  sabre  found  they, 
And  the  rifle  heavy  loaded 
Close  behind  the  crucifixum : 
He  had  dropped  them  both  and  left  them. 


True  Freedom. — That  is  an  admirable  expressioD  in  the  first 
Collect  in  the  morning  pray^er,  "  Thy  service  is  perfect  freedom."  And 
a  noble  freedom  it  is,  indeed,  to  have  the  soul  released  from  the  insup- 
portable slavery  of  ignorance  and  vice,  and  set  at  liberty  to  range  in  the 
spacious  and  delicious  plains  of  wisdom  and  virtue ;  to  have  it  delivered 
from  the  harsh  and  turbulent  tyranny  of  insulting  passions,  and  established 
under  the  gentle  and  delightful  government  of  right  reason. 
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THE  BOOKS  WE  BEAD. 

BY  THE   EDITOR. 


A  fe^  eveniDgs  ago  I  sat  among  a  group  of  nephews  and  nieces. 
Some  merrily  laughed  and  chatted,  some  played  and  prattled  while  others 
conned  over  school  lessons.  It  was  through  speaking  now  with  this,  then 
with  that  one,  my  eyes  and  heart  were  on  a  certain  little  chap  for  whom 
the  tahle  was  almost  too  high  to  lay  his  book  upon  wherein  he  read. 
*^  Papa,  please  let  me  have  thnt  paper  when  you  are  done  with  it/'  said  the 
little  fellow.  Presently  Papa  hands  him  the  paper,  and  the  short  philos- 
opher becomes  unconscious  of  all  around  him,  while  he  is  poring  over 
the  daily  paper,  so  intently  does  he  read  the  n^ws.  This  thirst  for  news 
is  nothing  extraordinary  in  the  case  of  older  persons,  but  for  children  even 
to  pant  for  the  indispensable  daily  paper,  affords  matter  for  serious  reflec- 
tion. 

It  is  interesting  to  sit  in  the  back  corner  of  some  crowded  Sunday- 
school,  and  watch  the  countenances  and  conduct  of  the  scholars  as  their 
papers  and  books  are  handed  to  them,  as  a  brood  of  unfledged  robins,  which 
hail  the  return  of  the  parent  bird,  with  beaks  wide  open  to  receive  and 
enjoy  the  choicely  gathered  food,  so  catch  the  truth,  hungry  children,  at 
every  new  book  and  newspaper  given  to  them. 

There  is  a  class  of  animals  which  are  said  to  be  '^  omnivorous" — all-eat- 
ing— because  they  devour  herbs  and  flesh  and  everything  else  eaten  by 
any  living  thing.  There  is  a  class  of  readers  who  possess  a  similar  ca- 
pacity. All  books,  good,  bad  and  indifferent,  poetry  and  prose,  philosophy 
and  theology,  fiction  and  fact,  are  alike  crammed  into  the  same  mental 
stomach.  Many  young  people  read  any  and  every  kind  of  light  reading, 
which  they  can  lay  their  hands  upon,  without  ever  inquiring  as  to  wheth- 
er they  will  gain  or  lose  thereby. 

An  intelligent  friend  of  the  Guardian  remarked  to  me  not  long  since, 
that  in  hia  early  youth  he  read  a  very  captivating  novel.  Among  many 
striking  things  it  contained,  were  well  concealed  flings  at  the  Bible  and 
Christianity.  He  never  suspected  the  slightest  danger  when  he  took  up 
the  book.  His  parents  had  carefully •  given  him  a  pious  training.  The 
whole  blessed  fruit  of  thi^  was  poisoned  by  reading  this  one  book.  It  fas- 
tened certain  doubts  upon  his  mind,  which  followed  him  for  years.  Not 
that  he  wished  to  be  an  unbeliever.  He  could  not  help  it.  The  reading 
of  that  one  book  did  all  the  mischief,  which  it  required  years  for  the  grace 
of  God  to  counteract. 

Another  victim  of  unwise  reading  I  remember.  He  was  a  man  of 
learning,  who  stood  in  the  front  ranks  of  his  profession.  He  graced  the 
httlls  of  Legislation  and  became  the  expounder  of  law  upon  the  bench. 
No  man  was  more  regular  in  his  pew  at  Church,  and  few  in  the  congrega- 
tion more  liberal  in  the  support  of  the   cause  of  Christ.     I  sought  his 
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society  to  which  he  always  hade  me  welc  )me.  He  was  well  read  ia  Church 
History,  and  conversed  on  topics  of  sacred  and  profane  literature  as  few 
laymen  can.  Yet  he  was  without  faith,  though  a  better  man  than  many 
who' profess  to  have  it.  Up  to  that  time  he  had  never  connected  with  the 
Church — had  never  communed.  Why  not  ?  As  he  himself  told  me  be- 
cause when  a  youth  he  had  read  Volney's  Travels — ^an  able  and  deeply 
interesting  work,  but  brimful  of  infidelity.  An  unsuspecting  young  man 
he  read  it  with  no  little  pleasure,  thinking  that  by  his  good  judgment  and 
strong  will,  he  could  neutralizs  the  poisonous  effects  of  the  bo  >k.  The 
seed  of  error  fell  into  his  receptive  heart,  took  root,  and  followed  him 
through  life.  Not  that  he  wished  to  be  unbelieving,  or  di-^card  the  doc- 
trines and  claims  of  the  church.  All  resulted  from  reading  one  bad  book. 
He  has  gone  to  his  rest.  And  ere  going,  the  blood  of  Christ  washed 
away  the  stain  from  his  heart  which  Volney  had  made.  Through  baptism 
and  confirmation  he  became  a  Member  of  the  Church,  and  through  the 
Church  a  member  of  Christ,  and  an  heir  of  everlasting  life. 

Reai,  but  read  aright.  There  are  miny  books,  b  it  all  books  are  not 
alike  good  to  read.  Some  had  better  be  burned.  And  because  they  are 
not  burned  b3times,  those  that  read  are  in  dinger  of  everlasting  burning. 
''  A  book's  a  book,  though  there  is  nothing  in  it."  Don't  read  it  unless  it 
contains  something  instructive  and  edifying.  Pew  paople  have  much 
time  to  read.  The  more  important,  therefore,  to  spend  the  little  time  we 
have  for  it,  in  reading  something  that  will  bless  and  not  curse  us. 

We  cannot  expect  all  persons  to  read  the  sam3  books.  The  young  need 
a  certain  kind  of  reading,  adapted  to  their  wants  in  style  and  contents. 
Neither  too  heavy  nor  too  light,  neither  too  deep  nor  too  shallow.  It 
would  be  folly  to  ask  a  lad  of  15  to  read  Kant's  Pure  Reason;  and  an 
equal  folly  to  put  Rothe*s  Ethics  into  the  hands  of  a  girl  of  that  age. 
And  if  possible,  a  still  greater  folly  to  assign  them  a  course  of  reading  in 
the  literary  or  rather  iliiterary  chaff  and  husk  which  in  our  day  deluges 
the  book  markets. 

Reading,  ought  to  have  an  aim.  What  does  the  reader  intend  to  make 
of  himself?  A  lawyer,  doctor,  clergyman,  mechanic,  farmer?  Let  books 
be  selected  with  a  view  to  his  expected  future  calling.  Ladies  ought, 
likewise,  to  guard  against  aimless  reading.  For  them,  too,  God  has  a  vo- 
cation. Whether  they  expect  to  make  themselves  useful  by  teaching  or 
sewing,  by  labor  with  their  minds  or  hands,  or  b  )th,  as  they  ought  to  dO; 
they  ought,  in  part,  to  know,  and  shape  their  reading  accordingly. 

The  following,  taken  from  the  February  number  of  the  Hours  at  Home, 
we  deem  good  advice,  a  fair  specimen  of  the  usual  contents  of  this  excel- 
lent Monthly : 

The  first  rule  which  we  prescribe  is  to  read  with  attention.  This  is 
the  rule  of  all  others ;  the  golden  rule.  It  stands  instead  of  a  score  of 
minor  directions.  Indeed^  it  comprehends  them  all.  To  gain  the  power 
and  habit  of  attention,  is  the  great  difficulty  to  be  overcome  by  young 
readers.when  they  begin.  The  one  reason  why  reading  is  so  dull  to  mul- 
titudes of  active  and  eager  minds  is  that  they  have  not  acquired  this 
habit  of  attention,  so  far  as  books  are  concerned.  The  eye  may  be  fast- 
ened upon  the  page,  and  the  mind  may  follow  the  lines,  and  yet  the 
mind  not  be  half  awake  to  the  thoughts  of  the  author,  or  the  best  half 
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of  its  energies  may  be  abroad  on  some  wandering  errand.  One  evil  tbat 
comes  from  omnivorous  and  indiscriminate  reading  is  that  the  attention  is 
wearied  and  overborne  by  the  multitude  of  the  objects  that  pass  before  it; 
that  the  miserable  habit  is  formed  and  strengthened  of  seeming;  to  follow 
the  author  when  he  is  half  comprehended,  of  vacantly  gazing  upon  the 
page  that  serves  just  to  occupy  and  excite  the  fancy,  without  leaving  dis- 
tinct and  lasting  impressions. 

It  was  said  of  Edmund  Burke,  who  was  a  great  reader  and  a  great 
thinker  also,  that  he  read  every  book  as  if  he  wore  never  to  see  it  a  sec- 
ond time,  and  thus  made  it  his  own,  a  possession  for  life.     Were  his  ex- 
ample imitated,  much  time  would  be  saved  that  is  spent  in  recalling  things 
half  remembered,  in  taking  up  the  stitches  of  lost  thoughts.     A  greater 
loss  than  that  of  time  would  be  avoided ;  the  loss  of  dignity  and  power, 
which  is  possessed  by  him  who  keeps  his  mind  tense,  active  and  wakeful. 
It  is  very  common  to  give  the  rule  thus,  "  Whatever  is  worth  reading  at 
all,  is  worth  reading  well.''     If  by  well,  is  intended  the  utmost  stretch  of 
attention,  it  is  not  literally  true,  for  there  are  books  which  serve  for  pas- 
time and  amusement,  books  which  can  be  run  through  when  we  are  half- 
siok,  and  almost  unable  to  attend.     Then  there  are  books  which  we   may 
look  through,  as  a  merchant  runs  over  the  advertisements  in  a  newspaper 
— taking  up  the  thoughts  that  interest  and  concern  us  especially,  as  a 
magnet  takes  and  hold  the  iron  filings  that  are  scattered  through  a  hand- 
fiil  of  sand.     But  if  every  part  of  a  book  be  equally  worthy  our  atten- 
tion, as  Arnold,  Grote,  Merivale,  Oibbonr,  Burke  or  Webster;    Milton, 
Shakespeare  or  Scott,  then  should  the  entire  energy  of  attention  be 
aroused  during  the  time  of  reading.     The  page  should  be  read  as  if  it 
were  never  to  be  seen  a  second  time;  the  menral  eye  should  be   fixed  as 
if  there  were  no  other  object  to  think  of;  the  memory  should  grasp  the 
facts  rthe  needful  dates,  the  incidents,  etc.),  like  a  vice,  the  impressions 
sboula  be  distinctly  and  sharply  received,  the  feelings   should  glow  in- 
tensely at  all  that  is  worthy  and  burn   with  indignation  at  everything 
which  is  bad.     For  the  want  of  this  habit,  thoroughly  matured  and  made 
permanent,  time  is  wasted,  negligent  habits  are  formed,  the  powers  of  the 
mind  are  systematically  weakened  by  the  very  exercise  which  should  give 
them  strength,  and  the  act  which  ought  to  arouse  and  strengthen  the 
intellect,  produces  no  deeper  and  more  abiding  impression  than  the  shifb- 
iog  pictures  of  a  magic  lantern,  or  the  fantastic  groupings   of  the   kalei- 
doscope— firs*  a  bewildering  show,  then  confusion  and  vacancy. 

There  is  nowadays  a  special  danger  from  this  inattention.  So  many 
books,  are  written,  which  are  good  enough  in  their  way,  and  yet  are  the 
food  for  easy,  i.  e.  lazy  reading,  and  they  are  so  cheap  withal ;  so  much 
excitement  prevails  in  regard  to  them,  that  an  active  mind  is  in  danger  of 
knowing  many  things  superficially,  and  nothing  well,  of  being  driven 
through  one  volume  after  another  with  such  breathless  haste  as  to  receive 
few  clear  impressions  and  no  lasting  influences. 

Passive  reading  is  the  evil  habit  against  which  most  readers  need  to  be 
guarded,  and  to  overcome  which,  when  formed,  requires  the  most  manful 
&Dd  persevering  efforts.  The  habit  is  the  natural  result  of  a  profusion  of 
books,  and  the  indolence  of  our  natures  and  our  times,  which  desires  to 
receive  thoughts,  or  rather  pictures,  rather  than  vigorously  react  against 
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them  by  an  effort  that  thinks  them  over  and  makes  them  its  own.  It  is 
the  inteliectual  dyspepsia  which  is  induced  by  a  plethora  of  intellectual 
diet,  if  that  may  be  called  intellectual  which  is  the  weak  dilution  of 
thought.  Almost  better  not  to  read  at  all,  than  to  read  in  such  a  way. 
Certainly  it  is  better  to  be  forced  to  steal  a  half  hour  from  sleep,  after  a 
day  of  bodily  toil,  or  to  depend  for  your  reading  on  an  hour  at  a  mid  day 
nooning  when  your  fellow-laborers  are  asleep,  if  you  but  fix  your  whole 
mind  on  what  you  read,  than  to  dawdle  away  weeks  and  months,  in  turn- 
ing over  the  leaves  of  hundreds  of  volumes  in  search  for  something  new, 
which  is  feebly  conceived,  as  lazily  dismissed,  and  as  stupidly  forgotten. 
Better  read  one  history,  one  poem,  or  one  novel,  well,  if  it  takes  a  year  to 
dispatch  it  at  stolen  intervals  of  time,  than  to  lazily  consume  twelve  hours 
of  the  day  in  a  process  which  uses  up  the  time,  and  what  is  worse,  uses 
up  the  intellect,  the  fancy  and  the  Hying  soul. 

But  how  is  the  attention  to  be  controlled  ?  how  can  this  miserable  pas- 
si  veness  be  prevented  or  overcome  ?  Rules  in  great  number  have  been 
prescribed.  All  sorts  of  directions  have  been  devised.  An  ingenious 
author  has  advised  that  each  sentence  should  be  read  through  at  a  single 
breath ;  the  breath  being  retained  until  the  sentence  is  finished.  Some 
advise  to  read  with  the  pen  in  hand  ;  others  to  make  a  formal  analysis  of 
every  volume ;  others  to  repeat  to  ourselves,  or  to  recite  to  others,  the 
substance  of  each  page  and  chapter.  These,  and  other  devices,  are  all  of 
service  in  their  way,  and  some  of  them  we  will  consider  in  their  appro- 
priate place.  But  their  chief  value  turns  upon  this,  that  they  awaken  an 
interest  or  require  an  interest,  either  direct  or  indirect,  in  the  subject- 
matter  which  is  read.  Whatever  awakens  the  interest  will  be  certain  to 
fix  and  hold  the  attention.  The  hired  lad  in  the  country  who  steals  an 
hour  from  sleep  or  rest,  that  he  may  get  on  a  few  pages  in  the  odd  vol- 
ume of  Plutarch  or  Kollin  which  has  fallen  in  his  way,  to  unfold  before 
his  astonished  gaze  the  till  then  unknown  history  of  the  ancient  world; 
and  the  errand  boy  of  the  city,  who  stands  trembling  at  the  book  stall, 
lest  the  sturdy  Jew  who  owns  it  should  cut  short  his  borrowed  pleasure 
from  the  pnge  which  he  devours,  need  no  artificial  devices  to  teach  them 
to  hold  the  mind  to  the  book,  or  to  retain  its  contents.  The  great  secret 
of  their  attention  is  to  be  found  in  the  fresh  interest  with  which  they  lay 
hold  of  the  thoughts  of  the  pictured  page,  and  this  is  the  great  secret 
of  the  habit  of  successful  reading  even  to  the  mind  that  has  been  disci- 
plined to  the  most  anoazing  feats  of  application.  There  are  no  arts  of 
attention,  no  arts  of  memory  which  can  be  compared  with  this  natural  and 
certain  condition  of  success. 

He  then  who  would  read  with  attention  must  learn  to  be  interested  in 
what  he  reads.  He  must  feel  wants,  or  learn  to  create  wants,  which  must 
be  supplied.  If  it  be  history  that  he  would  read  with  attention,  be  must 
feel  deficiencies  that  will  not  let  him  rest  till  they  are  supplied ;  he  must 
be  impelled  by  a  desire  that  will  command  its  object.  Is  it  poetry  or 
fiction  ?  He  must  be  excited  by  a  restless  appetite  that  will  be  ever 
amused  with  new  pictures,  or  diverted  by  humorous  pieces,  or  stirred  by 
lofty  ideals,  or  charmed  by  poetic  melody,  and  that  grows  by  what  it 
feeds  on.  And  the  man  must  master  and  not  be  mastered  by  his  in- 
creasing stock  of  knowledge  and  his  treasured  products  of  the  imagina- 
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tion.  He  must  exercise  ereat  and  still  greater  energy  in  judging  and 
applying  the  acquisitions  he  has  made,  making  them  to  accompany  his 
musings,  to  feed  bis  memory,  to  animate  his  principles,  to  guide  his  life. 


MYSTEBIES  OF  THE  BEE  HIVE. 

Rev.  Dr.  Gumming,  of  England,  recently  delivered  a  lecture  in  Liver- 
pool on  Bees,  Bee  Hives  and  Bee  Masters,  from  which  we  make  the  follow- 
ing extract,  as  reported  in  an  English  paper : 

The  lecturer  commenced  by  explaining  why  he  had  chosen  this  subject, 
and  how  he  had  acquired  his  information.  He  was  in  the  habit,  with  his 
wife  and  children,  of  going  down  to  a  cottage  in  Kent  in  the  summer 
months ;  and,  as  had  been  wisely  said,  the  bow  must  not  be  always  bent, 
he  had  sought  out  amusement  in  hours  that  he  could  spare  from  those 
duties  which  devolved  on  him  as  a  minister ;  that  he  had  found  that 
amusement  in  studying  the  hive  ;  and  the  result  of  that  study  was  the 
observations  which  he  would  lay  before  them.  At  his  cottage  he  had 
nearly  a  dozen  hives ;  some  of  them  had  glass  windows,  and  some  had 
not.  Frequently,  during  the  day,  he  sat  by  these  hives,  listened  to  the 
music  of  the  inhabitants,  and  watched  their  habits,  and  jotted  down  such 
observations  as  occurred  to  him.  The  lecturer  proceeded  to  describe  the 
inhabitants  of  the  hive: — There  were  not  three  different  kinds  of  bees, 
but  three  species  of  bees  in  the  same  hive — the  queen  bee,  the  working 
bee,  and  the  drone  bee.  There  was  a  division  of  labor  among  the  work- 
ing bees.  There  were  the  bees  that  collected  the  honey,  bees  that  col- 
lected bee-bread  for  the  nourishment  of  the  young  brood,  bees  appointed 
to  shape  the  cells,  others  to  guard  the  hive,  and  lastly,  bees  to  ventilate 
the  hive.  It  was  a  curious  fact  that  the  honey  bee  did  not  go  from  flower 
to  flower,  but  selected  one  flower,  upon  which  it  settled,  and  labored  at 
that  single  flower.         . 

He  could  take  any  of  his  bees  in  his  hand  without  any  fear  of  their 
stinging  him ;  but  if  a  stranger  went  near,  the  guards  at  once  suspected 
him,  and  immediately  flew  at  him.  The  sentinels  relieved  each  other  at 
intervals,  mounting  guard  three  or  four  at  a  time.  If  a  hive  were 
watched,  it  would  be  found  that  those  who  were  appointed  as  ventilators, 
camo  to  the  mouth  of  the  hive  four  or  five  at  a  time,  and  using  their 
wings  as  fans  kept  up  a  current  of  air,  so  that  the  other  workers  labored 
in  a  moderate  temperature  It  was  a  curious  fact,  and  well  worthy  of 
notice,  that  if  a  bee  master,  in  order  to  ventilate  the  hive,  made  a  hole  in 
the  top,  the  bees  immediately  closed  it  up.  From  this  it  would  seem  that 
the  bees  knew  that  fresh  air  was  essential  to  healthy  life,  but  that  draught 
was  pernicious. 

In  describing  the  queen  bee,  and  the  great  deference  and  attention 
paid  to  it  by  the  other  bees,  the  reverend  doctor  said  that  he  had  ob- 
served that  the  bees  were  very  fond  of  strong  drink,  and  especially  of 
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rum  sweetened  with  sugar.  On  one  occasion  he  found  the  bees  in  one  of 
his  hives  declining,  and  he  gave  them  some  rum  to  revive  them.  Instead, 
however,  of  using  it  as  a  medicine,  they  drank  to  excess ;  for,  on  looking 
into  the  hive  subsequently,  he  found  the  ladies  in  waiting,  instead  of  be- 
having themselves  in  thoir  usual  decorous  manner,  tumbling  about,  and 
the  queen  herself,  very  tottering.  In  fact,  they  had  got  so  drunk,  that, 
though  it  was  in  November,  they  thought  it  was  swarming  time,  and 
rushed  out  of  the  hive,  but  the  frosty  air  soon  sent  them  back  to  their 
hive  and  to  their  sober  senses. 

Of  drones,  or  male  bees,  there  were  from  1,500  to  2,000  in  a  hive.  It 
might  be  asked  what  was  the  use  of  2,000  drone  bees  in  a  hive,  since  the 
queen  only  selected  one  as  her  husband,  and  if  the  husband  died,  never 
married  another,  but  remained  a  widow.  Well  this  was  a  puzzling  ques- 
tion. He  had  made  a  discovery,  which  led  him  to  adopt  the  theory  which 
he  must  acknowledge  had  been  opposed  by  certain  able  apiarians.  During 
the  breeding  time,  when  the  bees  were  developing  in  the  cells  appointed 
for  that  purpose,  the  temperature  was  never  le>s  than  80  or  90  degrees. 
During  the  cool  of  the  morning,  until  twelve  at  noon,  the  drones  re- 
mained in  the  hive.  At  twelve  they  went  out  for  an  hour  or  so,  and 
then  returned  to  the  hive,  remaining  until  the  evening.  He  noticed  that 
the  time  of  their  absence  was  just  when  the  sun  was  the  hottest,  and  the 
drones  being  fat,  he  believed  that  they  remained  in  the  hive  to  keep  up 
the  heat.  The  drones  were  drunken,  lazy  fellows.  As  soon  as  the  queen 
had  selected  her  husband,  the  other  males  began  to  sip  the  honey,  never 
doing  anything  to  keep  up  the  stores  of  the  hive. '  The  other  bees  must 
have  learned  somewhere  the  maxim,  that  if  any  man  will  not  work 
neither  shall  he  eat,  for  as  soon  as  they  began  to  fill  the  hive  with  honey, 
they  garroted  the  drones  and  threw  them  out  of  the  hive. 

The  lecturer  then  pointed  out  the  folly  and  wickedness  of  those  who, 
Qsing  the  common  straw  hives,  burnt  the  bees  to  get  the  honey.  There 
were  three  different  kinds  of  hives  by  which  this  might  be  avoided — ^the 
story ing,  the  collateral,  and  the  nadir  hives.  By  these  methods  the  bee- 
master  saved  his  bees,  and  obtained  honey  greater  in  quantity  and  purer 
in  quality.  He  thought  that  any  one  living  in  the  country  might  make 
£8  or  £10  a  year  by  keeping  bees,  so  that  a  cotlbger  might  thus  pay  his 
rent.  He  enumerated  the  enemies  of  the  bee — the  wasp,  the  spider,  the 
tomtit,  the  snail,  and  the  moth.  The  greatest  enemy  of  all,  however,  was 
man,  when  he  obtained  the  honey  by  using  sulphur.  In  speaking  of 
the  excellent  memory  of  tha  bee  and  its  affectionate  nature,  the  lecturer 
said  that  he  might,  in  the  summer  time,  be  frequently  found  covered  with 
his  bee«',  who  all  knew  him,  and,  therefore,  would  not  sting  him. 

WHY  BEES   WOaK   IN   THE  DARK. 

A  lifetime  might  be  spent  in  investigating  the  mysteries  hidden  in  a 
bee-hive,  and  still  half  of  the  secrets  would  be  undiscovered.  The  for- 
mation of  the  cell  has  long  been  a  celebrated  problem  for  the  mathemati- 
cian, whilst  the  changes  which  the  honey  undergoes  offer  at  least  an 
equal  interest  to  the  chemist.  Every  one  knows  what  honey  fresh  from 
the  comb  is  like.  It  is  a  clear  yellow  syrup  without  a  trace  of  solid 
sugar  in  it.     Upon  straining,  however,  it  gradually  assumes  a  crystalline 
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appearance — it  candies,  as  tbe  saying  is,  and  ultimately  becomes  a  solid 
lump  of  sugar.  It  has  not  been  suspected  that  this  change  was  due  to  a 
photographic  action ;  that  the  same  agent  which  alters  the  molecular  ar- 
rangement of  the  iodine  of  silver  on  the  excited  collodion  plate,  and  de- 
termines the  formation  of  camphor  and  iodine  crystals  in  a  bottle,  causes 
the  syrup  honey  to  assume  a  crystalline  form.  Thb,  however,  is  the  case. 
M.  Scheibler  has  enclosed  honev  in  stoppered  flasks,  some  of  which  he 
has  kept  in  perfect  darkness,  whilst  others  have  been  exposed  to  the  light. 
The  invariable  results  have  been  that  the  sunned  portion  rapidly  crystal- 
izes,  whilst  that  kept  in  the  dark  has  remained  perfectly  liquid.  We  now 
see  why  bees  are  so  careful  to  work  in  perfect  darkness,  and  why  they 
are  so  careful  to  obscure  the  glass  windows  which  are  sometimes  placed  in 
their  hives.  The  existence  of  their  young  depends  on  the  liquidity  of 
the  saccharine  food  presented  to  them,  and  if  light  were  allowed  access 
to  this^  the  syrup  would  gradually  acquire  a  more  or  less  solid  consist- 
ency ',  It  would  seal  up  the  cells,  and  in  all  probability  prove  fatal  to  the 
inmates  of  the  hive. — "  Chronicle  of  Optics*'  in  the  Quarterly  Journal 
of  Science, 


TWO  HOME  PICTUBBS, 

BY  ETA   HON   KOBE. 


No  wreath  of  love,  no  fonnt  of  joy 
"Whose  sacred  waters  never  cloy  ; 
No  melody  the  live-long  day, 
To  while  corroding  cares  away ; 
From  mom  to  dewy  eve  is  heard 
The  bitter,  sad,  repining  word ; 
Like  wrankled  weeds  it  throve  and  ffrew, 
And  choked  the  soft- word  blossoms  few ; 
A  blight  on  tender  plants  is  cast. 
Whose  spirit-leaves  are  withering  fast 
And  he  who  leaves  his  daily  toils 
Finds  there  from  whence  his  heart  recoils ; 
For  one  who  e'er  should  be  home's  sun, 
Is  but  a  cloud  his  Hfe  upon ; 
Instead  of  beaming  hope  and  cheer 
She  weeps  him  but  the  rainy  tear : 
The  face  that  might  his  cares  beguile, 
And  chase  them  with  its  loving  smile, 
Oft  meets  him  with  a  chilling  frown 
As  though  he  were  an  idle  lown, 
Yet  diligence  and  frugal  care 
Kept  want  from  ever  entering  there. 
Discouragements  have  done  their  part. 
Dispelled  the  noble  from  his  heart, 
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Possessing  not  the  magnet  love, 
To  draw  hia  mind  to  joys  above; 
He  reaps  the  bitter  fruit  of  life 
That  grows  around  a  scolding  wife. 
Their  nome  might  be  a  smiling  field ; 
Alas  but  weeds  and  brambles  yield; 
We  turn  in  pensive  thought  away, 
A  scene  so  void  of  love's  pure  ray. 
To  you  who  murmur  and  complain, 
The  gloomy  picture  may  remain. 

II. 

The  lovely  place  where  children  throng, 
Is  cheered  by  gladsome  mirth  and  song ; 
And  if  perchance  some  jangled  key 
Would  break  the  spirit  harmony; 
A  gentle  hand  will  touch  the  chord, 
The  croaker's  wily  power  to  thwart. 
All  jarring  sounds  are  put  to  flight 
From  the  domestic  hearth  so  bright. 
The  parents  seek  each  other's  weal, 
And  thus  enjoy  life's  purest  leal ; 
The  human  plants  sweet  joy  derive. 
Like  olive  branches  round  them  thrive, 
E'er  firm  yet  gentle  is  the  sway 
Their  children  know  but  to  obey. 
The  father  reads  the  sacred  page, 
And  praying  thoughts  his  heart  engage ; 
How  sweet  the  thought  when  years  are  sped 
By  each  who  round  the  alter  met  I 
The  modest,  meek,  contented  wife, 
Seeks  e'er  to  bless  her  husband's  life ; 
With  little  cares  she  is  discreet. 
And  bears  them  to  the  mercy-seat; 
Yet  ever  would  rejoicings  share 
That  she  received  in  meekness  there ; 
Dispensing  smiles  of  cheering  light. 
That  make  each  earthly  home  so  bright ; 
With  ardent  heart  and  bracing  nerves. 
She  from  no  lowly  duty  swerves, 
No  task  too  great,  but  wrought  by  love, 
That  in  a  carrier  turned  the  dove. 
And  still  with  bright  inventions  fraught 
Beyond  a  world- wise  selfish  thought. 
Survey  the  scene  with  tender  eyes, 
*  It  seems  an  earthly  paradise. 

July,  1868. 
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OUB  AMEEICAK    GIBLS. 


The  paleness  of  our  Americaa  eirls,  though  often  beautiful,  is  too  uoi- 
Yersal.  An  eje  from  the  old  country  begins  to  long  for  a  rosy  cheek. 
Lowell  said  that  color  was  a  thing  of  climate,  and  that  I  should  find  plen- 
ty of  rosy  cheeks  amongst  the  mountains  of  Maine,  where  there  is  more 
moisture  in  the  air.  It  may  be  so ;  I  never  got  to  the  Maine  mountains 
to  see.  But  as  far  as  my  observations  went,  I  never  saw  any  either  on 
mountain  or*  valley  in  any  part  of  New  England.  My  private  impres- 
sion is,  making  all  allowance  for  the  influence  of  dry  air,  that  the  peculiar 
paleness  of  the  New  England  girls  connects  itself  with  too  much  meta- 
physics, hot  bread  and  pie.  I  have  strong  convictions  on  this  subject  of 
pie.  Not  to  speak  of  mere  paleness,  I  don't  see  how  the  Americans  can 
Teeoncile  it  with  their  notions  of  what  is  due  to  the  laws  of  nature,  to  live 
to  the  age  they  do,  considering  the  amount  of  pie  they  eat.  I  don't  re- 
member that  I  ^ver  sat  down  to  a  dinner  in  America,  even  in  a  poor  man's 
house,  without  finding  pie  of  some  kind — often  of  several  kinds — on  the 
table,  and  without  finding  that  everybody  partook  of  it,  down  to  the 
microscopic  lady  or  gentleman  whom  we  shall  call  the  baby.  Pie  is  in- 
dispensable. Take  anything  away,  but  leave  pie.  Americans  can  stand 
the  prohibition  of  all  intoxicating  drinks;  but  attempt  to  prohibit  pie, 
and  you  would  plunge  America  into  revolution  in  a  day. 

Then  metaphysics  I  In  one  family  which  I  vbited  in  the  Connecticut 
Valley,  two  of  the  girls  were  deep  in  the  study  of  algebra  and  metaphy- 
sics, as  a  voluntary  exercise,  and  shut  themselves  up  for  threa  hours  a 
day  with  Colenso  and  Sir  William  Hamilton,  and  Kant.  This  was,  per- 
haps, exceptional,  and  the  New  England  brain  is  very  busy.  It  develops 
very  soon  and  very  fast,  and  begins  at  a  very  early  age  to  exercise  itself  with 
the  abstruser  studies.  Parents  and  teachers  often  told  me  that  their  diffi- 
culty, with  the  girls  especially,  was,  not  to  get  them  urged  on,  but  to  get 
them  held  back.  In  one  young  ladies'  seminary  which  I  visited,  they 
were  held  back  with  the  following  light  studies,  in  addition  to  all  the  or- 
dinary branches  :  Virgil  and  Horace,  Latin  prose  composition,  anatomy, 
and  hygiene,  moral  philosophy,  mental  philosophy  and  quadratic  equa- 
tions. To  this  add  pie  and  hot  bread,  and  what  could  you  expect  but 
paleness,  even  among  the  mountains  of  Maine  ? 

Paleness  and  pie  notwithstanding,  the  American  girls  are  very  delight- 
ful. And  in  one  point  they  fairly  surpass  the  majority  of  English  girls 
— they  are  all  educated  and  well-informed.  It  is  a  painful,  but  I  fear  a 
too  incontrovertible  fact,  that  most  of  the  girls  on  this  side  are  very  igno- 
rant on  general  subjects.  I  don't  blame  them  ;  I  blame  the  system  of 
education.  Some  girls  are  fascinating  whether  they  are  educated  or  not ; 
but  to  be  left  alone,  as  one  sometimes  is,  with  a  girl  who  knows  nothing, 
in  a  room  with  no  piano,  is  exceedingly  embarrassing — after  the  .weather 
has  been  exhausted.  There  is  never  the  same  difficulty  with  American  girls. 
The  admirable  educational  system  of  New  England^  covering  the  whole 
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area  of  society,  has  given  them  edacation,  whether  they  he  poor  or  rich  ; 
has  furnished  them  with  a  great  deal  of  general  information,  and  has 
quickened  their  desire  for  more.  An  American  girl  will  t  ilk  to  you  ahout 
anything,  and  feel  (or  what  has  the  same  effect,  seem  to  feel)  interest  in 
it.  Their  tendency  is  perhaps  to  tilk  too  much,  and  to  talk  heyond  their 
knowledge.  With  the  cleverer  (or  as  they  would  say  themselves,  the 
*'  smarter")  of  them,  it  seemed  to  me  sometimes  to  make  no  perceptible 
difference  whether  they  knew  any  thing  of  the  subject  they  talked  about 
or  not. 

Mentioning  this  feature  of  Americin  character  to  a  Boston  gentleman, 
he  said  :  *^  It  is  true.  I  was  struck  in  England  with  the  silence  of  the  peo- 
ple when  they  had  nothing  to  say.  One  time,  traveling  in  tho  same  car- 
riage with  a  nobleman,  I  asked  him  his  opinion  of  the  ballot.  He  replied, 
*  I  have  not  considered  that  subject  yet.'  You  might  travel  all  over 
America,"  said  my  friend,  ^' and  never  hear  a  man  say  that."  But  the 
American  girls  generally  know  a  little  of  everything,  and  their  general 
intelligence  and  vivacity  make  them  very  delightful  companions. 

I  had  an  idea  before  going  out  that  the  New  England  ladies  spent 
time  over  intellectual  pursuits  to  the  neglect  of  household  duties.  I  did  not 
find  it  so.  Comparing  class  with  class,  they  are  quite  as  good  housekeep- 
ers as  I  have  seen  anywhere.  Tiiey  had  need  be,  for  service  at  present 
is  in  a  very  wretched  condition  in  America — ^so  much  so  that  middle  class 
families  in  the  country  often  dispense  with  servants  altogether.  The 
young  ladies  can  make  bread  as  well  as  demonstrate  propositions,  and 
their  mental  philosophy,. whatever  it  amounts  to,  never  interferes  with  the 
perfection  of  the  pies.  Samuel  Johnson  used  to  say  that  a  man  would 
rather  that  his  wife  should  be  able  to  cook  a  good  dinner  than  read  Greek. 
But  he  does  not  seem  to  have  anticipated  a  time  when  a  woman  could  learn 
to  do  both. — From  Daniel  Macrae* s  Notes  on  America. 


THE  CRUSADER'S  LAY.  (a) 


BT   PEREIOMEN. 


"A  remarkable  evidence  of  the  influence,  which  Religious  Poetry  exerts 
on  the  German  mind,  is  furnished  us  by  the  history  of  the  subjoined  Lay. 
It  is  an  antique  German  Pilgrim  and  Pilgrimage  Hymn,  and  comes  down 
to  us  from  the  twelfth  or  thirteenth  century.  It  is  said  to  have  been 
chanted  by  the  Crusaders  and  Pilgrims,  on  their  journey  to  Jerusalem. 
It  had  perpetuated  itself  in  Silesia,  by  means  of  a  living  tradition,  from 
age  to  age,  and  appeared,  for  the  first  time  in  print,  in  '^  The  popular 
songs  and  melodies  of  Silesia;  collected  from  the  tongues  of  the  people, 
by  Hoffman  of  Fallersleben,  and  Earnest  Hichter,  Lipsiz,  A.  D.  18:12," 

(a)  We^ranslftte  the  above  from  Dr.  P.  Sohara  "  Kirchenfreund,"  Vol.  V.  Pp.  229-233. 
"  The  Antique  German  Pilgrim  Hymn/'  as  given  by  him,  we  render  into  English,  as  a 
substitute  for  those  to  whom  the  original  is  not  aooessible.  We  verily  believe  it  to  pos- 
sess no  little  interest  for  many  of  our  readers. 
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but  became  familiar  to  CbristiaD  circles,  only  in  1849,  through  the  '  Yolks- 
blatt'  of  Mathosius.  From  this  time  forward,  it  won  for  itself  an  amaz- 
ingly rapid  entrance  into  the  German  theatre,  \n  consequence  of  its  pecu- 
liarly popular  simplicity,  Christian  intensity  and  wonderful  taking 
melody,  leaping  with  magical  attraction  from  mouth  to  mouth.  In  the 
Westphalian  and  Lippean  dialects,  every  body  sings  it,  old  and  young, 
even  the  children  of  three  years.  At  a  certain  Missionary  Jubilee,  at 
Lippe,  it  was  Brst  struck  by  but  three  voices,  being  as  yet  entirely  new, 
but  was  presently  caught  up  by  hundreds  and  thousands,  under  the  open 
heavens.  After  that  it  sped  to  every  succeeding  missionary  festival,  es- 
pecially along  the  Rhine.  On  the  second  day  of  the  German  '  Kirchen- 
tag,'  at  Wittenberg,  in  1849,  a  delegate  sang  it  on  his  return  home,  in 
the  cars,  and  in  spito  of  all  the  rattling  of  the  winged  engine,  all  the  by- 
standers joined  in,  from  sympathetic  affection ;  whilst  in  the  cottage  sa- 
loons, in  which  a  few  years  previously  the  Rationalistic  lUuminatt  assem- 
bled, copies  were  variously  multiplied,  and  in  this  way  disseminated 
throughout  all  German  Provinces.  It  has  undergone  numerous  altera- 
tions from  various  hands.  We  present  it  after  the  authentic  text,  as  found 
in  the  above  named  collection,  page  339,  and  labeled:  ^ausder  Grafscha/t 
Gl<iz.'  We  would  remark,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  is  necessary  to  hear 
it  sang,  as  with  every  other  popular  melody,  in  order  to  fully  appreciate 
it.  Some  of  our  readers  may  affect  astonishment,  to  hear  a  hymn  of  such 
glowing  love  for  Christ,  wellino:  up  frdm  out  of  the  Crusaders*  times,  and 
we  commend  it,  more  especially,  to  the  attention  of  such  who,  notwith- 
standing all  the  advancement  which  historical  research  has  made,  can  at 
this  day  discover  nothing  in  the  ^^  middle  ages/'  save  papistical  anti-chris- 
tianity,  darkness  and  superstition." 

Fairest  Lord  Jesus,  Kuler  of  all  kingdoms, 
God's  and  the  Virgin's  Son ! 
Thee  will  we  cherish,  Thee  will  we  honor — 
Our  spirits'  joy  and  crown  I 

Fair  are  the  heathers ;  still  fairer  are  the  meadows 

In  the  fttiry  vernal-tide ! 

Jesus  is  fairer ;  Jesus  far  chaster — 

He  sorrow  from  our  hearts  has  hied  ! 

Fair  shines  the  pale  moon ;  still  fairer  the  sun 
Than  the  twinkling  stars  do  all  I 
Jesus  shines  fairer  ;  Jesus  far  chaster 
Than  angels  all  in  Heaven's  Hall !  ^ 

All  the  fairness  heaven  and  earth  unfold, 
Like  a  met'or  dims,  when  He's  near ! 
Not  one  of  earth's  fold,  we  more  gladly  behold 
Than  the  fairest  Jesus  dear ! 

Jesus  is  verily  of  us  fondly  cherished 
Jesus  is  verily  supemally  bless'd ! 
Jesus  to  Thee  we  pray,  that  Thy  grace  sway 
Us  to  our  dying  day  1 
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EDITOR'S  IDR^^VER. 


A  FEARLBaS  PREACHER. 

Mr.  Dod  bavine  preached  against  the  profanation  of  the  Sabbath,  which  pre- 
vailed in  bis  parish,  and  especially  among  the  more  wealthy  inhabitants,  the  ser- 
vant of  a  nobleman,  who  was  one  of  them,  came  to  him  and  said, ''  Sir,  yon  have 
offended  my  lord  to-day."  Mr.  Dod  replied,  "  I  should  not  have  offended  your 
lord,  except  he  had  been  conscious  to  himself  that  he  had  first  offended  my 
Lord ;  and  if  your  lord  will  offend  wy  Lord,  let  him  be  offended." 

A  GOOD  HIT. 

Dean  Ramsay,  in  his  PtUpit  Talk,  says:  Soon  after  the  great  William  Pitt 
was  made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  at  the  earlv  age  of  twenty-two,  he 
paid  a  visit  to  Cambridge,  his  own  University.  Dr.  raley,  the  author  of 
"  Natural  Theology,"  was  there,  and  could  not  but  notice  how  fawningly  the 
heads  of  colleges  and  dignified  professors  flocked  around  the  youthful  stat^- 
man,  because  he  had  now  some  public  honors  and  gifts  to  bestow.  Dr.  Paley 
was  to  preach,  and  he  chose  for  nis  text  the  following:  "There  is  a  lad  here, 
which  bath  five  barley  loaves  and  two  small  fishes  ;  but,"  (and  here  he  looked 
around  and  took  a  careful  survey  of  the  assembled  dignitaries)  "  but  what  are 
they  among  so  many  ?" 

A  HOME  FOR  CATS. 

Among  the  curious  old  institutions  still  extant  in  Florence,  is  a  house  of 
refuge  for  cats.  It  is  a  cloister  situated  on  the  side  of  the  church  of  San  Lo- 
renzo. When  you  wish  to  get  rid  of  one  of  thefce  interesting  quadrupeds, 
instead  of  killing  it,  you  send  it  to  that  interesting  establishment.  On  the 
other  hand,  when  you  want  a  feline  companion,  you  have  only  to  go  there  to 
find  a  complete  assortment  of  tabbies,  tortoise-shells,  blacks,  whites,  grays, 
and  every  other  color  usual  to  the  race  of  cats.  There  will  be  seen  old  cats, 
middle-aged  cats,  and  cats  just  budding  into  youth ;  Angoras  as  well  as  the 
common  species;  in  short,  every  vaiiety  of  the  species  is  plentiful  in  that 
unique  inslitutiou. 

A  BRAVE  BOY. 

The  Rev.  E.  J.  Beck,  the  Bishop  of  Newfoundland's  Commissary,  relates 
an  heroic  incident  furnished  him  from  that  colony :  "  A  poor  boy,  whose  name 
no  one  knows,  but  we  may  hope  that  it  is  in  the  Book  of  Life,  found  three 
little  children  who,  like  himself,  had  been  washed  ashore  from  one  of  the  many 
wrecks,  wandering  along  that  dreary  coast  in  the  driving  sleet.  They  were  cry- 
ing bitterly,  having  been  parted  from  their  parents,  and  not  knowing  whether 
they  were  drowned  or  saved.  The  poor  lacf  took  them  to  a  sheltered  spK)t, 
plucked  moss  for  them,  and  made  them  a  rude  but  soft  bed,  and  then  taking 
off  his  own  coat  to  cover  them,  sat  by  them  all  the  night  long,  soothing  their 
terror  until  they  fell  asleep.  In  the  morning,  leaving  them  still  sleeeping,  he 
wect  in  search  of  the  parents,  and  to  his  great  joy  found  them  looking  for 
their  children,  whom  tUey  had  given  up  for  dead.  He  directed  them  where 
to  find  them,  and  then  went  himself  to  find  some  place  of  shelter  and  refresh- 
ment. But  when  the  parents  were  returning  with  their  recovered  little  ones, 
they  found  their  preserver  lying  quite  dead  upon  the  snow,  not  far  from  where 
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they  parted  from  him.  The  long  exposure  in  his  exhausted  state  was  too  much 
for  his  little  strength,  and  having  saved  his  little  charge — a  stranger  to  them 
as  they  to  him — he  lay  down  to  die." 

THE  TRIAI^  OP  A  CHURCH-SLEEPER. 

In  Crabbe's  time,  it  seems  people  sometimes  slept  in  church,  for  he  describes 
the  efifects  of  the  vehemence  of  a  certain  preacher  thus  : 

He  such  sad  coil  with  words  of  vengeance  kept, 

That  our  best  sleepers  startled  as  they  slept ; 
a  couplet  which  Dean  Ramsay  happily  illustrates  by  a  recent  instance.  An 
old  clergyman,  who  had  got  a  strpng-lun^ed  helper,  observed  that  one  of  his 
hearers  was  becoming  rather  irregular  in  bis  attendance  at  church.  Of  course, 
the  divine  felt  it  his  duty  to  visit  the  backslider,  and  he  accordingly  went  to 
the  house ;  but  the  guidman  was  not  in.  He  inquired  of  the  wife  why  John 
was  so  seldom  at  church  now.  "  Oh,  indeed,  minister,"  she  replied,  without 
the  least  hesitation, "  that  young  man  ye've  got  roars  sae  loud  that  John  canna 
sleep  sae  comfortable  as  he  did  when  preachm*  yersel,  sae  peaceably.*' 

LIGHT  IN  A  DARK  PLACE. 

The  circular  of  the  Christian  Commission  mentions  the  following  pleasant 
occurrence  as  having  taken  place  in  the  valley  of  death,  (as  it  may  aptly  be 
called),  before  Petersburg ; 

A  delegate  tells  us  of  a  prayer  meeting  three  or  four  evenings  since,  clear 
outside  in  front  of  the  picket  line,  in  a  ravine  half  way  between  the  two  lines 
of  pickets.     It  was  commenced  by  singing  the  hymn, 

'*I  love  to  steal  awhile  away  from  every  cumb'ring  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day  in  humble  grateful  prayer." 
Instantly,  as  the  melody  rose  on  the  still  air  of  night,  the  picket  firing  ceased 
for  the  space  of  more  than  a  mile,  and  was  not  resumed  during  the  whole  hour. 
The  next  day  the  rebel  pickets  told  ours  that  they  beard  the  singing  and 
prayer,  and  heartily  wished  themselves  there. 

DEATH  IN   A   THEATRE.    . 

The  following  shows  how  hard-hearted  and  pitiless  the  managers  of  and 
attendants  upon  many  places  of  sinful  amusement  are.  It  happened  on 
Christmas  eve : 

The  telegraph  on  Christmas  eve  announced  a  shocking  accident  in  a  comic 
theatre  at  Boston,  and  the  still  more  shocking  fact  that  the  performers  went 
on  with  their  dancing  and  merry-making,  amid  the  shouts  and  laughter  of  the 
audience,  while  the  man  was  dying  or  dead  by  their  very  side.  The  following 
is  the  despatch : 

*•  Boston,  Dec.  24. — In  the  Theatre  Comique,  at  about  8}  o'clock  last  even- 
ing, while  Mile.  Augusta,  the  danseuse,  was  on  the  stage,  a  crash  was  heard 
behind  the  scenes,  and  it  became  known  among  the  actors  that  George  Maffit, 
one  of  the  stage  hands^  had  fallen  from  the  **  ilies"  to  a  fli^^^ht  of  stairs  leading 
from  the  stage  floor  to  the  regions  beneath.  It  was  Mr.  Maffit's  duty  to  raise 
and  lower  the  curtain,  and  to  tend  the  "  flies."  He  was  sitting  in  a  chair  on 
the  platform.  Through  some  inadvertence  he  fell  backward,  and  descending 
about  20  feet,  struck  upon  his  head  and  shoulders  on  the  stairs.  Mr.  Shappee, 
the  gymnast,  was  standing  near  by,  and  received  a  slight  blow  from  Mamt's 
banoT  Maflat  bled  profusely.  Dr.  Thayer  and  another  surgeon  were  soon  an- 
nounced, but  Maffit  survived  his  iniuries  but  a  short  time.  The  performance 
went  on,  and  probably  but  few  in  the  audience  were  aware,  while  laughing  at 
the  mock-merriment  on  the  stage,  of  the  presence  of  death,*' 

HURRAH. 

The  loud  hurrahing  of  the  fall  political  meetings  is  over.  And  many  good 
people  are  thankful  that  this  nonsensical  noise  has  ceased  for  a  season.    Pew 
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things  seems  more  childish  and  silly  in  persons  of  otherwise  staid  and  serious 
habits,  than  to  join  a  multitude  in  swinging  their  hats  and  with  mouth  wide 
open,  to  scream  at  the  top  of  their  voice,  at  the  bid  of  some  boisterous  dema- 
gogue on  the  speakers'  platform.  To  children  at  play  to  engage  in  this  hurrah- 
ing might  be  less  out  of  place,  but  for  men  to  act  the  boy  in  this  sense  is — well, 
they  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  themselves. 

Do  they  really  know  what  they  are  hurrahing  about?  Many  have  shouted  loud 
and  oft,  but  few  know  what  the  word  hurrah  really  means.  It  originated  among 
the  eastern  nations,  where  it  was  used  as  a  war-cry.  It  is  derived  from  the 
Sclavonic  word  '*Hurrag,"  which  means  lb  Paradise"  Thinking  that  every 
man  who  died  in  battle  for  his  country,  went  to  heaven.  Their  war-cry  was 
"  hurrah" — "  To  Paradise."  Thus  they  cheered  each  other  going  into  battle 
with  the  hope  of  heaven.  Alas  1  in  our  countrv  the  hurrahers  are  the  last  men 
to  think  of  heaven  during  their  shouting.  Pelf  and  proud  political  preferment, 
plunder  and  whisky,  and  a  hand  in  some  pocket  or  treasury  not  their  own,  is 
what  many  mean  when  they  "  hurrah." 

THE  RIPE  HARVEST. 

The  Work  to  be  done  and  the  Increase  of  Laborers  needed  in  the  Ministry  of 

the  Reformed  Church.     Philadelphia,  S.  R.  Fisher  &  Co.,  64  North  Sixth  St. 

60  cents — 4.50  per  dozen. 

*'  'Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print. 
A  book's  a  "book,  altho'  there's  nothing  in't." 

The  author  of  the  neat  little  volume,  with  the  above  title,  for  some  reason 
must,  after  all,  not  deem  it  so  pleasant  to  see  his  "  name  in  print."  for  he  did 
not  print  it  in  his  book.  But  his  book's  a  book,  and  there's  something  in  it, 
too,  and  something  that  is  worth  reading,  and  that  reads  right  pleasantly.  Tak- 
ing our  seat  lately  in  the  Philadelphia  &  Reading  train,  at  the  Philadelphia  de- 
pot, we  concludea  to  glance  at  a  few  pages  of  this  book,  expecting  to  lay  it  by 
soon  ;  for  we  are  not  given  to  reading  on  the  cars.  On  we  read  througfi  chap- 
ter after  chapter,  until  we  got  to  the  end  of  ita  119  pages,  before  reaching  Read- 
ing, and  that  on  the  fast  line. 

A  delightful  disappointment  we  felt  all  through  the  book.  "Why  ?  Well 
we  thought  the  author's  name  is  not  in  it.  Perhaps  he  is^a  novice  in  author- 
ship, and  is  too  modest  to  father  his  child,'  lest  the  critics  might  devour  him. 
Then,  too,  we  half  suspected,  that  a  book  on  this  subject  would  be  full  of  un- 
fathomable profundities,  hiding  the  simplest  truths  beneath  mountains  of  tech- 
nical terms  and  phrases,  and  ponderous  forms  of  speech,  overlaying  them  with 
the  "  objective"  and  **  subjective,"  "  the  concrete'^  and  *'  the  abstract,"  "  the 
anthropological"  and  the"  psychological,"  '*  the  makrokosmic"  and  "  the  mikro- 
kosmic,"  "geocentric"  and  "  coelo-centric,"  and  with  a  kindred  mass  of  nuts  too 
hard  for  youthful  teeth  to  crack.  We  beg  the  author's  pardon,  whoe'er  he  be,  for 
this  unfounded  suspicion. 

This  is  a  capital  book,  on  a  great  subject,  written  in  a  simple,  clear  style. 
It«  leading  theme  is  the  wants  of  the  ministry  in  the  Reformea  Church.  The 
eight  chapters  speak  of  Our  Harvest  Field  ;  Laborers  for  the  Harvest ;  Call  to 
go  to  Work ;  Address  to  Unemployed  ;  Demands  on  Parents  in  Behalf  of 
this  Work ;  Call  to  Discouraged ;  A  Thousand  more  ^Ministers  wanted  ;  Call 
to  the  Holy  Ministry.  It  speaks  with  tenderness  and  force  to  parents  and 
their  sons,  and  answers  the  (Questions  which  often  prevent  persons  from  enter- 
ing the  holy  office.  It  is  written  in  a  style  suited  for  young  people,  and  con- 
tains information,  which  every  baptized  member  of  the  Church  ought  to  possess. 
In  order  to  furnish  the  one  thousand  additional  ministers  it  calls  for,  and 
speedily  supply  the  sad  destitution  of  the  Church,  we  entreat  our  readers  to  use 
tneir  influence  to  place,  at  least,  one  copy  of  the  "  Ripe  Harvest"  into  every 
family,  and  half  a  dozen  copies  in  every  Sunday  School  Library. 
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GREGOBY  OP  XTTBBCHT. 

From  the  German  of  L.  T.  Van  Rhy.n,  ' 

BY  L.  H.  8. 

Let  us  imagine  ourselves  in  a  pleasantly  situated  Abbey,  called  Pfalzel, 
not  far  from  the  old  city  of  Treves  on  the  Moselle.  The  Abbess  Addula, 
daughter  of  Dagobert  II,  King  of  the  Franks,  had  built  it  after  the  death 
of  her  husband;  and  retired  to  it  from  the  temptations  of  the  world  and  the 
Court.  It  is  in  the  year  722,  when  the  warrior  Court-mayor,  Charles 
Martel,  exercised  almost  royal  power.  A  venerable  missionary-pilgrim 
has  asked  hospitality  at  the  gate,  and  the  Christian  Abbess,  who  would 
entertain  angals,  has  willingly  granted  the  same.  He  is  an  Anglo-Saxon 
nobleman,  of  imposing  form  and  carriage,  in  the  full  vigor  of  manhood. 
Long  since  he  renounced  his  paternal  inheritance  and  all  worldly  pleasure 
— and  devoted  himself  to  the  conversion  of  the  heathen  Germans  and 
Frisians, — ^to  his  God  and  Saviour.  His  name  is  Winfried,  but  Church 
History  styles  him  Boniface— the  Apostle  of  Germany.  The  next  morning 
he  celebrates  the  mass  according  to  his  usual  custom,  and  then  partakes 
of  the  cloister-meal  with  the  Abbess  and  her  companions.  During  this, 
it  was  customary  to  have  some  devotional  reading.  The  reader  is  an 
amiable  youth,  fifteen  years  of  age,  a  grandson  of  the  Abbess,  just  returned 
from  the  Court  and  his  School  by  the  name  of  Gregory.  He  reads  from 
the  Bible  and  in  the  Latin  tongue.  In  the  manner  and  the  entire  bearing  of 
the  young  Gregory,  there  is  something  that  pleases  the  pilgrim.  **  Thou 
hast  read  very  well,  my  son,"  he  says,  "  but  dost  thou  understand  what 
thou  readest,  and  canst  thou  render  it  in  German  ?*'  The  young  reader 
hesitates,  and  acknowledges,  as  the  Ethiopian  Chamberlain  did  to  a  similar 
question  from  Philip,  "  How  can  I  ?"  And  now  the  Pilgrim  discourses 
on  the  scripture  that  had  been  read,  and  words  of  the  holiest  exhortation 
and  inspiration  flow  from  his  eloquent  lips.  As  sparks  on  tinder  they  act 
on  the  susceptible  spirit  of  the  listening  youth,  just  as  the  words  of  Saint 
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Paul  once  fell  upon  the  epirit  of  the  grandson  of  the  pious  Lois.  Boni- 
face has  found  here  his  Timothy.  At  a  future  day  he  will  attach  himself 
(body  and  soul)  to  this  man  of  God,  who  did  expound  the  Holy  Scriptures 
so  grandly,  will  share  all  the  hardships  and  perils  of  a  pilgrim's  life  with 
him,  and  be  thoroughly  instructed  by  him  from  the  Scriptures  to  sal- 
vation. The  objections  of  his  anxious  grandmother  shall  not  keep  him 
back. 

The  pious  pilgrim  was  yet  unknown  to  her ;  the  grandson  accustomed 
to  the  comforts  of  a  princely  station,  and  still  so  young ;  the  wandering 
life  of  an  Evangelist  among  the  Heathen  so  full  of  privations  and  perils — 
all  these  were  no  intimidations !  Gregory  was  fully  determined  ;  a  fire 
had  been  kindled  in  his  heart,  which  no  man  could  hereafter  extinguish. 
He  said  to  his  grandmother,  when  she  wished  to  give  him  a  horse  to  ride, 
that  he  would  follow  the  man  of  God  wherever  he  went.  Addula  finally 
consented ;  she  procured  for  her  young  grandson,  horses  and  servants,  so 
that  ho  might  properly  accompany  Winfried  in  his  wanderings.  And  if 
the  great  Apostle  of  the  Heathen  among  all  hb  disciples  loved  no  one 
more  dearly  than  his  Timothy,  and  was  the  recipient  of  more  touching 
devotion  from  no  one  than  from  his  own  son  in  Clirist,  similarly  it  may 
be  said  of  the  spiritual  bond  existing  between  Boniface  and  Gregory.  As 
Paul  placed  this  '^  man  of  Gt)d  "  over  the  most  prominent  congregations 
of  Asia  Minor,  so  Gregory  was  esteemed  worthy  by  his  spiritual  Father 
to  be  placed  as  Shepherd  over  the  prosperous  Frisian  (that  is  our  Nether- 
land)  Church. 

From  this  time  forward  Gregory  was  Boniface's  companion  in  peril  and 
in  death,  in  honor  and  dishonor,  for  more  than  thirty  years.  At  first  they 
travelled  through  Thuringia  and  Hesse.  These  countries  had  been  laid 
waste  and  unsettled  by  the  devastations  of  the  war  with  the  Saxons. 
The  two  missionaries  had  not  only  to  suffer  perils  of  all  kinds,  but  were 
often  reduced  to  the  direst  extremities ;  not  unfrequently  had  they  to  ob- 
tain their  food  amd  clothing  from  abroad;  not  unfrequently  they  labored 
with  their  own  hands  to  secure  scanty  meals  for  themselves  and  their  com- 
panions. 

Let  us  hear  the  words  of  Liadger,  a  Frisian  nobleman,  who  founded  the 
Episcopate  of  MQnster,  and  wrote  a  beautiful  biography  of  Gregory — his 
Eeverend  Instructor — in  Latin,  which  has  come  down  to  us.  He  says, 
comparing  the  two  inseparables,  Boniface  and  Gregory,  *'  Whilst  the  re- 
putation of  Boniface  increased  daily,  his  scholar  Gregory  also  grew  older 
and  wiser,  and  became  as  dear  to  his  teacher  as  an  only-bom  son,  and  an  as- 
sistant to  him  in  every  good  work.  This  elect  of  the  elect  was  not  drawn 
to  him  by  wealth  or  worldly  pleasures,  by  the  comfort  and  security  of  life, 
but  by  hunger,  nakedness,  and  many  a  calamity.  In  all  of  which  they 
were  compelled  to  support  themselves  by  the  labor  of  their  hands,  and 
sometimes  to  withdraw  from  the  threatening  persecutions  of  the  Heathen 
in  peril  of  life  to  a  protecting  city,  for  the  purpose  of  remaining  there  a 
sorrowful  time,  until  the  citizens  with  arms  should  drive  away  their 
enemies.  And  since  this  feud  raged  in  countless  villages  between  the  Chris- 
tians and  the  Heathen,  whole  districts  of  country  were  converted  into  a 
wilderness.  But  as  for  Boniface,  the  more  violent  the  raging  of  the 
wolves,  the  more  faithfully  he  exposed  bis  life  for  his  sheep  ;  and  Gregory 
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likewise,  whose  iudefatigable  aid  in  the  work  of  the  Lord,  made  him,  in 
the  smperyioion  and  training  of  the  flock,  its  sub-shepherd/'  As  Gregory 
participated  in  all  the  cares  and  troubles  of  his  spiritual  Father,  so  he 
enjoyed  his  labors  and  honors  at  the  Court  of  the  Franks.  The  Kings  and 
Court-mayor  began  to  pay  respectful  attention  to  the  works  of  Boniface ; 
some  of  the  courtiers  indeed,  were  envious  of  the  foreigner,  and 
tried  to  injure  him  whenever  they  were  able,  but  his  genuine  merit  shone 
too  bright  to  be  affected  by  them.  The  Pope  summoned  him  to  Rome, 
whence  he  had  already  (in  718)  been  charged  with  the  evangelization  of 
the  heathen  people  of  Germany,  and  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  (Nov. 
10,  723)  of  the  German  Church  to  be  organized.  Armed  afresh  and 
heartily  encouraged,  he  hastened  back  to  Thuringia  and  Hesse.  He 
cuts  down  the  sacred  oak  at  Geisman  in  full  view  of  the  astonished  Pagans. 
Be  contends  and  obtains  victory  after  victory.  He  founds  Cloisters  and 
Schools,  and  organizes  the  infant!  Church.  In  738  he  goes  to  Rome  for 
a  third  time  to  obtain  fresh  authority  from  the  Pope.  On  his  return 
(739)  he  stops  for  sometime  in  Bavaria,  and  there  creates  four  Episcopal 
sees.  Gregory  accompanied  him  on  all  his  journeys.  One  may  ima- 
gine what  a  living  School  this  apostolic  missionary  activity  was  for  the 
susceptible,  spiritually  inclined  youth.  His  biography  mentions  no  time 
spent  in  a  Cloister.  Some  have  conjectured  that  he  tarried  for  a  while  in 
the  Abbey  of  Fritzlar  (Hesse)  or  in  that  of  Ordorf  (Thuringia)  for  more 
extended  study  : — it  may  have  been,  but  was  not  Boniface  his  constant 
guide  and  teacher  ?  Boniface  was  possessed  not  only  of  great  practical 
and  organizing  talent,  but  he  had  also  pleasure  in  and  love  for  his 
students ;  he  was  himself  a  diligent  student  of  the  Holy  Scriptures  and 
the  Church  Fathers ;  had  the  works  of  the  latter  with  him  during  his  travels 
and  wrote  others  besides ;  not  less  than  Winfried  had  Gregory  a  mind  and 
talent  for  study  and  teaching,  and  it  may  be  a  greater.  Liudger  mentions 
expressly,  that  Gregory  had  collected  for  himself  in  Rome  a  considerable  Li- 
brary, of  which  he  diligently  made  use.  Also  that  he  had  two  Anglo  Saxons, 
probably  Sclaves,  named  Marcuinus  and  Marchelmus,  whom  he  sought  to 
convert.  The  latter  indeed  became  a  man  of  distinction,  the  Pastor  of 
the  Salvator  Church  in  Utrecht  and  companion  of  Lebuinus,  the  Evan- 
gelist among  the  Frisians,  near  Deventer,  Oldenseel. 

Whenever  the  sun  shines,  the  light  of  the  moon  is  feeble.  So  long  as 
Gregory  accompanied  his  spiritual  Father,  and  this  he  did  for  more  than 
three  decenniums,  his  person  is  in  the  shade.  The  time  came  when  he 
stepped  forth  alone,  and  then  his  whole  amiable  and  blessed  personality 
shone  in  its  own  light. 

In  a  letter  of  Lullus,  the  scholar  and  successor  of  Winfried  at  Mayence, 
to  Gregory,  which  letter  must  have  been  written  before  the  year  753,  the 
latter  is  styled  Priest  and  Abbot,  and  it  appears  that  ho  lAust  have  just 
attained  this  dignity.  Boniface,  although  his  activity  was  principally  de- 
voted to  the  Germans  and  the  Franks,  had  never  neglected  keeping  his  eye 
and  heart  also  on  the  Frisian  mission,  and  after  the  death  of  his  dear 
Teacher  and  spiritual  companion  Willibrord  (739)  took  part  in  its  man- 
agement from  a  dbtance.  He  had  particularly  selected  his  Gregory  for 
the  Frisian  Church  and  Mission.  The  Utrecht  cathedral- School,  founded 
by  Willibrord  (probably  a  mission  house  like  that  of  Basle  and  Barmen) 
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was  entrusted  to  Gregory,  and  in  this  way  he  was  set  over  the  monks  and 
priests.  He  must  have  possessed  extraordinary  teaching  powers; 
tor  his  school  was  the  most  celebrated  in  his  day.  Toung  nobles  from 
Friesland  (Liudger^)  France,  England  and  Suabia  and  other  parts  of 
Germany,  were  educated  there  to  become  shining  lights  to  drive  away 
the  darkness  from  their  own  pagan  homes. 

But  when,  in  755,  Boniface,  being  then  seventy-five  years  of  age,  under- 
took his  last  missionary  excursion  to  North  Friesland,  Cohan^  the  Bishop 
of  Utrecht;  and  many  others  accompanying  him,  he  left  Gregory  behind  as 
"  Shepherd  of  the  Utrecht  Church."  Boniface  and  his  fifly-t wo  companions 
fell  (June  5)  as  martyrs  before  the  treacherous  rage  of  the  blind  Pagans^ 
and  the  See  of  Utrecht  became  vacant.  Gregory  paid  great  attention  to 
the  Frisian  mission,  which  had  been  entrusted  to  him  by  Pope  Stephen 
II,  and  King  Pepin.  He  did  not  assume  the  episcopal  office,  but  re- 
mained Priest,  either  because  modesty  kept  him  from  striving  after  a 
higher  position,  or  because  the  duties  of  the  Episcopal  Chair  did  not 
accord  with  the  calling  to  which  he  felt  himself  especially  drawn,  or  because 
special  reasons  prevented  a  nomination  to  the  See,  as  Dr.  Neander  sup- 
poses. 

That  he  performed  the  duties  of  ^^  Shepherd  and  Preacher  among  the 
Frisians  ''  with  unflagging  zeal  and  great  wisdom  for  the  remainder  of  his 
life,  that  is  for  more  than  twenty  years,  is  clearly  established  by  the  tes- 
timony of  contemporaries.  Liudger  says  :  »*  Gregory  lighted  up  with  his 
teaching  the  old  city  of  Utrecht  and  the  adjoining  Borough  Dornstadt 
(now  Wijk  by  Duurstede  in  the  Province  of  Gelderland),  and  the  part  of 
Friesland  then  called  Christian,  together  with  the  countries  west  of  the 
river  Lagbeek  (now  Lek),  which  constituted,  in  the  days  of  King  Pepin, 
the  line  of  separation  between  Christian  and  Pagan  Friesland."  It  appears 
that  Gregory  himself  made  only  short  missionary  tours  in  his  neighborhood, 
but  chiefly  devoted  himself  to  the  superintendence  of  the  whole  field  and 
to  the  fitting  of  new  missionaries  for  the  same.  *'He  possessed  those  quali- 
ties which  fit  a  Teacher  of  an  advanced  School  for  his  elevated  calling, 
a  treasury  of  learning  and  science  that  demanded  respect  from  his  pu- 
pils )  an  earnest  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  gentle  spirit,  which  attached  the 
young  in  filial  love  to  their  Teacher,  and  a  purity  of  heart  and  morals,  per- 
fectly  accordant  with  his  teachings,  that  made  his  person  still  dearer  to  his 
pupils  after  they  entered  upon  public  life,  although  they  might  be  widely 
separated  from  him  by  time  and  space  and  position.  It  is  hardly  possible  to 
imagine  a  more  charming  life- picture  than  that  given  by  Liudger  of  this 
man  of  God,  after  Gregory's  death,  and  whoever  reads  his  brief  simple 
biography  will  be  thoroughly  convinced,  that  the  personality  of  such  a 
leader  must  necessarily  have  been  powerful  in  the  way  of  conversion  and 
sanctification  of  all  the  noble  natures,  that  enjoyed  his  company  and  were 
privileged  to  contemplate  his  fruitful  life."  Thus  writes  the  Dutch 
Historian,  W.  Moll,  in  his  History  of  the  Netherlands,  before  the  Reforma- 
tion (1864).  I  append  the  following  from  Liudger's  Biography  in  order 
to  make  his  picture  more  complete. 

"  Gregory  felt  the  truth  of  the  words  of  the  Holy  Scripture :  *  The  love 
of  money  is  the  root  of  all  evil.'  Just  as  the  avaricious  (I  quote  Liudger's 
words  with  some  abridgment)  offer  their  [souls  for  sale,  and  fear_^to  lose 
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their  earthly  possessions,  so  this  blessed  man  feared  he  might  lose  his 
heavenly  possessions,  by  accumulating  and  boarding  up.  Whatever  gold  and 
silver  was  given  him,  he  immediately  applied  for  the  good  of  the  Church 
and  the  benefit  of  the  poor,  thus  laying  up  for  himself  treasures  in  heaven, 
where  neither  moth  nor  rust  can  corrupt,  nor  thieves  do  not  break 
through  and  steal.  As  regards  his  clothing,  food,  and  drink,  the  simplest 
satisfied  him,  and  there  was  no  distinction  in  any  respect  from  his  subor- 
dinates in  accordance  with  the  apostolic  injunction.  Not  in  fine  clothes, 
nor  in  eating  and  drinking  is  the  kingdom  of  Ood,  but  righteousness  and 
peace  and  joy  in  the  Holy  Ghost.  When  he  warned  us  against  vice  and 
sins,  there  sounded  through  his  warning  the  prophetic  words :  '  I  have 
this  day  set  thee  over  the  nations  and  over  the  kingdoms,  to  root  out,  to 
pull  down,  and  to  destroy,  and  to  throw  down,  and  to  build,  and  to  plant, 
(Jeremiah  i.  10);  and  in  his  Evangelical  discourses  there  prevailed  the 
apostolical  idea ;  that  which  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither 
hath  entered  into  the  heart  of  man,  that  hath  God  prepared  for  them  that 
love  Him  (1  Cor.  ii.  9).  It  was  his  pleasure  to  forgive.  Those,  who 
looked  upon  his  rare  virtues  with  jealous  eyes,  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
calling  his  friends  and  treating  as  such,  since  they  opened  the  way  to  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  himself  The  following  exhibits  another  trait  in 
his  character.  Two  of  his  own  brothers,  in  a  journey  to  Gallia  (South 
France)  were  set  upon  by  robbers,  in  the  landof  thel^ranks,  and  murdered. 
The  murderers  were  caught  and  brought  in  chains  to  Gregory,  in  order 
that  he  might  comfort  himself,  according  to  the  customs  of  that  day, 
with  a  bloody  revenge  for  the  death  of  his  beloved  relations.  He  received 
the  murderers  with  gentleness;  conversed  with  them  about  their  sinful 
habits,  exhorted  them  to  repentance,  and  then  ordered  a  bath,  clothing 
and  food  to  be  given  them,  and  dismissed  them  with  this  admonition :  'Now 
depart  in  peace !  henceforth  avoid  such  wickedness  that  you  may  not 
meet  a  worse  fate,  and  likewise  beware  of  the  hands  of  my  relations !' 
What  could  we  feeble  tyros  say  to  that  ?  We !  who  were  not  able  to 
endure  the  slightest  injury  without  thinking  immediately  about  revenge! 
Oh  we  could  rather  weep  than  give  utterance  to  words,  whenever  we  pic- 
ture to  ours«ilves  our  dear  Teacher,  in  whom  reigned  the  spirit  of  our 
Saviour :  '  Love  your  enemies,  bless  them  that  curse  you,  do  good  to  them 
that  hate  you,  that  ye  may  be  the  children  of  your  Father  which  is  in 
heaven.' " 

In  such  a  tone,  mingled  constantly  with  appropriate  passages  of  the 
Scriptures,  Liudger  writes  of  Gregory.  Who  can  help  loving  both. 
Teacher  and  Scholar,  in  Christ  ? 

At  length,  when  he  had  attained  about  his  seventieth  year,  he  was 
struck  with  paralysis  of  the  left  side,  yet  he  ceased  not  to  labor  in  the 
instruction  and  spiritual  building  up  of  his  pupils.  He  read  the  Holy 
Scriptures  to  them  daily,  lectured  on  the  interpretations  of  the  Church 
Fathers,  and  sang  holy  Psalms.  When  his  infirmity  increased  so  that  it 
was  necessary  for  him  to  be  carried  in  the  hands  of  his  scholars,  his  spirit 
remained  clear  and  his  heart  full  of  peace.  At  the  close  of  his  last  ex- 
hortations and  addresses,  he  made  presents  to  his  pupils — consisting  of  his 
greatest  earthly  treasures— his  Books.  Liudger  mentions,  with  modest 
thankfulness,  that  he  had  received  the  Enchiridion  (Hand  Book)  of  Au- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


106  Oregory  of  Utrecht  [April, 

gustine  from  the  hands  of  his  never  to  be  forgotten  Teacher.  He  fos- 
tered yet  a  wish  that  his  nephew  Albricus,  who  had  undertaken  a  journey  ' 
to  Italy  in  the  service  ot  the  King  of  the  Franks  and  was  expected  daily, 
might  return.  The  hope  of  the  Utrecht  clergy  rested  upon  this  man,  and 
the  aged  Gregory  probably  desired  him  for  his  successor  and  as  superin- 
tendent of  the  Frisian  Chnrch  (which  he  really  became).  Three  days  be- 
fore his  departure,  his  wish  was  accomplished.  Then  his  end  was  at  hand. 
His  friends  and  pupils  surrounded  his  bed  and  said  gently  among  them- 
selves :  **  he  will  not  die  to-day."  But  the  dying  man  turned  towards 
them  and.  collecting  his  remaining  strength,  said  '*  To-day  I  shall  take 
my  leave."  He  ordered  himself  to  be  carried  into  the  Church,  received 
the  Sacrament,  and  died  in  blissful  peace,  with  his  eyes  resting  upon  the 
altar.* 

And  now  three  remarks  by  way  of  conclusion. 

1.  Nearly  all  the  apostolic  men,  who  were  engaged  in  planting  the 
cross  of  Christ  in  Friesland  and  North  Germany,  from  the  seventh  to  the 
beginning  of  the  ninth  century,  belonged  by  birth  to  the  upper  classes  of 
society.  Our  Gregory  was  of  royal  family.  Amandus,  Wulfran, 
Wil fried,  Willibrord,  Boniface,  Liudger,  &c.,  were  nobles,  mostly  heirs 
presumptive  to  great  possessions.  Eligius  only  was  not  a  nobleman  by 
birth,  but  being  a  goldsmith  was  a  man  of  position  and  had  attained  great 
possessions  and  influence  at  the  Court  of  the  Franks.  These  are  striking 
facts,  and  contrast  with  the  worldly  position  of  the  Apostles,  who  were 
directly  called  by  the  Lord,  as  well  as  with  that  of  the  great  majority  of 
the  Christian  missionaries  of  later  and  present  times,  among  which  Zin- 
zendorf  and  Zaremba  form  exceptions  to  the  rule.f  Our  Dutch  Church 
Historian,  gives  us  an  explanation  of  this  striking  occurrence,  the  reason 
that  the  education  and  all  true  cultivation  of  the  age  were  absolutely  and 
closely  confined  to  the  Priests  and  Monks,  especially  in  England,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland,  whence  most  of  these  missionaries  came;  and  that  their  sus- 
ceptible scholars  derived  from  their  clerical  teachers,  the  ideal  ot  a  pious 
life  dedicated  to  God,  and  this  ideal  was  rigorous  asceticism,  to  which  be- 
longed essentially  a  missionary  pilgrim  life. 

2.  On  which  account  rigorous  asceticism  was  peculiar  to  them  all : 
hardshipi^,  mortification  of  the  flesh,  denial  of  innocent  pleasures,  denial 
even  of  the  delights  of  home,  a  wandering  pilgrim  life  in  tents  through 
rude  pagan  lands.  Not,  as  some  suppose,  for  a  mere  fondness  for  travel. 
No,  to  be  a  pilgrim  for  the  sake  of  God,  to  leave  the  earthly  home  in  order 
to  secure  a  home  in  heaven,  that  was  their  motive.  Do  you  think  this 
was  not  wholly  sound,   was  strained,  hypocritical — ^I  shall  not  dispute 


*  On  the  2otli  of  August,  775,  as  the  Archives  of  St.  Salvator  Church  in  Utrecht 
give  it  (Dr.  Moll's  Church  History),  or  781  as  Dr.  Neander  and  others  state.  His 
year  of  birth,  usually  given  as  708,  in  the  latter  case  would  be  702.  The  learned 
Bammler,  the  BoUandist,  gives  the  year  704. 

f  Still  another  exception.  On  my  return  from  an  ofScial  tour  of  visitation  in 
East  India,  I  encountered  a  Roman  Catholic  Priest,  and  shared  a  cabin  with  him 
on  the  Steamer  from  Ceylon  to  Suez.  We  became  friends  and  travelled  together 
through  the  Desert  and  Egypt.  He  was  a  Count  E.  of  the  Italian  princely  race  of 
Belgioso,  and  had  from  love  of  missions  attached  himself  to  the  Franciscan  mission 
in  Agra,  [Hindostan]. 
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the  point  with  you ;  but  it  is  perfectly  certain,  that  God  prospered  this 
conception  of  Christian  perfection  to  the  blessing  of  our  pagan  ancestors. 
Afi  the  learning  of  the  Apostle  Paul  aided  him  particularly  in  the 
evangelization  of  the  Greeks,  so  the  inherited  nobility  and  extensive 
cultivation  of  these  Anglo  Saxon  missionaries  were  important  aids  in  the 
success  of  their  holy  labors.  These  characteristics  gave  them  more  power, 
when  they  came  into  contact  with  Princes,  Kings  and  Courtiers ;  their 
rigorous,  abstemious  manner  of  living  enabled  them  to  bear  more  readily 
labors  and  privations  among  the  rude  Pagans,  and  steeled  their  spirits  as 
well  afl  their  bodies.  We  must  blush  for  our  effeminacy,  when  we  attempt 
to  compare  our  labors  and  privations  for  Truth's  sake  with  theirs.^  We 
must,  moreover,  also  look  upon  these  men  as  the  men  of  learning  and  of 
culture  of  their  age.  And  if  the  standard  of  our  day  is  somewhat  lower, 
let  us  beware  of  a  still  lower  standard.  Boniface  and  Liudger  wrote  with 
ease  in  Latin  ;  LivinuS;  even  in  his  pilgrim's  hut,  composed  beautiful  and 
affecting  Latin  verse. 

3.  In  all  these  men  we  find  genuine  absolute  subjection  to  the  Bishop 
of  Home.  This  is  intimately  connected  with  their  thoroughly  legal  stand- 
point. Our  Fathers  thus  received  Christianity  in  a  renewed  Old-testa- 
ment Theocracy.  The  law  was  to  them,  as  to  those  in  Israel,  a  School- 
master to  Christ.  The  kernel  was  preserved  under  this  shelly  and  it  was 
to  burst  forth  in  the  fullness  of  time — at  the  Reformation.  Let  us  not 
forget :  that  no  man  is  in  truth  free  unless  the  Son  of  God  has  made  him 
free.  May  we  have  the  satne  countersis:n  as  those  messengers  of  salva- 
tion :  let  us  live  with  Christ  in  order  that  we  may  die  with  Him.  Of 
this  abnegation  of  self,  of  this  consecration  of  life  to  God,  these  apostolical 
men,  have,  in  spite  of  all  their  errors  and  faults,  left  behind  them  luminous 
examples:  therefore  let  us  apply  to  them  the  Holy  Scripture  :  Remember 
them  which  have  the  rule  over  you  ("your  Teachers,"  in  the  German 
translation) ;  "  who  have  spoken  unto  you  the  word  of  God  :  whose  faith 
follow,  considering  the  end  of  their  conversation  T'     (Hebrews  ziii.  7). 


AN  EXAMPLE  TO  TEACHEBS. 

The  new  Lord  Chancellor  of  England,  Lord  Hatberley,  an  excellent 
lawyer,  and  a  solid,  thoroughly  sensible,  though  not  brilliant  man,  has 
been  for  thirty  years  a  Sabbath-school  teacher,  instructing  the  children 
and  grandchildren  of  working  men,  till  his  hair  is  whitened  with  age. 
The  Leeds  Mercury  says:  '^  In  his  attendance  at  the  school,  his  punctu- 
ality is  so  unerring  that  upon  nearing  it  he  serves  as  an  invariable 
timepiece,  both  teacher  and  scholar  knowing  well  that,  if  they  are  able  to 
reach  the  door  with  or  before  him,  they  are  perfectly  safe.  Should  a 
medal  even  be  awarded  for  punctuality  in  voluntary  service,  the  Lord 
Chancellor  could  fairly  claim  it;  for  he  has  never  been  known  to  be 
behind  time.'' 
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•MY  MOTHBR»S  WOBK-BASKET,^ 

What  a  volume  of  thought  crowded  itself  in  quick  suocessioD  upon  my 
mind,  as  I  read  the  article  on  the  ahove  subject  in  the  January  number 
of  the  Guardian,  from  the  pen  of  its  worthy  editor.  The  mention  of  the 
mystical  and  confusedly  huddled  together  contents  of  my  mother's  work- 
basket,  calls  up  vividly  the  days  of  my  childhood ;  which  of  course  bring 
to  remembrance  a  host  of  surroundings  with  many  a  pleasant  spot,  from 
which  I  may  now  pluck  flowers,  still  fragrant  with  youthful  bloom. 
Although  I  have  walked  along  down  the  pathway  of  life  a  considerable 
distance,  I  can  still  look  back  and,  with  pleasing  recollection,  see  my  mother 
in  the  old  arm-chair,  and  at  her  side  the  stand  with  the  work-basket,  con- 
taining a  mixed  mass  of  a  little  of  everything,  for  which  none  but  a  mother 
could  find  any  use.  But  the  beautifully  confused  contents  of  the  basket 
are  not  now  seen,  because  she  is  too  busily  engaged  in  making  her  children 
both  happy  and  comfortable.  Happy  with  now  and  then  a  new  garment ; 
for  who  does  not  know  that  children  are  always  made  happy  with  a  new 
dress,  coat,  or  whatever  it  may  be,  and  comfortable  with  here  and  there 
a  new  patch  on  an  old  garment,  making  it  almost  look  like  Joseph's  coat 
of  many  colors. 

Thus  she  toiled  oflen  from  early  dawn  till  late  at  night,  now  in  the 
cellar,  then  in  the  kitchen,  next  up  stairs  and  then  in  the  yard  after  some 
little  ones,  next  in  the  parlor,  and  then  back  to  the  old  familiar  arm-chair 
and  the  needle.  Where  is  the  child  that  can  forget  a  mother,  when  it 
looks  at  the  many  steps  she  took,  and  the  cares  and  anxieties  and  sleepless 
nights  she  had  to  endure,  while  it  was  a  helpless  babe  ?  Often  do  I  think 
of  mother  with  her  ten  children,  all  leaning  on  her  bosom  for  comfort,  for 
instruction  and  protection. 

But  her  greatest  anxiety  was  not  to  clothe  her  numerous  family  with  the 
outer  garments.  She  was  a  pious  mother,  and  her  children  were  all  given 
in  baptism  to  Him,  who  said :  *'  Sufi*er  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and 
forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  God."  She  knew  that  by 
training  them  up  in  the  way  they  should  go,  when  they  are  old  they  will 
never  depart  from  it.  My  mother's  work-basket  again  called  before  me 
the  happy  group,  which  used  to  gather  around  her,  each  one  vying  with 
the  other  to  lay  his  hands  upon  her  knee,  and  listen  to  some  beautiful 
Bible  story.  And  then  our  devotional  exercises  had  always  to  be  closed 
by  each  one  in  turn  repeating  some  childlike  prayer. 

Ah  happy  childhood  !  thy  recollection  is  still  sweet  to  me.  I  could  almost 
wish  myself  back  again  to  those  sportive  days  of  youthful  glee.  For  I  can 
truly  say,  mine  were  happy  days,  and  most  dearly  do  I  remember  them, 
as  I  walk  along  in  life's  pathway  here  below.  Sweet  childhood  !  Who 
is  he  that  would  rob  thee  of  thy  innocent  and  sportive  pranks  ?    Bat  the 
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innocence  of  childhood  is  soon  exchann;ed  for  youth,  and  youthful  plea- 
sures for  more  mature  years.  As  children,  we  of  course  could  not  always 
see  the  meaning  of  all  these  pious  lessons  of  a  mother's  love,  and  our  nratu- 
ral  inclinations  doubtless  oflen  dictated  less  devotion  and  more  fun. 

But  who  dare  dictate  to  a  pious  mother  in  Israel  ?  Her  prayers  and 
her  instructions  were  not  in  vain.  She  lived  not  only  to  see  them  all  grown 
up  and  heads  of  families ;  but  also  every  one  of  them  become  members  of 
Church.  And  now,  although  her  family  has  gone  out  into  different  parts, 
and  some  of  them  thousands  of  miles  apart,  she  has  the  pleasing  conviction, 
that,  as  they  are  all  members  of  the  same  household  of  faith,  they  will 
soon  unite  again  in  a  better  and  happier  group  io  the  ^*  Father's  House'' 
above. 

In  the  retired  and  almost  unobserved  department  of  the  mother's  work- 
basket  is  the  secret  motive  power  which  moves  the  world.  Here  the  first 
lessons  which  form  the  character  of  the  man  are  given,  and  as  *'  the  twig 
is  bent,  the  tree  inclines."  The  little  lessons  of  a  mother,  while  perhaps 
busily  engaged  in  plying  her  needle,  have  more  to  do  in  giving  form  and 
stability  to  the  character  of  nations,  than  the  highest  order  of  school  that 
may  be  established.  It  sometimes  almost  creates  a  sportive  pride,  when  I 
look  at  the  lords  of  the  earth,  and  can  tell  them,  that  they  must  lay  their 
crown  by  the  side  of  their  mother's  work-basket. 

Mothers,  we  then  after  all,  are  not  the  least  among  the  rulers  of  the 
earth ;  for  we  may  lift  up  our  heads,  look  out  upon  the  world  and  say  to 
the  kings  and  monarchs  with  all  their  subjects,  that  they  are  only  our 
children.  And  that  they  owe  us  a  debt  of  gratitude,  for  which  we  still 
hold  a  mortgage  against  them. 

But  then,  there  is  another  branch  to  the  tree,  bearing  more  precious 
fruit.  The  religious  character  of  the  world  is  also  conditioned  by  lessons 
given  to  those,  who  cluster  around  the  mother's  work-basket.  Go  ask  the 
leaders  in  the  cause  of  Christ  in  all  ages  of  the  world, — ask  the  living  men 
of  the  Church,  who  now  stand  in  front  and  take  the  lead  in  the  great  cause 
of  the  Redeemer,  where  they  received  the  lessons  which  made  them  what 
they  are ;  and  they  will  tell  you  by  the  side  of  their  mother's  work- 
basket. 

Dear  reader,  do  you  remember  your  mother's  work-basket  ?  Bo  you 
remember  the  many  little  incidents  which  clustered  around  it,  and  the  kind 
words  of  instruction  from  a  mother's  tender  lips,  while  rummaging  \x^ 
diversified  contents  ?  At  all  my  visits  home,  which  are  ^ot  like  angels' 
visits  few  and  far  between,  I  can  still  see  on  the  old  stand  by  the  side  of 
the  rooking  chair  the  familiar  basket.  And  though  many  changes  have 
taken  place  both  in  the  outside  world,  as  well  as  in  the  basket,  it  is  to-day 
as  full  and  its  contents  as  diversified  as  when  I  was  but  a  child.  And 
although  my  mother  is  now  on  the  declining  side  of  life's  summit,  her  in- 
structions have  not  yet  ceased.  But  her  words  and  her  smiles  seem  to 
be  an  inexhaustible  fountain  of  comfort  to  her  children.  Truly  my  mother's 
home  is  a  happy  home  to  all  her  children. 

Constantine^  Michigan,  Mary  L. 
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A  VILLAGE  HOME  IN  CANAAN. 

BY  THB  EDITOR. 

Sorrow — SBDCtified  sorrow  unites.  Bereavements  in  the  Lord  bind  the 
bereaved  together  in  tenderest  ties.  Parents  bereft  of  their  children  by 
death,  are  wonderfully  endeared  and  drawn  to  one  another  by  their  sorrow. 
Children  berefl  of  their  parents'  love  and  cleave  to  one  another  with  touch- 
ing tenderness :  cleave  to  their  Saviour  and  heavenly  Friend,  too,  who 
tries  to  gather  such  to  himself  as  a  hen  gathereth  her  brood  under  her  wings, 
when  ravenous  birds  seek  to  devour  them. 

Lazarus  lived  at  Bethany — he  and  his  sisters  Mary  and  Martha;  these 
three  in  one  happy  family.  A  family  without  father  or  mother.  How 
long  without  these,  we  are  not  told.  The  brother  was  the  support  and 
protector  of  his  sisters.     Who  is  he  ?     What  his  character  ? 

Much  has  been  said  and  written  about  the  power  and  eloquence  of 
silence ;  the  silence  of  men  and  the  silence  of  the  Scriptures,  on  certain 
subjects  and  places.  A  singular  silence  is  observed  about  Lazarus.  We 
are  not  told  where  he  was  born  3  who  his  parents  were ;  when  and  where 
he  became  a  follower  of  Christ.  Lazarus  never  speaks  a  word.  Not  one 
such  from  him  does  the  Bible  record.  He  is  sick,  but  says  nothing. 
On  his  dying  bed  not  a  word  escaped  his  lips  about  his  absent  Friend. 
When  at  his  grave,  Jesus  said :  "  Lazarus,  come  forth."  He  comes  forth 
from  the  dead  but  says  nothing.  His  sisters  made  our  Saviour  a  supper, 
and  "  Lazarus  was  one  of  them  that  sat  at  the  table  with  him,"  but  said 
nothing.  The  brother  is  the  principal  person  in  the  family,  and  in  the 
interviews  with  our  Saviour,  yet  he  does  less,  speaks  and  is  spoken  of  less 
than  the  sisters.  Possibly  he  partook  of  the  disposition  of  his  sister  Mary, 
who  meekly  and  mutely  sat  at  Jesus'  feet  to  hear  his  words. 

The  Jews  have  a  tradition  which  says,  that  Lazaius  was  thirty  years 
old  when  he  was  raised  from  the  dead ;  that  after  this  he  lived  thirty 
years  more,  a.nd  that  he  along  with  Martha  and  others,  went  to  Massilia, 
in  Gall,  where  he  preached  the  Gospel.  They  are  said  to  have  been  in 
humble  circumstances.  That  Lazarus  had  acquired  the  art  of  writing. 
As  there  was  no  printing  press  at  that  time,  all  books  had  to  be  transcribed  or 
written  off  by  hand.  Lazarus  is  said  to  have  supported  his  sisters  by  tran- 
scribing copies  of  the  law  and  the  prophets,  for  wealthy  Jews.  This  was 
no  easy  work ;  for  the  Jews  would  have  no  copy  of  the  law,  in  which  a 
single  dot  or  letter  was  wrong.  And  the  best  scribe  would  be  likely  to 
commit  an  occasional  blunder,  when  he  had  to  write  so  much.  This  con- 
stant and  careful  transcribing  of  copies  of  the  Old  Testament  Scriptures 
would  make  Lazarus  familiar  with  them.  Doubtless  many  a  verse,  and 
even  whole  chapters  (or  what  are  now  verses  and  chapters,  for  then  the 
Bible  was  not  divided  into  such)  fixed  themselves  into  his  memory.   Many 
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a  time,  as  he  with  devout  care  wrote  down  the  fifty-third  Chapter  of  Isaiah, 
he  wondered  when  the  Messiah  therein  spoken  of  would  come.  At  length 
hj  some  means  he  meets  Jesus.  Perhaps  at  one  of  the  feasts.  Possihly 
as  he  stopped  at  Bethany,  on  his  way  to  Jerusalem,  or  returning  from  it. 
At  once  he  finds  in  him  the  One  whom  his  soul  loved. 

Bethany  was  fifteen  furlongs  from  Jerusalem,  not  quite  two  miles.  So 
it  was  then,  so  it  is  still.  Thirty  five  minutes  it  took  me  to  walk  thither 
over  the  regular  caravan  path ;  a  somewhat  crooked  path  leading  around  the 
highest  peak  of  Olivet.  Directly  across  the  top,  where  there  is  a  path  which 
is  somewhat  nearer  to  Bethany,  Lazarus  and  his  sisters  lived.  Then  but 
a  small  village  suburb  of  Jerusalem,  now  still  smaller,  having  only  about 
twenty  low  huts.  All  these  are  built  of  stone,  and  on  stone  or  rocks. 
Not  in  regular  streets,  but  scattered  here  and  there.  The  doors  are  low, 
and  the  roofs  are  all  flat.  Some  of  them  are  covered  with  earth,  whereon 
the  grass  grows  in  abundance.  When  the  hot  dry  season  of  summer  comes 
this  grass  withers.  (Psalm  cxziv.  6,  7).  Lazarus  doubtless  had  a  better 
house  than  any  of  these.  An  industjrious  pious  young  man,  as  he  was, 
would  not  put  his  sisters  into  such  as  one  finds  here  now.  But  the  roof, 
walls  and  internal  arrangement  must  have  been  similar  to  those  of 
the  present  houses.  On  a  little  hill,  at  the  edge  of  Bethany,  is  a  ruin,  seve- 
ral old  walls,  which  are  said  to  be  the  remains  of  the  house  of  Lazarus.  The 
Arabs  also  show  you  what  they  call  the  house  of  Martha  and  Mary.  This  is 
newer  and  better  preserved.  Around  the  village  old  olive  trees  are  here 
and  there  grouped  together.  Higher  up  the  slope  of  Olivet,  are  pome- 
granates and  fig  trees,  in  the  small  dells  between  the  bare  rocky  hills. 
The  same  kinds  of  trees  were  here  in  the  days  of  Lazarus.  From  its  olive 
trees  the  mountain  derived  its  name.  And  on  this  road  to  Bethany  our 
Saviour  cursed  a  barren  fig  tree.  Whilst  the  houses  of  ancient  Bethany 
were  of  a  better  kind,  their  style  was  the  same  as  that  of  these.  The  eyes 
of  the  three  loving  children  of  this  family  in  Bethany  rested  upon  the 
same  scenery  found  here  now. 

There  they  lived  and  loved.  In  peaceful  retirement  they  sang  and 
prayed.  Lazarus  was  the  younger  of  the  three.  If  the  parents  died  early, 
the  sisters  may  have  fondly  nursed,  and  piously  trained  their  little  brother 
for  God.  No  wonder  that  he  loved  them — that  they  loved  him  tenderly. 
With  gallant  manliness  he  became  their  protector  and  support.  He  has 
no  taste  for  the  idleness  and  follies  of  silly  young  Judeans.  He  feels  a 
loving  pride  in  his  sisters,  and  they  in  him.  Every  few  days  he  goes  to 
Jerusalem  to  take  his  finished  work  to  his  employers.  On  his  return, 
though  a  man  of  few  words,  he  has  some  news  to  tell  his  sisters,  some  gifts 
to  cheer  their  hearts.  And  they  delight  to  prepare  his  food  nicely,  and 
have  an  eye  to  the  neatness  of  his  garments.  Perhaps  even  spinning  the 
cloth  with  their  own  distaff,  and  sewing  them  with  their  skilful 
hands. 

The  sisters  were  admirably  suited  to  one  another  and  to  him.  One  a 
busy,  work-seeking,  somewhat  bustling  girl,  having  great  concern  to  do 
her  housework,  and  to  do  it  well  and  at  the  right  time.  Perhaps  she  was 
industrious  to  a  fault.  That  is  to  say,  was  in  danger  of  allowing  her 
housework  to  interfere  with  her  devotional  duties.  Many  like  Martha 
have  I  seen,  whose  housekeeping  reputation  is  on  everybody's  lips,  but 
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vhose  attention  to  work  often  keeps  tbem  from  church ;  who  for  the 
sake  of  not  losing  their  reputation  for  getting  up  a  first  class  meal,  will 
neglect  public  worship  on  Sunday,  in  order  to  show  off  to  advantage  with 
a  good  dinner. 

Somewhat  excitable,  too,  Martha  seems  to  have  been,  which  in  one 
respect  I  think  is  to  her  credit.  For  I  have  often  heard,  and  observed  it 
too,  that  ladies  whom  nothing  can  excite  or  bring  out  of  humor,  are  sure 
to  be  slovenly.  It  is  strange  that  it  should  be  so,  but  in  a  woman  a  cer* 
tain  degree  of  temper  is  necessary  to  cleanliness. 

It  seems  Martha  was  the  chief  housekeeper.  Usually  Mary  helped 
her  to  do  the  housework.  But  her  love  for  our  Saviour  was  so  ardent, 
that  when  he  was  about  she  forgot  her  work.  As  he  sat  or  reclined  in 
their  house,  she  sat  herself  at  his  feet,  eager  to  catch  every  word  that 
fell  from  his  lips.  The  dear  girl  will  soon  need  all  these  words  of  grace 
to  help  her  through  her  coming  sorrow. 

Now,  on  a  certain  day  Jesus  came.  Martha  at  once  sets  to  work  in 
petting  a  meal  for  him.  Mary,  us  usual,  could  think  of  nothing  but  her 
Haviour,  and  left  her  sister  to  do  the  work  alone.  The  busy  Martha, 
doubtless,  wished  to  serve  her  Lord  well.  Perhaps  meal  time  had  already 
been  past.  Possibly  Jesus  was  an  hungered,  walking  all  day,  up  from 
Jericho,  on  his  way  to  Jerusalem.  It  shows  how  frank,  unsophisticated 
and  outspoken  Martha  i^,  when  she  half  fretfully,  complained  to  Jesus, 
about  her  sister.  She  was  cumbered  with  much  serving,  and  said,  "  Tjord 
dost  thou  not  care  that  my  sister  hath  lefl  me  to  serve  alone  ?  bid  her 
therefore  help  me."  He  answered,  **  Martha,  Martha,  thou  art  careful 
and  troubled  about  many  things  :  but  one  thing  is  needful  ]  Mary  hath 
chosen  the  better  part  which  shall  not  be  taken  away  from  her." 

Now  our  Saviour  would  be  far  from  wounding  the  feelings  of  Martha. 
She,  too,  loved  him,  and  loved  him  ardently.  Her  affection  incited  her  to  this 
Mctive  service  for  him.  But  she  was  in  danger  of  mistaking  duty.  The  chief 
object  of  his  visit  was  not  to  be  served,  but  to  serve;  not  to  receive,  but 
to  give  food.  He  had  many  things  to  say  to  them  yet,  and  only  a  few 
moments  in  which  to  say  them.  Even  at  the  risk  of  seeming  to  neglect 
her  housework,  Mary  sat  at  her  Saviour's  feet. 

When  Henry  Clay  was  a  United  States  Senator,  before  the  time  of 
Railroads,  he  used  to  travel  to  Washington  by  stage,  like  ordinary  people. 
On  these  journeys  he  was  in  the  habit  of  stopping  at  a  certain  country  inn, 
on  his  route,  where  lived  a  plain,  kind-hearted  family.  Among  other 
children  these  people  had  an  interesting  daughter.  The  statesman  was 
greatly  pleased  with  this  cleanly,  orderly  family,  and  showed  a  special 
interest  in  the  damsel.  By  and  by  "  the  girl  of  sweet  sixteen"  issentoff 
to  a  boarding  school.  Possibly  the  illustrious  guest  advised  the  parents, 
to  send  her  thus  away.  While  at  school  she  imbibed  a  lot  of  silly  notions, 
and  tried  her  utmost  to  unlearn  and  conceal  the  natural  modesty  and 
good  sense  which  she  had  acquired  from  her  parents.  One  day  during 
her  vacation,  Clay  stepped  out  of  the  stage  in  front  of  the  inn.  At  the 
table  his  friend  served  him  again,  but  not  as  she  used  to  serve  him.  In- 
stead of  her  tidy  country  dress,  and  simple,  modest  manners,  she  had 
become  quite  citified.  Her  dress  was  of  the  ball  room  style,  her  walk  and 
talk,  were  mechanical  and  studied.     Instead  of  the  artless  country  girl  he 
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foand  a  consummate  flirty  putting  on  all  kinds  of  airs.  Clay  felt  worried. 
Handing  him  a  cup  of  tea  she  asked  in  a  most  literary  twang :  ^^  Do  you 
take  any  condiments  f*  By  which  she  meant  to  ask  whether  he  wished  to 
have  sugar  and  cream  iu  his  tea.  But  hy  misusing  the  word  '^condiments/' 
she  really  asked  whether  he  wished  sauce,  pepper,  pickle,  or  salt,  or 
something  of  thatsort  in  it.  The  provoked  statesman  replied:  ^^  Condiments. 
Yes,  pepper  and  salt  if  you  please.'*  Of  course  she  felt  it.  After  dinner  he 
asked  for  an  interview  with  the  parents  and  their  daughter,  during  which 
he  gave  them  all  frank  and  pointed  advice,  on  the  suhject  of  true,  and 
false  education  and  training. 

There  was  none  of  this  airish  aping  of  great  people  in  Martha.  A  very 
natural  woman  she  was,  just  speaking  as  she  felt,  in  the  language  of  her 
childhood.  As  she  felt  somewhat  fretful  at  this  time,  more  delicate  rules 
of  propriety  might  have  led  her  to  conceal  her  feelings.  But  she  was 
outspoken  and  unassuming. 

She  is  the  representative  of  a  large  class  of  good  housewives,  whom 
country  pastors  are  in  the  habit  of  encountering.  The  pastor  is  expected 
to  visit  his  people — to  visit  them  all — and  to  take  a  meal  in  each  family. 
Asa  sincere  conscientious  shepherd,  he  wishes  to  make  2k pastoral  visit. 
His  object  is  to  benefit  the  souls  of  the  people,  whom,  he  visits.  To  do 
this  he  must  have  an  opportunity  to  speak  to  and  pray  with  them. 

His  arrival  is  the  signal  of  a  general  commotion.  From  garret  to  cellar, 
the  house  is  astir.  Frying,  roasting,  baking,  stewing,  stuffing,  is  the  order 
of  tLe  day.  All  the  children,  from  the  least  to  the  greatest,  are  filed  into 
ranks.  The  house  is  transformed  into  a  busy  baking  and  boiling  factory, 
and  transfused  with  the  aroma  of  the  formative  feast.  Even,  while  leaf- 
ing leisurely  over  a  book,  in  the  solitary  parlor,  the  pastor  sniffs  the  in- 
cense of  the  bustling  housewife's  grateful  offering.  At  length  the  table 
is  loaded  with  five  times  as  much  as  all  the  people  in  the  family  can  eat. 
After  the  pastor  says  grace,  the  good  lady  of  the  house  begins  her  apolo- 
gies. "  I  am  too  sorry,  that  we  knew  nothing  of  your  coming.  You  must 
excuse  this  hastily  gotten  up  dinner.  It  is  really  too  bad.  We  have  not 
had  such  poor  bread  for  years  as  to-day.  Pap,  what  is  the  reason  that 
the  butcher  gave  yousuch  tough  beef  yesterday  ?  It  is  too  worrying.  We 
have  been  roasting  this  turkey  for  hours,  and  it  seems  not  done  yet. 
Bridget,  it  is  too  bad,  you  have  burned  the  coffee  in  roasting !  Why  Mr. 
Jones,  you  have  nothing  on  your  plate !  Pap,  why  don't  you  help  Mr. 
Jones  V 

Poor  pastor  Jones,  praises  the  good  woman's  sausages,  beef,  and  turkey, 
oysters,  fried,  roasted,  and  stewed — and  a  dozen  other  things,  and  eats 
twice  as  much  as  he  knows  he  ought  to.  All  out  of  courtesy  and  grati- 
tude to  the  fussy  housewife.  Even  three  kinds  of  pies,  two  of  custards, 
and  two  puddings.  Poor  Jones,  like  many  brain-workers,  is  not  a  man 
"  of  unbounded  stomach ;"  and  for  this  overeating,  will  have  to  repent 
bitterly. 

Now  this  hospitable  friend  means  it  well  with  him.  She  is  one  of  the 
kindest  people  in  the  world.  To  her  pastor,  she  holds,  belongs  the  best 
that  she  has.  When  he  comes,  all  washing,  gardening,  house-cleaning, 
or  any  other  special  work,  must  be  stopped.  He  must  be  kindly,  and 
cleverly  treated.  And  kind  and  clever  treatment  consists  in  feasting  him 
sumptuously.     For  two  reasons  must  she  feast  him.     To  show  her  love 
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and  gratitude  to  hor  spiritual  guide,  and  to  secure  Lis  loye.     For  she  holds 
with  Peter  Pindar,  that 

**  The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearti,  I  find 
Lies  thro'  their  moutns,  or  I  mistake  mankind." 

She  means  it  all  well,  only  she  overdoes  the  matter,  and  allows  her 
feasting  cares  to  defeat  the  object  of  the  pastor's  visit — to  benefit  the  souls 
of  the  family.  For  what  can  be  done  with  people  after  such  a  gorging 
process.  Besides;  there  will  be  no  time  left  for  herself  and  children  to 
spend  part  of  the  day  with  the  pastor.  Mary,  too,  has  her  followers.  In 
her  home  the  pastor  is  entertained  with  frugal  fare,  unattended  with 
apologies.  Say  a  luncheon— cold  meat,  bread,  butter,  perhaps  a  cup  of  tea 
or  coffee.  So  little  and  so  simple  a  fare  she  prepares,  in  order  to  spend 
more  time  with  him.  Not  the  feasting;  is  the  main  feature  in  her  bill  of 
fare,  but  a  meek  docile  attitude  at  the  teacher's  feet,  receiving  his  spiritual 
ministry.  He  comes  not  chiefly  to  be  served,  but  to  serve.  Mary,  too, 
serves.  With  a  pound  of  ointment,  very  costly,  she  anointed  the  Savior's 
feet  and  wiped  them  with  her  hair,  than  which  I  know  of  no  more 
touching  and  tender  expression  of  her  love,  just  then  and  there.  Not  a 
whisper  would  I  say  to  wound  the  feelings  of  either  of  these  women. 
*^  Jesus  loved  Martha,  and  her  sister,  and  Lasarus."  Martha  he  loved,  ' 
and  because  he  loves  her,  he  reproves  her  undue  worry  about  things  not 
absolutely  needful.  Jesus  loves  them  both,  and  knows  that  He  is  loved  of 
them.  But  Martha  needs  an  occasional  rebuke,  to  keep  her  mindful  that 
there  is  a  more  needful  thing  than  eating  and  drinking. 

We  are  still  in  the  Easter  season ;  a  season  which  invites  us  to  go  out 
to  our  graves  and  weep  there.  So  go  to  the  grave  of  the  world's  Redeemer 
and  see  where  he  lay.  The  resurrection  of  Lazarus  is  a  sort  of  a  prelude 
to  Easter.  Amid  a  few  fig  and  olive  trees,  in  Bethany,  there  is  a  ruin 
called  the  grave  of  Lazarus.  Under  an  old  olive  tree,  over  against  this,  I 
sat  me  in  the  shade  to  meditate.  I  watched  a  few  young  women  near  by 
in  the  street.  Theii  bodies,  even  their  heads,  were  wrapped  in  large  pieces 
of  blue  napkin  cloth.  What  little  I  could  see  of  their  faces,  appeared 
to  bear  a  dark  sallow  complexion.  Perhaps  Martha  and  Mary  looked  like 
these.  A  young  Arab  was  at  work  near  the  grave,  who  gave  me  a  picture 
of  Lazarus. 

This  old  grave  is  hewn  out  of  a  lime  stone  rock.  With  a  lighted  wax- 
taper  in  hand,  you  descend  over  twenty-seven  stone  steps,  also  cut  out  of  the 
solid  mass.  The  edges  of  the  steps  are  much  worn.  And  since  the  days 
of  Jesus,  over  fifteen  hundred  years  ago,  people  have  been  walking  over 
them  devoutly  coming  down  to  this  grave.  Near  the  foot  of  the  steps 
vou  reach  a  small  chamber,  in  which  you  can  stand  erect.  Two  steps 
lower,  through  a  narrow  passage  cut  out  of  the  rock,  you  reach  another 
chamber  where  Lazarus  is  said  to  have  been  laid. 

Hither  Martha  and  Mary  brought  Jesus.  And  they  three  wept  to- 
gether. For  Jesus  loved  Lazarus.  And  the  two  sisters  had  lost  their 
tenderest  earthly  friend.  The  meek  Mary,  true  to  her  nature,  sat  still  in 
the  house,  when  Jesus  came.  Martha,  equally  true  to  hers,  hurried  out  to 
meet  him,  and  half  complain ingly  said  :  '*  Lord;  if  thou  hadst  been  here 
my  brother  had  not  died.'' 
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Ah  I  that  was  a  sad  scene.  Sisters  having  such  a  brother,  brothers 
having  such  a  sister,  can  not  act  the  stoic  when  it  comes  to  parting.  But 
much  as  they  love  each  other,  there  is  One  whom  they  love  more.  He 
had  eaten  at  their  table^  and  slept  beneath  their  roof.  By  taking  him  into 
their  home,  they  received  him  into  their  hearts.  Blessed  is  the  home 
which  has  bed  and  board  for  the  Saviour  of  sinners.  Where  at  every  meal 
pious  hearts  say, 

**  Come,  Lord  JesuB,  be  tliou  our  gueat 
And  bless  what  thou  prepared  hast." 

When  at  the  opening  and  closing  of  day  he  is  invited  to  abide  with 
and  bless  the  &mily.  Then  when  Lazarus  dies,  Jesus  will  come  to  comfort 
Martha  and  Mary,  and  weep  with  them,  and  raise  their  brother  to  life — to 
life  eternal.  And  in  heaven  they  will  receive  him  forever.  All  the  good 
in  Christ  shall  rise  again.  *'  I  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life ;  he  that 
believeth  in  me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live/^ 


A  LITTLE  BOY'S  POCKET. 

OB,  THE  YOTJNG  PHILOBOPHEB. 

Do  you  know  what's  in  my  pocket  7 

Such  a  lot  of  treasure  ill  it ! 

Listen  now  while  I  bedin  it ; 

Such  a  lot  of  sings  it  hold, 

And  all  there  is,  you  shall  be  told  ; 
Every  sin  dat*s  in  my  pottet, 
And  when,  and  where,  and  how  I  dot  it. 

First  of  all,  here's  in  my  pottet 

A  beauty  shell— I  picked  it  up  ; 

And  here's  the  handle  of  a  tup 

That  somebody  broke  at  tea ; 

The  shell's  a  hole  in  it  you  see  ; 
Nobody  knows  that  I  have  dot  it, 
I  keep  it  safe  here  in  my  pottet. 

And  here's  my  ball,  too,  in  my  pottet. 

And  here's  my  pennies,  one  two,  fire. 

That  Aunt  Maiy  gave  to  me ; 

To-morrow  day  ril  buy  a  spade, 

When  I'm  out  walking  with  the  maid  ; 
I  can't  put  dat  here  in  my  pottet, 
But  I  can  use  when  I  have  dot  it. 

Here's  some  more  sins  in  my  pottet  I 

Here's  my  lead  and  here's  my  string, 

And  once  I  had  an  iron  ring, 

But  through  a  hole  it  lost  one  day  ; 

And  this  is  what  I  always  say — 
A  hole's  the  worst  sin  in  a  pottet. 
Have  it  mended  when  you've  dot  it.  Hearth  and  Home, 
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TWO  EVENINGS  IN  THE  FAMILY  OFA  COURT  PREACHER- 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 

Krummacher  is  dead.  On  thelOtk  of  last  December  his  great,  loTing 
heart  ceased  to  beat,  and  his  busy,  hard- working  spirit  entered  into  rest. 
He  reached  the  age  of  71  years.  Almost  fifty  years  did  this  greatest 
European  pulpit  orator  of  the  age  preach  the  everlasting  gospel.  Already 
before  his  death  his  friends  made  arrangements  to  celebrate  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  his  ministerial  labor.  This  festival  he  kept  in  the  land  of 
eternal  festivity.  The  younger  readers  of  the  Guardian  may  know  little 
about  him;  some  may  not  even  have  heard  of  his  name.  Their  parents 
have.  Twenty-five  years  ago  he  was  elected  Professor  of  Theology,  in 
the  Seminary  at  Mercersburg,  Pa.,  by  the  Eastern  Synod  of  the  German 
Reformed  Church  in  the  IFnited  States.  Ho  then  felt  it  his  duty  to 
decline  this  call ;  at  the  same  time  he  warmly  recommended  Dr.  P.  Schaff, 
as  a  suitable  man  for  the  place.  His  choice  became  the  choice  of  the 
Synod.  From  that  time  he  felt  and  took  a  warm  interest  in  the  German 
Reformed  Church  of  America.  To  his  numerous  friends  in  this  country, 
he  dedicated  his  **  Adventsbuch,"  published  in  1847.  It  has  the  follow- 
ing dedicatory  greeting : 

**  Die  reiche  Zahl  seiner 

theuren  Nordamerikanischen  Freunde  und  Briider, 

Namentlich, 

Die  ehrwurdigen  Herren, 

Dr.  Nevjn, 

Dr.  HOFFEDITZ, 

Pastor  ScHNECK, 

griisst 

Freundlicher  Errinnerung  und  herzlicher  Segenswunsche  voll 

mit  diesem  Buche." 

der  Verfasser. 

Krummacher  was  Ober  Hofprediger  (Court  Preacher),  at  the  Court  of 
Prussia,  for  many  years.  He  was  one  of  the  spiritual  advisors  of  the 
King.  With  the  late  King  of  Prussia  he  was  on  the  most  intimate  terms. 
When  his  royal  friend  zealously  labored  for  the  spread  of  the  Orthodox 
faith  and  a  pure  Christianity,  the  infidel  press  of  Europe  persecuted  him 
with  unrelenting  bitterness.  Though  one  of  the  few  earnest,  pious  Monarchs 
of  Europe,  slanderous  rumors  charged  him  with  scandalous  immoralities. 
Against  these  slanders  his  eloquent  Chaplain  ably  defended  him.  At  a 
meetinji;  of  the  Evangelical  Alliance,  held  in  Scotland,  he  publicly  depicted 
the  child-like  faith  and  pure,  beneficent  life  of  the  Prussian  Sovereign, 
with  the  most  tender  and  persuasive  eloquence. 
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Fain  would  I  tell  my  readers  how  the  good  man  lived,  loved  and  labored, 
did  the  limited  space  of  the  Guardian  permit.  One  little  service  I  can 
render  them — I  will  give  them  Two  Evenings  in  the  Familt/  of  a  Court 
Preacher. 

In  the  Summer  of  1853,  Krummacher  was  called  to  the  Garrison's 
Kirche,  in  Poftedam,  by  William  IV  of  Prussia.  A  strange  city  is  this 
Pottsdam,  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Havel,  about  17  miles  from  Berlin, 
with  40,000  inhabitants.  Two  hundred  years  ago,  the  building  of  a  royal 
palace  was  begun  here;  since  then  the  Sovereigns  of  Prussia  have  erected 
others.  In  and  around  the  city  are  four  royal  residences.  What 
Versailles  is  to  Paris,  that  Pottsdam  is  to  Berlin.  Frederick  the  Great, 
der  Alte  Fritz,  as  the  Prussians,  still  proud  of  him,  familiarly  call  him, 
laid  the  foundation  of  its  present  renown.  A  great  man^  and  withal  an 
odd  genius,  was  this  Fritz — half  Christian  and  half  Pagan.  He  built  the 
palace  of  Sans  Souci,  at  Pottsdam,  and  surrounded  it  with  step-like 
terraces,  a  multitude  of  ornamental  trees  and  gardens  of  oriental  luxuriance. 
At  the  end  of  the  principal  terrace,  Fritz  buried  his  favorite  dogs  and  his 
ooble  war-horse,  which  had  carried  him  through  the  most  of  his  battles. 
These  graves  were  the  favorite  resort  of  the  old  hero,  towards  the  evening 
of  his  life;  hither  he  was  borne  in  his  arm-chair,  surrounded  by  his  dogs, 
a  short  time  before  his  death.  In  his  last  will  and  testament, he  directed 
that  he  should  be  buried  by  the  side  of  his  faithful  animals.  This 
singular  request,  however,  was  disobeyed.  He  was  laid  in  a  metallic 
Sarcophagus,  under  the  pulpit  of  the  Garrison's  Kirche. 

Many  curious  relics  of  his  odd  habits  and  tastes  remain  in  the  rooms  of 
the  Royal  Palace.  His  writing-table,  blotted  all  over  with  ink ;  music 
•tand,  piano,  with  music  composed  and  written  by  himself;  green  eye- 
shade,  book  case,  fUled  with  French  works;  chairs  and  sofas,  with  their 
silken  covers  nearly  torn  oflf  by  the  claws  of  his  dogs,  and  soiled  with  the 
marks  of  the  plates  from  which  he  fed  them ;  all  are  here,  without  being 
eleansed  or  mended,  just  as  he  left  them  at  his  death,  almost  one  hundred 
years  ago.  His  truck-bed  on  which  he  slept,  and  on  no  other,  has  since 
been  removed,  because  worn  out  and  torn  to  pieces  by  unmannerly  relic 
bunters.  In  his  bed-room,  at  Sans  Souci,  the  old  clock  is  still  standing. 
He  always  wound  it  up  with  his  own  hands.  As  his  end  approached,  he 
was  too  weak  to  wind  it,  and  his  servants  forgot  to  attend  to  it.  The 
faithful  clock  stopped  the  moment  the  King  died.  From  August  17, 
1786,  until  this  day,  the  hour  hand  points  to  20  minutes  past  two,  and  so 
will  it  continue  to  point  as  long  as  Prussia  has  a  Iting  and  people  to 
revere  and  preserve  the  memory  of  its  great  founder. 

These  Pottsdam  palaces  have  had  a  singular  effect  on  the  architecture 
of  the  city.  Many  private  houses  are  fashioned  after  their  model.  Even 
day-laborers  live  in  puny  palaces.  "A  town  of  palaces,"  it  has  therefore 
been  called.  Here  the  great  Reformed  Court  Preacher  lived  and. labored 
the  last  fifteen  years  of  his  life. 

I  bad  now  spent  well-nigh  a  month  in  Berlin — had  spent  it  at  hard* 
study;  studying  the  customs  and  geography  of  the  Eastern  world,  worrying 
through  the  French  Grammar,  and  occasionally  attending  a  lecture  in>the 
University.  On  a  pleasant  Saturday  morning,  toward  the  end  of  October, 
I  leisurely  wended  my  way  out  the  Leipsicher  Strasse;  through  the 
Pottsdam  Gate,  to  the  depot.  Past  Botanic  Gardens,. along  banks  of. 
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picturesque  streams  skirted  witli  tall  pine  trees,  and  by  neat  country 
Tillages,  our  train  bore  us  to  Pottsdam,  in  little  more  than  half  an  hour. 
The  cars  rolled  along  with  a  gentle,  noiseless  motion,  without  any  of  the 
unpleasant  jarrings  so  common  in  railroad  travelling.  The  country  looked 
charming ;  the  leaves  had  turned  yellow ;  a  genial  sort  of  German  Indian 
Summer  it  was.  After  spending  a  few  hours  at  the  Goldner  Adier,  the 
principal  yet  plain  hotel  of  the  royal  city,  I  presented  my  card  at  the 
door  of  an  ordinary  looking  dwelling — it  was  late  in  the  afternoon — the 
servant  soon  returned  and  led  me  to  Dr.  Krummacher's  study.  On  my 
way  from  the  hotel  thither,  and  going  up  the  stairway,  I  nervously  pon- 
dered over  the  probable  appearance  of  the  good  and  great  man.  How 
will  he  look  ?  and  speak  ?  and  receive  you  ?  Other  divines  of  Germany 
caught  me  around  the  neck  and  kissed  me,  as  if  I  had  been  their  son  or 
brother ;  certainly  this  man,  at  the  foot  of  Prussia's  throne,  will  be  more 
reserved — somehow  I  wished  he  would  be ;  and  so  I  found  him. 

As  soon  as  the  servant  opened  the  door  of  his  study,  he  arose  and 
extended  his  hand,  and  greeted  me  cordially,  with  a  deep  sepulchral  voice, 
saying — "  Wir  haben  sie  schon  lange  erwartet.  Unsere  Freunde  schrieben 
uns  dass  sie  uns  besuchen  i^iirden.  (We  have  been  expecting  you  for 
some  time.  Our  friends  wrote  that  you  were  coming.)  Pray,  be 
seated."  Then  followed  a  series  of  questions  about  his  American  friends 
— Dr.  Nevin,  Dr.  Schaff,  Dr.  Schneck,  Dr.  Hoflfeditz,  and  others;  where 
I  had  traveled,  how  I  was  pleased  with  Europe,  and  with  Berlin,  and 
with  the  German  Church  Diet,  which  I  had  attended  at  Lubeck,  a  short 
time  previous ;  and  whither  I  expected  to  travel  thereafter. 

All  this  while,  however,  there  was  a  strange  air  of  dignity  about  the 
man,  which  kept  me  at  a  certain  distance.  His  whole  appearance  partook 
of  the  majestic.  Tall,  somewhat  portly,  yet  very  graceful,  with  a  massive 
forehead,  an  oval,  earnest  face,  so  benevolent  that  it  looked  as  if  he  might 
take  you  into  his  great  arms  and  press  you  to  his  warm  heart ;  aud  a 
voice  which,  if  allowed  full  expression,  might  make  the  windows  of  a 
Cathedral  clatter.  His  dress  was  faultless — a  suit  of  the  finest  cloth, 
tastefully  made  and  tidily  put  on ;  not  a  frock  but  a  dress-coat,  such  as 
one  always  wore  in  the  Court  circles  of  Prussia;  boots  brightly  polished ; 
pants  tightly  strapped  down ;  nicely  starched  standing  collar  and  white 
cravat — such  was  his  apparel.  The  keenest  eye  could  not  detect  a  spot, 
a  wrinkle  or  a  fault  of  any  kind.  Thus  he  sat  on  his  chair,  with  his  lefl 
arm  resting  on  a  plain  study-table,  erect  as  a  statue,  talking  t-o  me  with  a 
dignity  as  if  I  had  been  the  scion  of  some  noble  stock ;  yet  a  dignity 
mingled  with  perceptible  and  felt  tenderness  towards  me. 

I  describe  him  as  he  seemed  to  me,  not  with  a  view  to  find  fault,  but 
to  give  a  truthful  picture.  Perhaps  my  first  impression  was  somewhat 
colored  by  a  feeling  of  contrast.  From  my  youth  I  had  read  his  books 
with  rapt  interest,  and  heard  him  spoken  of  by  his  parbhioners  and  inti- 
mate friends  as  the  prince  of  European  pulpit  orators;  the  fearless, 
valorous  "  Elijah''  of  Germany,  denouncing  royal  vices,  and  warning 
Kings  to  flee  from  the  wrath  to  come. 

Not  to  flee  the  King,  but  Krummacher,  had  I  come  to  Pottsdam.  In 
walking  the  streets  and  looking  at  the  palaces,  methought  the  pastor  of 
the  Garrison's  Kirche  was  a  greater  King  than  his  royal  friend  Frederick 
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William  IVl     What  LoDgfcHow  says  of  Nuremberg's  painter  and  cobbler 
bard,  I  felt  was  true  of  Prussians  Court  Preacher : 

"Not  thy  Coancils,  not  thy  KaiserSf  win  for  thee  the  world*8  regard,^ 
Bnt  thj  painter,  Albrecht  Diirer,  and  Hans  Sachs,  thy  cobbler  bard." 

All  this  I  felt.  Coming  from  my  humble  lodgings  on  the  third  story  of 
a  certain  house  in  the  Leipsicher  Strasso,  my  head  full  with  admiration 
and  reverence  for  this  great  man,  I  might  well  feel  somewhat  timid  at 
first  in  his  presence. 

His  study  was  arranged  in  a  neat,  simple  style.  The  floor  was  uncar-> 
peted,  but  painted ;  his  fine  library  lined  the  walls ;  the  furniture  was 
plain  but  well  suited ;  all  the  books  were  in  their  places ;  no  scrap  of 
waste  paper  or  needless  book  was  on  his  table.  Alas !  when  I  look  at  my 
table,  at  this  present  writing,  what  a  contrast  with  his !  A  dozen  of 
books,  closed,  open,  half-open;  some  lying  open  on  the  back,  others  lying 
on  the  open  pages ;  journals,  portfolios,  letters,  blotters,  torn  envelopes, 
scraps  of  scribbled  paper,  pens,  pencils — all  huddled  together  pelUmell 
before  me,  in  spite  of  the  repeated  interposition  of  friendly  hands. 

Perhaps  I  ought  to  state  here,  however,  that  the  condition  of  Krum- 
macher's  study  on  that  Saturday  afternoon  at  5  o'clock,  ought  not  to  be 
taken  as  its  average  appearance.  On  a  certain  morning  I  visited  Dr. 
Ullman,  of  Carlsruh.  He  was  seated  in  the  middle  of  his  study,  with  books 
and  papers  on  the  table  and  scattered  all  around  him  on  the  floor.  This 
happened  to  be  his  study  hour.  Between  four  and  five  in  the  afternoon, 
the  time  for  receiving  visitors,  matters  would  have  presented  a  very 
different  aspect.  All  the  city  pastors  of  Germany  have  a  fixed  time — 
usually  from  4  to  5,  P.  M. — to  receive  calls.  This  time  is  printed,  in 
connection  with  each  one's  name,  in  the  City  Directory,  so  that  even 
foreigners  may  know  when  to  visit  them.  The  earlier  part  of  the  day 
they  devote  to  study  or  pastoral  labor,  when  they  are  rarely  interrupted. 
Thus  the  study  may  present  an  appearance  in  the  afternoon  vnry  different 
from  that  in  the  morning. 

In  Europe,  Court  preachers  are  often  charged  with  being  unduly 
influenced  by  the  Court  atmosphere  (Hof-luft).  The  inhaling  of  this  is 
supposed  to  change  their  manners  and  habits.  Within  certain  limits,  this 
ought  to  be  the  case.  The  man,  be  he  minister  or  layman,  who  is  unable 
or  unwilling  to  conform  to  Court  etiquette,  is  unfit  to  appear  in  the  royal 
presence.  It  is  natural  that  one,  filling  a  place  like  that  of  Krummacher, 
for  a  number  of  years,  should,  perhaps  unconsciously,  become  somewhat 
formal  and  precise  in  his  manner.  He  is  a  servant  of  the  King,  and 
ought  to  demean  himself  accordingly.  Krummacher's  glory  was,  that 
whilst  he  honored  his  royal  master,  he  revered  the  King  of  Kin^s  more, 
and  fearlessly  preached  His  word,  even  at  the  risk  of  incurring  the  royal 
displeasure. 

After  conversing  a  while,  he  took  me  into  an  adjoining  room  where  his 
afflicted  wife  was  reclining  on  a  sofa;  a  very  kind-hearted  old  lady,  who 
received  the  American  with  maternal  greetings.  Krummacher  was 
greatly  concsrned  about  her  illness. 

After  returning  to  the  hotel  that  evening,  I  received  the  following 
card: 
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F.  W.  Krummacher, 

Doctor  der  Theologie  und  KoDiglicher, 

Hoffprediger, 

bittet  Herro  Pastor  B.,  aus  Ameriica,  morgen  Abend  ihn  zum  Thee  zu 
besuchen. 

(F.  W.  Kmmmacher,  Doctor  of  Theology  aod  royal  Court  Preacher, 
invites  Pastor  B.,  of  America,  to  take  tea  with  him  to-morrow  evening.) 

The  following  day  was  Sunday.  To  my  great  disappointment,  Krum- 
macher  was  disabled  from  preaching  by  a  sore  threat;  thus  it  happened 
that  I  failed  to  hear  the  greatest  pulpit  orator  of  Germany.  His  church 
was  closed.  I  had  formed  the  agreeable  acquaintance  of  another  Pottsdam 
family;  these  kindly  invited  me  to  attend  them  to  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  their  stated  place  of  worship.  I  soon  found  that  they  had 
no  taste  for  Krummacher's  preaching;  he  was  too  stern,  legalistic, 
denunciatory — pietistic,  as  they  said.-  In  the  morning  their  church  was 
crowded.  The  military  were  marched  on  to  the  galleries.  Every  pew 
was  packed.  Pastor  B.  preached  on  the  parable  of  the  unmerciful  servant 
— in  Matthew  xviii.  A  right  earnest  sermon  he  preached,  and  the  con- 
gregation demeaned  themselves  devoutly. 

"  Herr  Pastor,"  said  my  friends,  "you  must  go  with  us  at  three  this 
afternoon,  to  hear  Dr.  E.  We  have  two  pastors  in  our  church."  At  a 
frugal,  free  and  easy  dinner,  such  as  you  can  only  find  in  a  German  home, 
much  was  spoken  about  the  Pottsdam  congregations  and  pastors,  and  of 
Prussian  oppression ;  such  taxes  and  other  tyrannies  as  they  had  to 
endure.  They  spoke  to  me  as  a  confidential  guest^  who  would  not  betray 
them  to  the  Government.  "  For,"  said  they,  "  we  are  watched,  and  so 
are  others  of  our  way  of  thinking.*'  I  soon  learned  that  these  kind  people 
belonged  to  the  free  thinkers,  who  hated  Krummacher  on  account  of  bis 
bold  and  fearless  defence  of  the  truth. 

At  three  we  went  to  church  again  ;  this  time  it  was  not  so  full,  although 
the  more  eloquent  of  the  two  pastors  preached.  The  morning  service  is 
the  principal  one  in  Germany.  Few  people  care  about  going  to  church 
in  the  afternoon  or  evening;  and,  save  in  the  larger  cities,  they  are 
rarely  invitedtto  such.  Dr.  E.  preached  on  the  same  text  bs  we  had  in 
the  morning — it  was  the  Gospel  for  the  day.  His  sermon  abounded  in 
*'  good  hits."  He  is  evidently  a  fine  scholar,  and  for  peop'e  of  his  way  of 
thinking,  an  entertaining  preacher;  but  of  the  kernel  of  his  subject  we 
got  precious  little  in  his  sermon. 

"  You  must  become  acquainted  with  Dr.  E.,"  said  my  friends.  "  We 
have  invited  him  to  our  house  to  meet  you.  You  will  go  home  with  us 
a«^ain."  In  a  short  time  the  eloquent  pastor  arrived.  He  at  once  sat 
beside  me^  with  his  ear  trumpet  in  his  hand,  for  he  was  hard  of  hearing. 
He  was  a  middle-aged  man,  of  medium  size,  with  sallow  complexion,  and 
the  appearance  of  a  hard  student,  brim-full  of  learning,  and  possessing 
lemarkable  conversational  powers.  He  at  once  commenced  a  tirade 
against  the  tyranny  of  Church  and  State  in  Germany.  "  My  hope  for 
Germany's  future  is  in  her  people.  All  great  events  in  her  history  have 
sprung  from  her  popular  religious  genius.  That  is  always  right.  What 
do  the  people  care  about  the  doctrines  of  the  Lutheran  and  Eeformed 
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Charches  ?  Mark  it,  sir,  if  theologians  and  political  leaders  presume  too 
maoh  OD  the  submissioD  of  the  people,  they  will  sood  be  ca9t  overboard." 
Aod  80  he  went  on,  ealogiziog  German  Democracy  and  belaboring  the 
powers  that  be.  In  reply  to  his  remark,  I  asked  whether  the  popular 
observance  of  Sunday,  on  the  Continent,  was  approved  of  by  the  Christian 
sentiment  of  the  people.  Ho  remarked  :  **  The  Sunday  is  intended  to  be 
spent  according  to  our  wants;  whether  we  attend  church,  mingle  in 
society,  or  labor,  we  do  right  if  our  wants  require  it.  Depend  upon  it, 
there  will  be  a  Germanic  Unity.  Not  a  uniformity  of  faiths,  not  a  union 
of  views,  not  an  adoration  of  the  letter,  but  one  wherein  each  can  believe 
as  he  chooses,  and  yet  all  will  mutually  recognize  each  other  as  brethren. 
When,  like  the  birds  of  the  forest,  each  will  warble  his  own  song, 
and  yet  all  praise  the  same  Being."  I  thought  of  the  quaint  saying  of 
Chiudius :  "  Ein  jeder  pfeift  wie  ihra  der  Schnabel  gewaschsen  ist," — every 
bird  pipes  according  to  the  shape  of  his  beak.  A  very  strong  and  dan- 
gerous man  was  this  Dr.  E.,  one  of  the  practical  leaders  of  German 
Rationalism.  I  noticed  a  little  son  of  my  host,  with  pen  and  pencil  in 
hand,  taking  notes  of  the  brilliant  sayings  of  his  erratic,  pastor.  He  was 
the  representative  and  leader  of  the  Ratio oalistic  and  anti-Krummacher 
party  in  Pottsdam. 

With  a  sense  of  relief,  I  proceeded  to  Krummacher's  in  the  evening.  I 
was  led  into  a  plain,  uncarpeted  sitting-room,  and  made  'acquainted  with 
the  different  members  of  the  family.  The  oldest  son,  Adolph,  I  after- 
wards met  at  Halberstadt^  where  he  is  pastor  of  the  Reformed  church ; 
the  second  one  was  absent  at  school ;  the  four  daughters,  two  of  them 
grown,  were  just  such  modest,  unaffected,  intelligent,  agreeable  girls  as 
one  might  expect  to  meet  in  a  well-regulated  German  pastor's  family. 
Mrs.  Krummacher  had  partly  recovered  from  her  illness  the  day  before. 
Two  friends,  besides  myself,  were  invited  to  the  little  circle — one  a  plain- 
looking,  elderly  lady,  the  Duchess  of ,  the  other  a  pious  old  gentle- 
man, in  regimentals.  Major ,  an  oflBcer  in  the  Prussian  army.     The 

subjects  of  conversation  were  chiefly  religious — the  state  of  Christianity 
in  America,  the  condition  of  the  American  Indians,  and  the  Christian 
home  life  in  our  country,  were  familiarly  discussed.  How  different  Dr. 
Krummacher's  conversation  from  that  of  Dr.  E.  Mrs.  Krummacher, 
seated  on  a  comfortable  chair  (the  German  ladies  have  no  rocking-chairs), 
had  many  questions  to  ask  and  answer. 

The  supper  was  a  frugal  meal,  showing  that  the  Oberhofprediger  did 
not  burden  his  servants  with  excessive  Sunday  cooking.  At  table  the 
venerable  head  of  the  family  asked  a  blessing.  The  conversation  was 
continued  thereat.  The  Dr.  seemed  less  courtly  and  more  accessible  than 
on  the  day  before.  The  oldest  daughter,  Matilda,  spoke  English  well, 
and  remarked  that  the  most  of  their  friends  spoke  only  German  and 
French ;  that  although  they  read  many  English  books,  they  had  compara- 
tively few  opportunities  to  engage  in  English  conversation.  Her 
preference  to  converse  in  English  was  quite  a  relief  to  me,  as  I  deemed 
my  American  German  scarcely  passable  for  such  a  circle. 

The  Germans  are  slow  eaters,  and  therein  they  show  their  good  sense. 
A  goodly  time  was  spent  at  the  table,  and  all  the  while  some  tongues 
were  wagging  pleasantly,  making  one  forget  the  delicious  dish  before  him. 
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After  returning  to  the  sitting-room  new  subjects  were  introduced.  The 
whole  group  seemed  to  feel  like  members  of  the  same  family  circle,  bating 
the  occasional  use  of  GrSfin  (Duchess),  when  any  one  addressed  the  noble 
lady. 

Most  beautiful  was  the  unaffected  tenderness  between  the  parents  and 
their  children.  So  tender,  open-hearted,  respectful,  familiar  yet  courteous 
the  tones  of  voice,  the  modes  of  expression  ;  in  look,  language  and  panner 
there  is  a  certain  something  in  the  intercourse  between  Christian  German 
parents  and  their  children,  which  one  finds  no  where  else.  Their  love  is 
truly  without  dissimulation,  neither  worn  from  a  sense  of  dut^  nor  for  the 
sake  of  effect.  Its  presence  charms  the  stranger,  and  sends  him  away  with 
a  blessing,  dreaming  over  happy  scenes  of  domestic  life.  In  the  hearts 
of  German  children  it  lives  forever.  Old  and  gray-headed  men  are  not 
ashamed  to  embrace  and  kiss  their  much  older  parents,  and  shed  tears 
when  they  meet  and  part.  So  found  I  this  peaceful  happy  family  of  the 
Court  preacher.  How  tenderly  these  daughters  cared  for  and  caressed 
their  father.  The  well-ordered  arrangement  of  his  study,  his  faultless 
apparel,  spoke  of  their  filial  love.  The  tenderer  the  ties,  the  more  painful 
their  sundering.  Four  months  before  the  death  of  Krummaoher,  his 
wife  died.  Many  stricken  mourners  he  had  comforted — at  length  the 
sad  stroke  fell  upon  himself.  His  homesick  soul  longed  to  follow  her 
whom  he  had  so  tenderly  loved.  With  inexpressible  sadness  he  doted 
over  his  children,  who  now  more  than  ever  clung  to  him  with  tearful 
tenderness.  He  could  not  endure  their  absence,  not  even  for  a  few 
moments.  And  now  he  has  followed  her  into  rest.  And  what  a  rest 
must  be  his,  after  such  a  busy,  battling  life !  For  fifteen  years  he  stood 
in  the  pulpit  of  the  Garrison's  Kirche — over  the  dust  of  Frederick  the 
Great — and  boldly  preached  Christ,  and  Him  crucified,  to  the  nobility 
and  to  two  royal  families  of  Prussia ;  with  the  heroism  of  a  martyr, 
he  rebuked  wickedness  in  high  places,  and  reminded  Kings  and  Princes 
of  their  mortality  and  of  a  judgment  to  come. 

In  the  privacy  of  their  German  homes  the  affectionate  brothers  and 
sisters  of  these  departed  parents  shed  the  tears  of  their  double  bereave- 
ment. Not  as  those  without  hope  do  they  sorrow — ^yet  sorrow  they  must. 
I  know  that  many  readers  of  the  Guakdian  will  join  me  in  breathing  a 
prayer  to  the  pitying  Father  of  all  His  sorrowing  children,  in  behalf  of 
this  stricken  household  in  the  Fatherland. 


PBIVATE  PBAYBB. 


Thb  root  that  produces  the  beautiful  and  flourishing  tree,  with  all  its 
spreading  branches,  verdant  leaves,  and  refreshing  fruit — that  which 
gains  for  it  sap,  life,  vigor,  and  fruitful ness — is  all  unseen ;  and  the 
further  and  deeper  the  root  spreads  beneath,  the  more  the  tree  expands 
above.  Christian,  if  you  wish  to  prosper,  if  you  long  to  bring  forth  all 
the  fruits  of  the  Spirit,  strike  your  roots  deep  and  wide  in  private  prayer. 
That  faith  and  support,  that  strength  and  grace  which  you  seek  of  God  in 
secret,  that  it  may  be  exercised  in  the  hour  of  need,  God  will  in  that 
hour  give  it  you  before  men. — Bxckersteth, 
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THE  LAND  OF  BEULAH. 

BT   MART   ELLEN. 


Te  have  called  me  back  from  the  golden  gates — 

From  the  Ferge  of  mj^Hearenly  Home. — Harbauoh. 

In  the  far-oflf  regions  of  the  West,  bejond  the  Rocky  Mountains,  lie 
parks  or  rather  table-lands,  the  beauty  of  which  far  surpasses  that  of  any 
other  portion  of  our  continent.  At  least,  so  travellers  tell  us.  They  speak 
of  its  mines  of  gold  and  silver — fertile  valleys  and  majestic  slopes — its 
gurgling  brooks  and  noble  streams — balmy  breezes  and  radiant  skies, 
bringing  renewed  vigor  to  all  who  come  within  its  magic  influence.  They 
describe  the  plumage  of  the  birds  as  of  matchless  brilliancy— their  songs 
of  endless  variety.  Then,  too,  the  richness  of  the  verdure — density  of 
foliage,  and  above  all,  the  exceeding  loveliness  of  its  flowers.  So  fascina- 
ting is  the  picture  presented  to  our  imagination,  as  to  almost  lead  us  to 
exclaim — Oh  I  what  must  it  be,  to  be  there  ?  Speed  on  the  day,  when  all 
barriers  being  removed,  we,  too,  may  view  this  goodly  land — find 

"  ToDgnes  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks. 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing." 

Most  eagerly  we  would  know  of  the  people,  who  live,  love,  suffer  and 
die,  in  this  garden  spot  of  earth. 

"Lo,  the  poor  Indian !  Whose  untutored  mind 
Sees  Qod  in  the  clouds,  or  hears  flim  in  the  wind.'' 

Feeling  sad,  yea  disappointed — we  turn  from  this  scene,  in  which  the 
blight  of  sin  is  so  plainly  manifest:  where  natural  beauty  and  moral  de- 
pravity are  so  closely  allied.  Truly  we  must  seek  another  country,  even 
a  Heavenly,  if  we  would  find  harmony  suited  to  our  threefold  nature. 

"  There  are  mansions  exempted  from  sin  and  from  woe, 
But  they  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  untrod ; 
There  are  rivers  of  joy, — but  they  roll  not  below; 
There  u  rest, — but  it  dwells  in  the  presence  of  Qod." 

Would  we  satisfy  our  yearnings  for  that  which  is  truly  Beautiful  and 
Good,  let  us  direct  our  attention  to  ^'Beulah's  Land,"  and  thiiher  guide 
our  aspirations. 

Bunyan,  in  his  inimitable  work,  placed  next  the  Bible ;  by  the  good 
and  pious  of  all  creeds,  gives  us  an  enrapturing  description  of  that  Pisgah, 
from  which  the  pilgrim  views  the  promised  land. 

"  The  Dreamer"  locates  it,  as  bordering  on  the  Jordan  of  Death,  im- 
mediately opposite  the  £ternal  City.  In  other  words,  on  the  extreme  con- 
fines of  this  life,— ^'u8t  before  the  soul  puts  on  immortality.  A  truthful 
description  of  this  beauteous  clime  could  alone  be  given  by  an  inspired 
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writer.  Such  a  one  tells  us,  that  its  air  is  sweet  and  pleasant — the  sun 
shineth  night  and  day — the  hirds  continually  sing — every  day  the  flowers 
appear,  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  thb  land.  Corn  and  wine, 
yea  orchards,  gardens  and  vineyards  are  there  for  the  refreshing  of 
pilgrims,  and  when  weary,  walks  and  arhors  invite  them  to  rest.  From 
thence,  through  a  glass,  the  pearly  gates  of  the  "  New  Jerusalem"  may 
be  distinctly  seen,  while  the  reflection  from  its  golden  streets  dazzles  the 
naked  eye.  But  what  of  the  petiple,  who  sojourn  in  this  land  ?  It  is  a 
favorite  resort  for  the  **  Shining  Ones" — "  they  who  have  washed  their 
robes  and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb."  'Tis  there  they 
commooly  walk,  just  on  the  verge  of  Canaan. 

Methinks  it  was  from  this  land,rthat  the  lamented  author  of  the 
''  Sainted  Dead"  was,  for  a  time,  called  back.  Most  certainly  it  was  of 
this  country  he  loved  to  think,  speak  and  write.  Need  we  wonder  at  his 
plaintive  tones,  "  Ye  have  called  back — from  the  verge  of  my  Heavenly 
Home."  Sordid  indeed  must  appear  the  scenes  of  earth  to  one^  who  has 
had  but  a  glimpse  of  ^^  Beulah's  Land."  It  was  in  writing  of  its  white 
robed  inhabitants,  that  he  so  well  succeeded  in  applying  balm  to  bleeding, 
crushed  hearts.  When  out  of  the  depths  of  secret  sorrow,  such  yearn- 
ingly cry — Oh,  shall  we  see  them  again?  Do  they  love  there  still?  To 
them  he  comes  with  the  soothing  response — you  shall  find  them — love  them 
— your  fadeless  treasures — the  "  Sainted  Dead."  Could  language  fall  on 
the  ear  of  the  afflicted  better  calculated  to  raise  the  drooping  spirit? 
Surely  not.  It  is  the  exceeding  beauty  of  his  theme,  that  has  rendered 
his  messages  so  tenderly  welcome 

"  Iq  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan'* — 

as  well  as  in  the  stately  palace.  In  suffering  all  are  equal.  The  rod  of 
affliction  falls  j^W  as  h^avi/^  mid  purple  and  fine  linen,  as  when  in  mercy 
the  child  of  penury  is  smitten. 

Are  not  the  views  of  Bunyan  and  Harbaugh  confirmed  by  the  experi- 
ence of  many  dying  saints  ?  May  we  not  conclude,  that  there  are  instances, 
in  which  the  parting  soul  of  the  child  of  God  is  permitted  to  meet 
friends,  who  have  "inherited  the  promises" — in  the  "  I^and  of  Beulah  ?" 
Have  we  not  reason  to  believe,  that  such  minister  to  the  '^  heirs  of  salva- 
tion" in  the  trying  hour,  and  even  lead  them  to  that  point,  at  which  Jesus 
Himself  says — "  Fear  not,  I  will  be  with  thee."  Else  why  that  halo  that 
sometimes  diffuses  itself  over  the  countenance  of  the  Christian,  just  be- 
fore the  soul  takes  its  flight? , 

Whence  come  those  '*  Sweet  Sounds"  so  enrapturing  to  their  ear — or, 
those  seraphic  visions,  causing  them  so  often  to  assure  us,  in  their  ecstacy, 
that  angels  with  crowns  and  palms  are  awaiting  them.  Who,  who  that 
has  witnessed  scenes  like  this,  can  doubt  the  "  Land  of  Beulah"  ? 

**  The  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony  : 
When  words  are  scaroe,  they're  seldom  spent  in  Tain  ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain." 

Dear  reader,  all  do  not  enter  the  '*  Golden  Gates"  by  way  of  "  Beulah' 8 
Land."  The  same  authority,  founded  in  God*s  word,  tells  us  of  one  who 
was  ferried  over  the  "  Dark  River"  by  "  Vain  Glory."     This  one,  crossed 
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with  little  difficulty  and  still  less  anxiety,  faa\ring  a  bold,  self-confident 
pilot — ^but,  we  are  told  he  went  alone  to  the  "  Pearly  Gates,"  and  there 
utterly  failed  to  obtain  admittance.  He  could  not  "  recul  his  title  clear," 
May  you  and  I  take  heed. 

**  The  path  is  roogh,  my  Father !  Many  a  thorn 
Has  pierced  m*,  and  my  weary  feet,  all  torn 
And  Dieeding,  mark  the  way.     Tet  Thy  command 
Bids  me  press  forward,  Father!  Take  my  hand; 
Then  safe  and  blest. 
Lead  up  to  rest 
Thy  child ! 
The  cross  is  heavy,  Father !  I  have  home 
It  long,  and  still  do  bear  it.    Let  my  worn 
And  fainting  spirit  rise  to  that  hlest  land 
Where  crowns  are  given,  Father!  Take  my  hand, 
And  reaching  down, 
Lead  to  the  crown 
Thy  child!" 


EASTEB  DAY. 

BY  PERKIOMEN. 

Christmas  and  Easter  are  twin  Holidays — not  in  time,  but  in  joy — for 
the  young  and  old,  in  nearly  all  quarters  of  the  world  where  Christianity 
is  established.  The  Guardian,  at  all  events,  circulates  principally  in 
such  families  and  neighborhoods,  in  which  those  grand  old  traditional 
days  are  honored  and  celebrated. 

Christmas- day,  with  its  Christ- Kindlem — the  ^< unspeakable  gift" — and 
its  minor  presents  has  gone  by  for  another  year,  and  Easter-season  is  upon 
us  with  all  its  plenitude  of  gladness.  Those  festive  days  are  deeply  rooted 
in  all  the  primitive  Reformation  Churches,  and  all  who  regard  that  as  a 
disease  to  be  eradicated,  will  find  it  most  malignantly  set  against  a  re- 
moval.    May  they  never  succed. 

The  Children  know  Easter-day  full  well,  and  associate  with  it,  from  the 
earliest  childhood,  the  "  Rabbit"  and  the  **  Eggs."  Strange  symbols 
those,  for  a  Christian  holiday — are  they  not?  And  yet  not  wholly  inappo- 
site and  foreign  dither.  We  can  trace  their  relationship  with  far  greater 
ease,  than  we  can  discern  the  analogy  between  *'  Thanksgiving  Day"  and 
a  pumpkin-pie.  An  egg  is  no  mean  model  of  a  vaulted  tomb.  No  more 
closely  are  man's  mortal  "remains"  walled  in  the  long  an^  narrow  grave, 
tapering  towards  the  foot-end,  than  is  the  substance  of  the  future  bird, 
hurled  within  its  arched  shell.  As  the  one  will,  in  time,  break  its  prison- 
walls  and  come  forth  a  new  creature,  so  will  the  other  prove  but  the 
womb  of  man's  immortality  in  the  morning  of  the  Resurrection  of  the  just. 

Ihe  crimson- colored  Easteregg,  we  were  told  already,  when  yet  very 
young,  tells  of  Good  Friday — the  cross  and  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus. 

'*  But  the  rabbit — what  has  it  to  do  with  the  Resurrection  festival  ?" 
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The  Rabbi  Ben  Israel  taught  in  the  village  school  this  sweet  little 


**  Jesus,  the  *  Carpenter's  son/  was  called  Rabbi  Theou,  by  the  crowd 
accursed."  Now,  Rabbi  Theou  came  to  be  written  rabbi-t,  which  soon 
coalesced  into  rabbit.  Thus  child-fancy,  with  a  little  parental  conniv- 
ance, associated  the  rabbit  and  eggs  with  Easter.  It  is  a  pardonable  de- 
lusion, which  children  soon  outgrow. 

The  Youths  of  the  Church  know  Easter-day  equally  well,  and  enjoy  it 
no  less.  The  very  happiest  associations  cling  around  it.  It  is  the  time 
in  which  many  catechumens  make  their  Jirst  communion  at  the  altar. 
They  attain  their  majority,  we  may  say,  in  Christ  first  then.  They  have 
changed  from  babes  to  sons  and  daughters.  Henceforth  they  are  enrolled 
as  ripe  members  of  Christ's  kingdom  on  earth.  They  are  responsible 
now,  since  they  have  ratified  the  vows  of  their  parents  in  their  own 
name  and  by  their  own  hand,  as  it  were.  It  is  a  solemn  happy  time. 
How  many  rejoice  with  trembling  during  such  a  transaction !  It  is  fash- 
ion with  some  to  think  little  and  speak  lightly  of  the  confirmation  of  the 
young.  "  They  are  but  a  giddy  crowd  and  know  not  what  they  do,"  they 
say.  For  our  part,  we  declare  that  we  have  seen  hot  tears  roll  down 
many  a  cheek,  which  we  looked  in  vain  to  see  on  the  countenances  of 
their  revilers.  Charity,  we  think,  ought  to  do  better,  than  to  foster  suspicion 
with  reference  to  a  score  of  catechumens — as  if  not  one  earnest  and  sin- 
cere soul  were  to  be  found  among  them  all.  It  were  well  for  the  older 
and  laps  d  ones  to  recall  this  hymn  : — 

Where  is  the  blesBednesa  I  knew, 

When  fimi  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  ia  the  soul  refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  then  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  mem'ry  still ! 
But  note  I  find  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 

We  verily  do  not  envy  any  man  his  head  or  heart,  who  cannot  admit 
more  sincerity  than  hypocrisy  to  reign  in  the  large  number  of  hearts,  who 
approach  the  cross  of  Christ,  during  their  first  communion  on  Easter 
Sunday.  There  is  enough  evident  wrong  among  those  who  are  older  in 
the  service;  why  then  canvass  for  more  among  novices^  and  on  bare  sus- 
picion, too  ? 

Easter-day  has  its  social  significance  as  well.  Many  parents,  among 
the  lowly  and  pious  poor,  are  so  circumstanced  as  not  to  be  able  to  retain 
their  grown-up  sons  and  daughters  under  their  roof  and  at  their  family- 
board.  They  are  hired  and  bound  abroad.  This  is  a  sacrifice,  which  the 
indigent  must  frequently  make,  and  of  which  the  affluent  are  wholly  ig- 
norant. Still  the  children  of  the  poor  will  revisit  their  homes.  Now  a 
time  must  be  set,  when  all  shall  meet  together.  The  time  is  generally  on 
one  or  another  festival.     On  Easter- day 

"All  come  marching  home  \" 

We  think  of  a  young  man  just  now,  who  for  weeks  and  months  in  ad- 
vance, scored  the  intervening  days  on  the  gable  end  of  an  old  wood  shed, 
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and  when  Easter  broke  ia,  he  bounded  off  and  borne  almost  at  a  single 
leap.     At  this  season,  indeed 

**  There's  no  place  like  home." 

Ask  the  bound-oat  boys  and  girls,  or  the  young  hired  men  and  women, 
"when  are  you  going  home,"  and  they  will  answer  you — **0n  Easter," 
or  "On  Christmas,"  or  "On  Whitsuntide."  Then  it  is  too,  that 
the  communion  is  held  in  the  "  church  at  home."  Their  parents,  they 
know,  will  commune  then,  and  they  will  likewise.  Thus  their  family- 
unions  are  unions  in  Christ  indeed.  The  beauty  here  can,  of  course, 
only  be  discerned  by  such,  as  have  an  eye  and  a  heart  for  it. 

It  were  downright  robbery  of  the  poor,  to  call  it  nothing  worse,  to  abol- 
ish these  reunion  festivals.  It  is  on  Easter-day  especially,  that  we  see  an 
admirable  prophecy  of  the  joyful  meeting  in  the  Resurrection, 

''Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up 
And  Sabbaths  never  end." 

It  is  a  far  wiser  and  sounder  policy  to  celebrate  more  holidays,  than  to 
abolish  the  few  that  remain.  The  children  of  this  world  acknowledge  it^ 
and  national  holidays  are  on  the  increase.  We  are  pleased  to  notice, 
that  the  Free  School  Board  exempts  both  teachers  and  scholars  on  several 
days  of  the  civil  year. 

And  how  can  parents  be  but  similarly  affected  on  Easter,  since,  as  we 
have  seen,  their  offspring  are  all  Eaaterized — from  the  oldest  down  to  the 
youngest  1  Is  it  not  like  to  a  contagious  epidemic,  spreading  over  the  en- 
tire household?  But  an  epidemic,  which  breeds  no  evil,  only  good. 

Who  can  object  to  such  a  wise  and  salutary  arrangement  in  the  econ- 
omy of  society  and  the  Church  ?  Ought  there  not  to  be  such  pleasant  oases 
in  the  tiresome  desert  of  human  life  ?  Here  old  and  young  sit  down,  eat, 
drink  and  refresh  themselves,  and  start  forth  on  their  pilgrimage  all  the 
more  briskly.  Thus  life  becomes  a  mere  pleasuring  along  over  what  would 
otherwise  seem  like  a  journey  too  long  to  perform. 

At  a  season  of  the  year,  when  nature  is  orienting  itself  by  means  of  a 
veritable  revival  of  life,  in  earth,  meadows  and  fields  ;  in  woods  and  gar- 
dens -J  in  insects  and  birds  :  when  a  resuscitation  is  witnessed  in  every  part 
of  the  physical  world,  ought  there  not  to  be  a  corresponding  phenomenon 
expected  and  hailed  in  the  kingdom  of  Christ,  which  shall  reveal  itself  in 
the  congregation,  family  and  heart  by  virtue  of  His  grace,  who  is  the 
resurrection  and  the  life? 

*'  Hallelujah !  Das  Grab  ist  leer ! 
Gerettet  ist  die  Welt ! 
Das  Leben  ist  des  Todes  Heer ! 
Erstanden  ist  der  Held !'' 


A  Beautiful  Pbayer. — As  one  of  the  Scottish  kings  was  dying,  an 
attendant  heard  his  last  sentence :  *'  Lord,  I  restore  Thee  the  kingdom 
wherewith  Thou  didst  entrust  me.  Put  me  in  possession  of  that  whereof 
the  inhabitants  are  all  kings." 
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THE  ANCIENT  CITY  OP  TYBB. 


BY   G.   I.   T. 


Tyre  is  an  object  of  the  deepest  interest,  not  only  on  account  of  it 
ancient  splendor  and  political  importance,  but  also,  more  especially  on 
account  of  the  fulness  and  minuteness  of  the  prophecies  directed  against 
it,  which  have  been  fulfilled  with  the  greatest  exactness.  Tyre,  as  we 
now  behold  it,  is  as  it  were  a  permanent,  living  witness  to  the  truth  of 
God — a  hoary  monitor — speaking  forth  from  its  desolation  to  us,  and  to 
men  of  all  ages  and  climes.  Those  who  would  rightly  appreciate  Tyre  in 
this  point  of  view,  and  understand  the  value  of  modern  descriptions  con- 
cerning it,  should  carefully  study  Isaiah  xxiii.  and  Ezekiel  xxvi.  27-28. 

This  gorgeous  city  was  the  capital  of  the  ancient  Phoenicia,  and  enjoyed 
more  commercial  prosperity  than  any  other  city  of  the  known  world.  It 
was  built  by  the  Sidonians,  after  their  conquest  of  the  Philistines  of 
Askelon,  two  hundred  and  forty  years,  at  least,  before  the  erection  of  Solo- 
mon*s  temple;  hence  it  is  called,  "the  daughter  of  Sidon."  It  was  of 
this  city  that  Hiram,  the  friend  and  coadjutor  of  Solomon  in  the  work  of 
the  temple,  was  the  noted  King.  The  political  and  commercial  force  of 
the  Tyrians  was  vast,  and  once  irresistible.  When  the  prophecies  of 
Ezekitl  were  uttered,  Tyre  was  at  its  height  of  opulence  and  potency. 
The  first  blow  effectually  struck  against  its  greatness  was  by  the  far-famed 
Nebuchadnezzar,  who  reduced  to  subjugation  and  ultimately  destroyed  it, 
after  a  siege  of  thirteen  years. 

This  city  is  understood  to  have  stood  a  little  inland,  and  is  usually 
spoken  of  as  Old  Tyre.  Not  a  trace  of  it  remains.  The  severity  with 
which  Nebuchadnezzar  treated  Old  Tyre  seems  to  have  been  provoked  by 
the  precaution  long  before  taken  by  the  Tyrians,  to  establish  themselves 
in  an  insular  position,  more  than  half  a  mile  distant  from  the  shore, 
whither  they  removed  their  wealth,  and  erected  a  strong  city;  so  that 
when,  after  thirteen  years  of  toilful  enterprise,  he  took  possession  of  the 
old  city,  he  found  little  more  than  its  void  habitations,  and  the  armed 
force  placed  there  for  its  defence.  Nebuchadnezzar  was  not  then  in  a  state 
to  subdue  the  new  city ;  and  besides,  the  force  of  his  arms  Was  then  turned 
towards  Egypt. 

But  the  safety  of  Tyre  was  not  of  long  duration.  The  power  of 
Babylon  again  came  forth  against  it  and  prevailed  ;  and  so  complete  was 
the  subjection  of  the  Tyrians,  that  they  received  their  Kings  from 
Babylon,  and  were  tributaries  to  Babylon.  But  her  final  overthrow  was 
yet  to  be  accomplished,  and  this  was  in  a  great  degree  reserved  for  Alex- 
ander the  Great,  who,  by  a  scheme  of  gi&c'^iitic  magnitude,  rendered  the 
city,  even  in  its  insular  position,  accessible  to  the  then  usual  mode  of 
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warfare  and  siege.  In  vain  had  he  endeavored  to  effeot  its  subjugation 
bj  attacks  made  from  the  sea;  and  it  was  unapproachable  by  any  other 
way.  He  then  conceived  the  stupendous  idea  of  constructing  a  mole 
which  should  at  once  connect  it  with  the  main  land;  and  this  was  actually 
accomplished  by  driving  piles  and  pouring  in  incalculable  quantities  of 
soil  and  fragments  of  rock.  This  wonderful  preparation  being  completed, 
the  might  of  Alexander  was  actively  directed  against  the  devoted  city  in 
every  form,  by  sea  as  well  as  from  the  mole,  which  rendered  it  as  accessible 
as  a  continental  town ;  when,  aAer  a  close  siege  of  seven  months,  the  city 
being  also  attacked  with  fire,  a  surrender  was  made. 

Various  were  the  fortunes  of  Tyre  after  this  fearful  overthrow.  From 
one  dominant  hand  it  passed  to  another,  gradually  declining,  till,  in  1516, 
it  fell  under  the  Ottoman  dominion,  where  it  has  remained  until  the 
present  time — ^a  scene  of  wretchedness  and  squalid  misery. 

Tyre  is  remarkable  on  many  other  accounts  than  the  preceding.  For  it 
was  there  that  Paul  found  faithful  disciples,  on  one  occasion  of  his  jour- 
neying to  Jerusalem;  and  in  the  heat  of  the  Diocletian  persecution, 
believers  were  found  there,  who  '' counted  not  their  lives  dear  unto  them." 
The  Christian  churches  in  Tyre  were  once  remarkable — especially  the 
Cathedral  so  celebrated  by  Eusebius.  The  renowned  William  of  Tyre  was 
its  first  Archbishop.  Several  Councils  were  held  here ;  particularly  that 
which  condemned  as  heresies  the  orthodox  opinions  of  Atbanasius. 

How  sad  to  think  that  such  a  magnificent  city  must  fall,  and  forever 
perish  in  its  mother  earth ;  yet  it  seems  as  though  the  mighty  hand  of 
the  Most  High  participated  in  the  perilous  work.  Sin  itself  for  a  while 
appeared  to  hold  almost  absolute  sway  over  the  people  of  this  once  beau- 
tiful city  of  Tyre ;  this  certainly  not  being  in  accordance  with  the  holy 
will  of  God,  He  devised  the  aforementioned  schemes,  and  thus  secured 
its  total  destruction.  Here  we  have  a  striking  exemplification  of  the 
hatred  of  God  towards  sin,  and  how  He  will  in  some  way  or  other  seek 
its  overthrow.  Is  not  this  a  warning  to  us  ?  Then  would  it  not  be  to 
our  advantage  and  future  prosperity  to  hasten  at  once  in  quest  of  a  refuge 
under  the  wing  of  Him  who  is  all  in  all,  and  ruler  over  all  ? 

A  few  relics  of  this  city  may  yet  be  seen,  crumbling  rapidly  into  the 
earth.  Pilllars  and  capitals  are  to  be  seen  as  they  have  lain  for  ages,  in 
various  parts,  partly  buried  in  the  drifted  sands.  Though  Christianity  once 
flourished  here,  yet  it  has  dwindled  and  decayed — the  light  is  indeed  dim. 
The  little  Christianity  which  exists  is,  I  fear,  but  nominal,  and  the 
Crescent  gleams  more  brightly  than  the  Cross. 

What  a  lesson  does  Tyre,  even  in  her  present  state,  address  to  the 
hearts  of  thoughtful,  yea  of  thoughtless  men!  when  those  who  are 
citizens  of  a  country  so  highly  honored,  so  distinguished  as  England  and 
America,  come  forth  and  g*ze  upon  her,  remembering  how  our  Lord 
himself  said : — "  Woe  unto  thee,  Chorazin  !  Woe  unto  thi  e,  Bethsaida  I 
for  if  the  mighty  works  which  were  done  in  you  had  been  done  in  Tyre 
and  Sidon,  they  would  have  repented  long  ago  in  sackcloth  and  ashes." 


The  bow  loses  its  spring  that  is  always  bent;  and  the  mind  will  never 
do  much  unless  it  sometimes  does  nothing. 
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A  COMPABISON« 

Dr.  Prime,  in  the  New  York  Observer,  remarks  this  difference  between 
Christians  in  this  country  and  in  Europe. 

Christians  abroad  are  more  disposed  to  converse  freely  and  often  on  per- 
sonal religion  than  Christians  are  in  the  United  States. 

When  we  meet  in  the  daily  walks  of  life  or  in  the  social  circle,  it  is  not 
common  to  make  religious  subjects  the  theme  of  conversation.  On  the 
contrary  by  a  tacit  consent,  perhaps  under  the  control  of  a  delicate  sense 
of  sacredness  of  the  subject  and  of  the  right  of  every  one  to  preserve  his 
own  spiritual  life  for  the  divine  contemplation  only,  American  Christians 
refrain  from  sharing  with  others  their  religious  exercises.  Some  will 
insist  that  this  delicacy  is  the  highest  refined  Christian  sensibility,  and 
that  only  the  coarser  natures  would  expose  their  private  religious  expe- 
rience to  the  ears  of  another. 

My  remark  is  simply  this :  that  without  the  slightest  violation  of  the 
most  sensitive  delicacy,  but  in  harmony  with  the  sweetest  graces  of  the 
Christian  character,  the  subject  of  personal  religion  is  more  frequently 
and  fully  conversed  upon  by  the  good  people  in  foreign  lands  than  in  our 
own.  They  glide  into  it  as  naturally  as  our  minds  into  politics  and  busi- 
ness, or  our  women  into  the  prices  of  dry  goods  and  the  fashions  of  the 
season. 

It  is  not  of  set  parties,  or  meetings,  or  tea  drin kings,  though  these 
are  delightful  reunions  among  Christian  people,  that  I  am  now  speaking. 
It  is  of  the  every  day  meeting,  or  the  walk  in  the  street  on  the  way  to 
business,  or  the  chat  in  the  car  or  the  friendly  half  hour  call.  Foreign 
Christians  are  more  apt  to  improve  such  occasions  to  refresh  one  another's 
souls  with  spiritual  communion.  They  have  a  sense  of  being  pilgrims, 
meeting  casually  for  a  moment^  soon  to  part,  and  they  love  to  talk  of  that 
which  to  them  is  the  life,  and  strength,  and  highest  joy  of  their  souls. 
They  do  converse  on  religious  subjects  more  freely  than  we  do. 

I  do  not  say,  that  they  are  more  religious,  but  I  believe  they  enjoy 
themselves  in  their  religion  more.  They  live  in  it,  for  it,  by  it,  more  than 
we.  They  do  not  thrust  it  upon  others.  Indeed  there  is  a  consideration  for 
the  feelings  and  opinions  of  others  that  we  might  imitate  to  our  advantage. 
But  they  speak  out  of  the  abundance  of  their  heart.  Their  conversation 
is  of  heaven,  because  their  heart  and  treasures  are  there.  Are  ours  also  ? 
And  would  we  not  help  each  other  in  the  divine  life,  it'  we  put  our  hearts 
more  closely  together,  and  often  talked  of  the  progress  we  are  making,  of 
the  obstacles  in  the  way,  and  the  means  of  overcoming  ? 

I  meet  many  Christian  bankers  and  merchants  and  heavy  business  men 
from  America,  who  are  driving  over  Europe  in  search  of  lost  health. 
They  pursued  the  world  too  steadily,  too  anxiously,  too  intensely.  They 
broke  down.  It  would  have  saved  them  if  they  had  confined  business  to 
business  hours.  It  would  have  saved  them  if  they  had  kept  the  religious 
life  warm,  bright,  beautiful,  by  daily  intercourse  with  Christian  friends. 
I  believe  that  thousands  of  our  countrymen  would  find  joy  in  such  com- 
panionship day  by  day,  if  they  knew  that  their  desire  would  meet  a  cheer- 
ful response  from  congenial  hearts.     It  would.    Try  it  and  see. 
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LBTTBB  FBOM  FLORENCE  NIGHTINGALE. 


Florence  NightiDgale,  the  EDglish  lady  philanthropist)  has  written  a 
letter  to  a  gentleman  of  Philadelphia,  from  which  we  make  the  following 
extracts : 

"  I  have  worked  hard,  very  hard — that  is  all — and  I  have  never  r  j- 
fosed  God  anything  ;  though  being  natarally  a  very  shy  person,  most  of 
my  life  has  been  distasteful  to  me.  I  have  no  peculiar  gifts.  And  I  can 
honestly  assure  any  young  ladv,  if  she  will  but  try  to  walk,  she  will  soon 
be  able  to  run  the  *  appointed  course.'  But  then  she  must  first  learn  to 
walk,  and  so  when  she  runs  she  must  run  with  patience.  But  I  would 
also  say  to  all  young  ladies  who  are  called  to  any  peculiar  vocation^  qualify 
yourselves  for  it,  as  a  man  does  for  his  work.  Don't  think  you  can  under- 
take it  otherwise.  No  one  should  attempt  to  teach  the  Greek  language 
notil  he  is  master  of  the  language ;  and  this  you  can  become  only  by  hard 
study. 

*•  If  you  are  called  to  man's  work,  do  not  exact  a  woman's  privilege— 
the  privilege  of  inaccuracy,  of  weakness.  Submit  yourselves  to  the  rule 
of  business,  as  men  do,  by  which  alone  you  can  make  God's  business  suc- 
ceed. 

**  It  has  happened  to  me  more  than  once  to  be  told  by  women,  (your 
countrywomen),  *  Yes,  but  you  had  personal  freedom.'  Nothing  can  be 
further  from  the  truth.  I  question  whether  God  has  ever  brought  any 
one  through  more  difficulties  and  contradictions  than  I  have  had.  But  I 
imagine  these  exist  less  among  you  than  among  us ;  so  I  will  say  no  more. 

**  To  all  women  I  would  say,  look  upon  your  work,  whether  it  be  an  ac- 
customed or  unaccustomed  work,  as  a  trust  confided  to  you.  This  will 
keep  you  alike  from  discouragement  and  from  presumption,  from  idleness 
and  from  overtaxing  yourself.  Where  God  leads  the  way.  He  has  bound 
himself  to  help  you  to  go  the  way. 

^^  I  have  been  nine  years  confined  a  prisoner  to  my  room  from  illness, 
and  overwhelmed  with  business.  This  must  be  my  excuse  for  not  having 
answered  your  questions  before. 

"  If  I  could  really  give  the  lessons  of  my  life  to  my  countrywomen  and 
yours,  (indeed,  I  would  fain  look  upon  us  as  one  nation.) — the  lessons  of  my 
mistakes  as  well  as  of  the  rest — I  would  ;  but  for  this  there  is  no  time.  I 
would  only  say,  work — work  in  silence  first,  in  silence  for  years — it  will 
not  be  time  wasted. 

^'  Perhaps  in  all  your  life  it  will  be  the  time  you  will  afterwards  find  to 
have  been  best  spent ;  and  it  will  be  very  certain  that  without  it  you  will 
be  no  worker.  You  will  not  produce  one  perfect  work,  but  only  a  botch 
in  the  service  of  God. 

"  Have  you  read  Baker's  *  Sources  of  the  Nile,*  where  he  says  he  was 
more  like  a  donkey  than  an  explorer  ?  That  is  much  my  case,  and  I  be- 
lieve is  that  of  all  who  especially  guard  young  ladies  from  fancying  them- 
selves like  lady  superiors,  with  an  obsequious  following  of  disciples  if  they 
undertake  any  great  work." 
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THE  GBECIAN  BEND. 

BY  LTDIA  L.  A.  VERY. 

Let's  have  the  old  Bend  and  not  have  the  new. 
Let's  have  the  bend  that  our  grandmothers  knew  ; 
Over  the  wash  tub  and  over  tne  chum, 
That  is  the  bend  that  our  daughters  should  learn. 

Let's  have  the  bend  that  our  grandmothers  knew, 
Over  the  cradle  like  good  mothers  true  ; 
Over  the  table,  (the  family  round.) 
Reading  the  good  book 'mid  silence  profound. 

Let's  have  the  bend  that  at  church  they  did  wear,. 

Bowing  them  lowly  in  meek  humble  prayer ; 

Not  sitting  erect,  with  a  modern  miss  air, 

With  the  '*  love  of  a  bonnet "  just  perched  on  one  hair^ 

Leave  the  camel  his  hump — he  wears  it  for  use  ; 
Leave  the  donkey  his  pannier — and  cut  yourselves  loose 
From  fashions  that  lower,  deform  and  degrade  ! 
To  hide  some  deformity  most  of  them  made. 

Let  our  heads  of  false  hair  and  hot  yam-skins  be  shorn — 
Let  our  garments  be  easy  and  light  to  be  worn. 
Don't  shake  in  December  and  swelter  in  June, 
And  appear  like  unfortunates  struck  by  the  moon. 

Let's  spend  the  time  in  things  higher  than  dres&I 
Time  that  was  given  us  to  aid  and  to  bless; 
Time  that  is  fleetmg  and  passes  away : 
Oh  1  let  us  work  while  we  call  it  to-day. 

Let's  have  the  old  bend  instead  of  the  new. 

Let's  have  the  old  hearts  so  faithful  and  true ! 

Away  with  all  fashions  that  lower  and  degrade  I 

To  hide  some  deformity  most  of  them  made.  — Salem  Observer, 


THE  POTTER  AND  THE  KING. 

There  is  a  most  memorable  instance,  illustrating  both  the  weakness  of  yield- 
in»  and  the  nobleness  of  holding  fast  to  one's  convictions,  in  the  visit  of  Henry 
111.,  of  France,  to  Bernard  de  Palissy  in  the  dungeons  of  the  Bastile.  The- 
king  desired  to  give  the  celebrated  potter  his  liberty,  asking,  as  the  price  of  his 
pardon,  the  easy  condition  of  giving  up  his  Protestant  feith.  "My  worthy 
friend,"  said  the  monarch,  "  you  have  now  been  forty-five  years  in  the  service 
of  my  mother  and  myself;  we  have  suifered  you  to  retain  your  religion 
amidst  fire  and  slaughter.  I  am  now  so  pressed  by  the  Guises  and  my  people 
that  I  find  myself  .compelled  to  deliver  you  into  the  hands  of  your  enemies, 
and  to-morrow  will  you  be  burnt  unless  you  are  converted."  *'  Sire,"  answered 
the  old  man,  "  I  am  ready  to  give  up  the  remainder  of  my  life  for  the  honor  of 
God.  You  have  told  me  several  times  that  you  pity  me,  and  now  in  turn  I  pity 
you,  who  use  the  words, '  I  am  compelled.*  It  was  not  spoken  like  a  king,  sire ; 
and  they  are  words  which  neither  you,  nor  the  Guises,  nor  the  people  shall 
ever  make  me  utter.  Sire,  I  can  die."  By  continually  yielding,  the  monarch, 
had  become  a  slave;  by  continually  acting  up  to  his  convictions,  the  potter 
had  become  mor«  than  a  king. 
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BY  PERKIOMEN. 


"  Infants  die  and  are  forgotten  ;— 
All  their  acts  and  lovely  prattle 
Perish  in  the  ears  that  bear  them ; 
Do  not  reach  the  generations 
That,  as  yet  unborn,  are  waiting 
In  the  great  mysterious  darkness 
Of  the  speechless  days  that  shall  be." 

Does  any  one  remember  the  night  of  the  third  day  of  March,  in  the 
year  of  Grace,  1868  ?  I  do — to  the  minute.  It  was  a  fearful  night  of 
storm  and  snow  and  drifl;  of  ice  and  hail,  and  thermometer  below  zero. 

"  Ever  thicker,  thicker,  thicker, 
Frose  the  ice  on  lake  and  river; 
Ever  deeper,  deeper,  deeper 
Fell  the  snow  o'er  all  the  landscape, 
Fell  the  covering  snow,  and  drifted 
Through  the  forest,  round  the  village." 

On  the  morning  of  that  night,  about  the  cock-crowing  hour  of  three 
o'clock, 

''While  the  village  still  was  sleeping," 

'*  a  little  stranger  " — as  my  old  friend  and  neighbor  told  his  servant — 
"  came  to  the  lodge  of  the  parson,  wailing  and  crying  and  shivering."  It 
was  an  unfriendly  night  indeed,  and  in  an  inauspicious  season  too,  for  the 
dear^  little  fellow's  advent — now  unutterably  dear  to  me,  that  he  has  de- 
parted 

"To  the  islands  of  the  blessed, 
To  the  land  of  the  hereafter." 

By  sunrise  the  family  were  already  familiar  with  the  little  new-comer. 
Seldom  had  a  total  stranger  been  more  heartily  hailed  or  ampler  room 
afforded  him  in  hearth  and  heart,  though 

"  All  a  summer's  day  it  lasted, 
From  the  sunrise  to  the  sunset  I" 


Digitized  by 


Google 


134  LUae''Bub'8"  Biography.  [May, 

But  as  all  mortals  wear  some  name,  and  as  ours  bad  not  told  us  his,  we 
noted  in  a  non  Itqiiet  way  that  it  should  be  "  Bub " — at  least  until  the 
Family  Record  should  be  filled  out — 

"  Homely  name !    And  yet  etch  letter 
Fall  of  hope  and  fall  of  heart-break — 
Full  of  all  the  tender  pathos 
Of  the  Here  and  the  Hereafter." 

And  thus  he  was  called  ever  after,  until  we  could  call  him  no  more.  I 
own  that  it  was  all  my  fault,  and  am  just  as  willing  to  father  it  as  him — 
"  Bub  "  and  all.  Still,  it  was  not  of  design,  in  the  start,  to  stamp  it  in- 
delibly upon  him.  It  was  to  serve  only  as  a  make-shift  until  we  should 
look  around  a  little  and  consider  over  the  calendar,  the  almanac  and 
*'  Lives  of  Great  Men,"  which 

"  all  remind  as 
We  may  make  our  liyes  sublime/' 

But  scarcely  had  it  passed  over  my  lips— ;pro  tempore  only,  remember ! — 
when  his  little  sister  Sancf^  talked  '*Bub''  so  often  and  so  mach,  that  no 
other  name  found  its  way  to  our  tongues  or  wove  itself  into  our  hearts. 
Nor  did  the  individual  subject  dislike  it.  On  the  contrary,  he  showed 
every  sign  of  approval,  in  his  own  original  way. 

But  mortals  are  "  altogether  vanity,  even  in  the  best  state."  Especially 
is  the  thread  of  life  brittle  in  its  incipiency.  Very  frail  was  he  when  he 
entered  this  rough  world  on  that  unfriendly  March  morning.  I  took  him 
up  tenderly,  on  several  occasions,  awaiting  his  departure.  And  in  such 
a  desponding  season,  we  piously  gave  him  to  God  and  christened  with 
the  names  of  his  father  and  grandfather — the  former  bringing  the  offer- 
ing, the  latter  officiating  as  Priest.  It  was  on  the  eighteenth  day  of  the 
first  month  of  hb  life. 

"  Br  war  ja  in  der  Taufe 
Zu  seinem  Christenlaufe 
Fiir  Jesum  eingeweiht." 

Now,  we  were  sure,  there  would  be  an  end  to  "  Bub's"  ugly  cognomen. 
'*  Now/'  said  Sancta,  "  we  darsen't  call  him  '  Bub '  any  more,  dare  we  V 
And  the  honest  little  girl  really  intended  to  prove  a  pioneer  to  prepare 
the  way  for  his  rightful  prefixes.  She  started  in  good  earnest  to  initiate 
and  repristinate  her  father  and  grandfather's  names  in  the  person  of  her 
little  brother.  She  expected  the  whole  household  to  follow  in  good  faith. 
But,  strange  to  say,  not  one  of  us  could  use  our  tongues  to  utter  his  legit- 
imate names.  There  seemed  to  be  such  an  awkwardness  and  unfamiliar 
air  about  their  usage,  that  neither  he  nor  we  enjoyed  it.  The  paternal 
name  appeared  like  superannuating  the  father  before  his  time,  whilst*  his 
grandfather's  struck  us  all  as  entirely  too  old  mannish  for  a  mortal  so 
little  and  so  young.  At  any  rate,  neither  gave  complete  satisfaction  to  all 
parties  concerned. 

And  thus  it  came  to  pass,  that  we  fell  back  on  "Bub"  again,  and  I 
can  only  think  of  him  now — saved  and  sainted  as  he  is-— cu  such,  with 
anything  like  a  warm,  glowing  affection. 

It  is  wonderful  how  the  ear  can  accustom  itself  to  what  may  at  first 
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strike  it  as  unendearing  and  coarse,  by  a  constant  repetition.  It  is  likely 
that  I  would  have  upbraided  any  parent  for  stamping  such  an  uneuphonio 
cognomen  upon  a  sweet  child.  But  now,  I  cannot  hear  it  &11  from  other 
lipS;  without  startipg  a  cataract  of  affection  in  the  lowest  depth  of  my 
heart;  and  while  I  am  writing  on  "  Bub,"  my  tears  are  falling  and  invol- 
untarily clouding  my  eyes.  Very  confident  am  I  too,  that  were  I  to  hear 
a  fond  parent  calling  his  child  thus,  fifty  years  hence,  a  perfect  photograph 
of  my  own  would  flit  across  my  vision^  as  the  fat  boy-face  now  stands 
before  me  on  the  old  clock  in  the  corner. 

Clement  Daniel  may  stand  coldly  engraved  on  his  marble  epitaph  in 
the  church-yard,  over  his  lifeless  remains.  But  to  realize  him  as  he  was 
to  me  and  mine,  during  his  short  stay  in  our  home ;  yea,  to  realize  him 
through  the  mystic  tie  of  saintly  fellowship  even,  I  must  and  can  only 
know,  as  I  knew  him  best. 
A  child 

"  Fills  All  the  house  with  sweetness." 

Our  stem  old  Dr.  N.  once  answered  a  friend,  who  apologized  to  him  on 
account  of  a  "baby"  in  the  house,  which  he  feared  might  disturb  him, 
"  Tm  only  $orry  there  are  not  a  dozen  !"  "  Bub  "  afforded  us  the  work 
of  a  frill  dozen.  He  was  held,  weighed  and  measured,  day  by  day,  by 
this  or  that  one  of  the  household.  He  grew  and  waxed  strong,  on  his 
daily  quart  of  sweet,  fresh,  brindle  milk.  He  "  crowed,"  he  laughed,  he 
could  "  pat  a  cake,"  and  show  "  how  big."  He  aptly  studied  and  learned 
the  rudiments  of  child-arts  and  child-doings.  It  was  a  great  thing  for  all 
in  the  house  to  see  him  exhibit  himself  I  paid  a  price  to  witness  not  a 
few  performances  which  were  not  half  as  entertaining  to  head  or  heart. 
And  is  not  so  little  a  mortal  just  as  proud  of  all  its  doings,  as  others  are 
glad,  from  the  oldest  to  the  youngest  ?  It  seemed,  too,  that  not  a  few 
kind  parishioners  were  glad  over  him— else  why  were  those  "  presents  " 
brought  ? 

A  child  is  a  generalissimo  in  the  family.  We  were  all  his  "  obedient 
servants."  There  is  a  possibility  of  such  a  pleasing  servitude.  What  an 
admirable  oddity — there  is,  especially,  to  behold  a  patriarchal  grand-parent 
of  seventy  and  snow-white  hair,  good-humoredly  executing  the  standing 
orders  of  a  bare-pated  and  fat-faced  baby  I  How  often  did  I  not  deter- 
mine, that  it  should  be  no  longer,  and  just  asoflen  rejoiced,  that  our  Tom 
Thumb  General  countermanded  my  protests  I 

But  a  child  must  run  the  gauntlet  of  diseases.  Hence  one-half  of  the 
race  die  in  infancy.  This  I  remembered  in  my  fondest  doting.  And 
hence,  too, 

" A  dftrker,  drearier  Tision 

Pass'd  before  me  yague  and  cloud-like." 

And  my  vision  became  a  sorrowful  reality  in  part,  during  the  leaf  falling 
month  of  September — the  seventh  moon  of  his  life.  How  I  struggled 
not  to  murmur  against  God,  His  Providence,  His  thoughts  and  ways ! 
He  lay  for  three  long  weeks,  growing  weaker,  weaker,  weaker. 

"  0,  the  wasting  of  the  fever ! 
0,  the  moaning  of  the  infant ! 
0,  the  anguish  of  the  household !'' 
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Still  he 

"  Lay  there  trembling,  freesiDg,  burning — 
Looked  witti  haggard  eyes  and  hollow — 
In  his  face  a  stony  firmness. 
On  his  brow  the  sweat  of  anguish 
SUrted,  but  it  frose  and  fell  not !" 

In  all  Bach  trials  it  is  that  eyery 

*'  God-fearing  man 
Bows  himself  down,  and  in  that  mystery 
Where  God  in  man  is  one  with  man  in  God, 
Prays  for  a  blessing." 

And  who  will  oot  then  pray  believingly  ? — only  faltering  a  little  perhaps 
in  repeating  that  touch-stone  of  the  Christian's  faith,  "  Thj/  will^  not  mine 
he  doncJ'  But  God  helped,  notwithstanding  such  unbelief.  He  blessed 
the  oft-repeated  coming  and  going  of  the  patient  household  doctor,  his 
antidotes,  our  nursing  and  our  prayers.  Over  night  the  crisis  had  been 
reached  and  passed,  and  joy  came  in  the  morning.  The  first  laugh  of  a 
convalescing  babe  works  an  epoch  in  its  history.  The  hands  and  arms, 
long  unused  to  tasks,  begin  to  move  once  more.  Play  comes  back  to  them 
as  smartly  as  it  left  them.  Over  night,  even  as  swallows  go  and  come,  an 
infant  is  and  is  not  itself  again,  as  it  ails  and  mends  again.  The  first  day 
it  is  all  effort  and  failure ;  on  the  second  day  it  is  all  success  and  happi- 
ness. The  child  is  itself  once  more,  and  the  whole  household  too.  Even 
the  grandfather  orients  himself  again,  when  those  wee  hands  and  fingers 
grasp  and  pull  his  frosted  hair,  as  they  had  done  before.  In  the  wrinkles 
of  the  veteran  face,  you  can  read  the  words : 

"  When  thou  art  not  pleased,  belored. 
Then  my  heart  is  sad  and  darkened ; 
When  thou  amilest,  my  beloved, 
Then  my  troubled  heart  is  brightened ; 
If  thou  lookest  only  at  me, 
I  am  happy,  I  am  happy  !" 

Such  a  recovery  is  as  though  God  had  given  a  second  time,  as  from  the 
dead.  Now  a  carriage  must  be  bought.  The  first  ride  in  that,  round 
and  round  the  room,  threw  "  Bub"  into  ecstacy,  and  Sancta  caught  the 
joy  and  jumped  wildly.  The  A.  B.  C.'s  of  all  child-arts  were  quickly 
learned  over  again.  He  grew  bigger  by  visible  inches  almost.  New  les- 
sons and  tasks  were  set  for  him  by  his  tutoring  Grandfather.  He  could 
smoke  tcithout  a  pipe  as  naturally  as  his  teacher  with  it.  He  pointed  to 
the  portraits  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  Dr.  Nevin,  Father  and  Grandfather, 
and  knew  them  apart.  He  watched  his  canary  with  interest,  and  mock- 
ingly imitated  "  PeteV  twitter,  and  '*Pete,''  his  ''turn  and  turn  about." 
A  fat  Bantam  Baby,  sitting  square  up  to  the  Family-table,  is  a  picture. 
I  cannot  tell  how  that  vacant  chair  and  place  now  troubles  me ! 

The  appearance  of  the  first  incisor  is  an  item  worth  telling  all  over  the 
house.  Let  no  one  say  either,  that  the  infantile  proprietor  is  not  proud 
of  the  first  lite.  All  in  the  room  too,  must  try  how  sharp  it  is.  Strange, 
it  never  pained  us,  no  matter  how  keen  the  edge. 

It  WHS  really  delightful  to  see  him  nod  a  **  How  d'ye  do'  with  such  an 
energy  as  to  endanger  his  big,  round  head.     His  eyes  danced  and  sparkled 
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Id  gazing  at  the  dust-pattering  chickens  in  the  sun,  whilst  his  little  tongue 
did  its  very  best  to  call  them  up.  When  he  rubbed  his  Lilliputian  thumb 
and  fingers,  his  dog  "  Jack"  would  fawningly  come  and  lick  his  hand. 
That  same  "  Jack"  lay  sorrowfully  at  the  head  of  his  coffin,  on  the  day  of 
burial.    The  reflection  of  the  glowing  embers  on  the  wall  were  his  **  flowers," 

and  he  would  laugh  over  his  round  face,  as  he  uttered  a  "  dare  /" . 

When  the  clock  struck — when  *'  Jack"  barked — when  "  Kitty"  mewed — 
up  went  his  little  hand  and  forth  came  the  next  and  nearest  sound  to 
Hark  ! — ^To  Singer's  Sewing  Machine,  he  would  dance  with  all  that  was 
of  him.  Sancta  could  draw  a  laugh  from  him,  loud  enough  to  echo 
through  the  whole  house,  if  she  but  tripped  after  him^  whilst  hanging 
on  this  or  that  one's  shoulder,  and  uttered  the  make-believe — "  Ketch 
Bub." 

He  loved  to  watch  the  fair  face  of  the  gentle  moon.  I  now  fancy,  that 
he  felt  an  attraction  towards  the  higher  world,  to  which  he  was  shortly  to 
rise.  '*  But  why  retail  and  detail  all  this  ?" — some  reader  wonders. 
"  Why,  that  was  only  a  Baby !"  That  is  the  very  reason  for  my  writing 
it  all.  I  never  read  the  '*  Biography  of  an  Infant"  before — was  anxious 
to  see  one — and  one  answers  for  all. 

"  Bub"  was  a  *  Busy-body/  and  kept  us  all  busy  from  morn  till  night. 
The  grown  members  of  the  home  are  pack-horses — dromedaries.  How 
glad  I  am  though,  that  we  **  toted"  him  about  so  diligently,  now  since  we 
cannot  do  so  longer.  Let  no  one  grow  weary  of  attending  to  the  little 
ones — it  may  be,  that  you  would  be  glad  to  do  it  all,  but  can  no  longer.  I 
think  I  could  stand  for  forty  days  and  nights  in  the  pillory,  for  just  one 
of  his  kisses  now.  Those  strokings  of  our  faces  with  his  silken  fingers, 
were  like  the  brushes  of  an  angel's  wings.  I  am  not  sure  either,  that  his 
saintly  spirit  does  not  return  and  wipe  my  tears  away.  His  frequent 
nestling  in  my  arms  reminds  me  now,  that  he  rests  in  Abraham's  bosom. 
All  the  little,  endearing  acts  of  our  infants  are  metamorphosed  into  the 
sweetest  reminiscences  after  they  are  gone  to  God. 

Does  any  one  believe  in  presentiments  ?     I  do  indeed. 

"For  a  darker,  drearier  vision 
Passed  before  me,  rague  and  cloud-like!" 

I  thought  of  the  Ancients,  who  said  : — 

"Whom  tile  Gods  love  die  young." 

I  thought  of  the  Moderns  who  say  so  often — "  Too  wise  to  live !"  The 
people  are  wrong  and  foolish  to  be  sure,  but  not  all  wrong  and  all  fools 
either.  Early  wisdom  argues  much  brain — and  a  large  brain,  in  times  of 
fever,  is  often  fatal.  Fever  clings  then  like  a  parasite,  till  life  and  breath 
are  gone.  This  is  one  explanation  of  a  sad  philosophy,  which  the  people 
utter,  but  do  not  understand.     Unconscious  prophets  are  they. 

And  we  thought  of  Jesus  and  His  holy  passion  for  children.  Unbidden 
came  to  my  mouth  the  words  of  "  The  Beaper  and  the  Flowers": — 

There  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  death, 

^nd  with  his  sickle  keen, 
He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breath 

And  the  flowers  that  grow  between. 
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"  Shall  I  have  naught  that  id  fair?*'  said  he; 
'<  Have  naogbt  bat  the  bearded  grain  ? 
Though  the  breath  of  these  flowers  is  sweet  to  me, 
I  will  giro  them  all  back  again." 

We  felt  sure  tbat  we  must  experience  all  this.    And  so  we  did. 

On  the  5th  day  of  February,  early  in  the  morning,  we  heard  a  shrill, 
sharp  croup  cough,  from  under  the  soft  warm  coverlets.  How  many  parents 
have  been  startled  out  of  sleep  and  rest  by  that  terrifying  note.  The 
patient  Doctor  came.  There  was  the  teuderest  nursing,  for  twenty-four 
hours.  "  Bub"  was  better.  I  preached  from  sheer  thankfulness  to  God 
on  that  Lord's  day.  Still,  an  additional  volunteer  service,  and  outside  of 
the  parish,  awaited  me,  from  which  Brother  A.  J.  O.  D.  relieved  me. 
He  preached  the  Gospel,  whilst  I  endeavored  to  heal  the  sick  that  night. 

Mondai/  Morning.  "  Doctor,  what  means  that  rattHng  in  his  throat  ?" 
Doctors  are  not  loquacious.  Still  he  answered.  ^^There  is  a  bronchial 
affection.  I  always  hate  it."  When  those  words  fell,  I  almost  hated  the 
Doctor  for  telling  me.  However,  it  was  all  true,  and  only  a  confirmation 
of  my  dark  fears. 

Tuesday  Morning,  "  Doctor,  what  do  you  think  of  him  now  ?"  Doc- 
tors seem  to  answer  so  slowly  too !     The  answer  was : — "  The  inflammation 

has  gone  to  the  lungs" There  it  was — Pneumonia !    Now  we  are  not 

afraid  to  confess,  that  we  uttered  more  than  one  "  Ora  pro  nobis**  to  all 
in  Heaven  and  Earth  to  aid  us  in  our  intercessions.  God  heard  all  and 
answered — but  in  His  own  way. 

Wednesday  Morning.  "  Doctor,  he  is  no  better — is  he  ?"  This  time 
he  answered  quickly  and  without  looking  up — "  He  is  very  sick — better 
send  for  another  physician."  I  answered — **  No,  I  know  it  all."  Still  it 
is  written — **  Honor  the  physician" — and  so  we  sent  on  his  order — not 
from  choice.  But  ere  he  reached  us,  the  "  Angel  of  Peace"  came  quietly 
from  heaven — folded  "  Bub"  under  his  wing  and  departed,  leaving  our 
hearts  and  home  as  dark  as  Rachers  of  old.  It  was  only  two  and  a  half 
hours  past  noon-day,  but  it  might  as  well  have  been  midnight.  Ah  !  If 
you  wish  to  know  how  much  light  even  a  little  night  lamp  affords,  blow  it 
out,  and  you  will  know. 

It  was  to  us  all  Ash  Wednesday  indeed. 

"  Still  the  Lodge  is  and  deserted ; 
No  one  laagbs  toward  the  door-way  ; 
No  one  smiles  a  gladsome  welcome — 
All  seems  gone  !    The  Lodge  is  empty  V* 

And  you  may  see 

**  In  the  Lodge  beside  the  hearth-stone. 
Close  beside  the  dying  embers, 
Quite  an  old  man  sad  and  lonely, 
White  his  hair  is  as  a  snow-drift; 
Dull  and  low  his  fire  U  burning, 
And  the  old  man  shakes  and  trembles." 

But  weeping  must  come  to  an  end ;  for  we  sorrow  not  without  hope. 
Good  friends  spoke  cheeringly,  and  we  fell  back  on  our  Faith  and  said — 
^^  Amen.     God's  will  he  done /" 

Our  ever  kind  neighbor  Hillegass 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  mOe  ''Bub's''  Biography,  139 

Went  and  told  the  Sexton, 
And  the  Sexton  tolled  the  Bell, 
And  the  Bell  tolled  all  the  People. 

His  mother — with  Mother  H.  and  daughter,  who  came  to  see  him  live, 
but  chanced  to  see  him  die— prepared  his  body  for  the  grave.  This  is 
well — let  not  strangers  roughly  touch  my  dead  I 

How  sweet  the  sympathy  of  Christian  visitors  during  such  times ! 
There  were  many  for  us ;  and  all  quiet  and  silent,  in  our  quiet  and  silent 
house.  We  closed  our  house— did  not  throw  it  open — No !  No  !  We 
wished  to  mourn  sincerely  for  "  Bub's"  memory.  And  how  could  we 
amid  feasting  and  tumult?  We  put  all  confusion  away;  for  we  knew  that 
he  died  not,  but  sleepeth. 

Four  whole  days  did  we  gaze  sorrowfully  over  him  asleep. 

On  the  First  Sunday  of  the  Lenten  Season,  we  laid  "  Bub's"  sleeping 
dust  in  the  church-yard,  by  a  hill-side,  looking  to  the  rising  sun  and 
the  first  approach  of  spring  birds. 

Our  young  Brother  0.  F.  Waage  comforted  us  all.     A  nd  the  region 

''  Seldom  saw  a  larger  funeral/' 

Thus  he  lived  with  us  eleven  moons  and  seven  suns — and  died. 

We  have  written  these  lines  that  we  and  ours  might  ever  preserve 
fresh  and  living  in  our  minds  the  incidents  of  "  Bub's"  Life  and  Death  ; 
that  we  might  benefit  our  own  heart  and  the  hearts  of  those  who  have 
come  by  the  same  "  Way  of  the  Cross ;"  that  those  who  have  not  yet 
passed  that  way,  may  know  how  heavy  the  road  is,  and  how  the  departure 
of  even  so  young  a  child  will  blight  the  whole  flock ;  that  parents  may 
press  their  children  nearer  to  their  bosoms,  in  view  of  the  cruel  separation 
which  may  come  to-day ;  that  our  own  testimony  may  also  be  added  to 
that  of  others,  that  the  Gospel  is  the  only  balm  for  such  a  wound,  and 
that  all  sorrowing  parents- may  hope  and  not  despair. 

For  such  as  lay  these  lines  aside,  as  indelicate  and  ill-placed,  we  have 
only  the  saying  of  our  Lord  i — "  Take  heed  that  ye  despise  not  one  of 
these  little  ones,"  accompanied  with  the  wish  (if  that  be  charity !)  that 
they  may  never  learn  their  reality. 

Smile  the  Earthy  and  smile  the  waterfly 
Smile  the  cloudless  sky  above  us  ; 
But  I  lore  the  way  of  smiling 
When  thou  art  no  longer  near  me. 


Time. — ^We  all  complain  of  the  shortness  of  time,  and  yet  we  have  much 
more  than  we  know  what  to  do  with.  Our  lives  are  either  spent  in  doing 
nothing  at  all,  in  doing  nothing  to  the  purpose,  or  in  not  doing  what  we 
ought  to.  We  are  always  complaining  that  our  days  are  few,  and  acting  as 
if  there  would  be  no  end  to  them. 
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THE  CHILDBEN  OF  THE  liOBD  8  SUFPEB. 

-  BY  THE  EDITOR. 


Great  and  tender  is  the  joy  of  an  earnest  Christian  pastor,  in  being 
permitted  to  lead  precious  souls  to  the  Lamb  of  God.  Great  too  his  af- 
fectionate anxiety,  that  they  should  remain  with  Him,  after  he  has  led 
them  thither.  And  no  season  of  the  year  is  so  expressively  appropriate 
for  their  confirmation  as  that  of  the  budding  Spring.  In  the  spring 
time  of  their  natural  life ;  in  the  spring  time  too,  of  their  spiritual  life, 
when  the  new  life  of  grace  is  stirring  within  them,  and  new  joys  and 
hopes  are  budding,  it  is  touchingly  beautiful  in  the  Spring  of  the  year  to 
kneel  in  solemn  consecration  at  the  altar  of  the  Church. 

But  when  the  vow  has  been  made,  and  the  first  holy  communion  re- 
ceived, the  earnest  disciples  eagerly  ask,  "  What  shall  we  do  now?"  Fwr, 
vaguely  to  advise  them  to  pray  and  lead  a  godly  life  and  attend  church 
will  not  suffice.  ''  What  shall  I  do  next  V*  said  such  an  one  to  us  afler 
his  first  communion.  ^'I  have  joined  the  Church  in  good  faith,  and  now 
wish  to  live  and  labor  for  Christ  and  his  cause.  I  wish  to  rent  a  pew  and 
bring  my  friends  along  to  church.  I  wish  to  do  well,  and  scarcely  know 
what  or  how.     Please  give  me  your  advice." 

Certainly.  In  the  first  place,  you  must  start  regular  habits  of  devotion. 
I  know  you  have  been  in  the  habit  of  praying  heretofore.  But  you  need 
a  better  habit  still.  Get  a  guide  for  your  devotions.  I  advise  you  to 
buy  Harbaugh's  Golden  Censer.  Follow  its  order.  It  contains  prayers 
for  Morning  and  Evening.  Prayers  and  Meditations  for  seasons  of  afflic- 
tion, for  the  communion  and  other  forms  pf  worship.  Use  this  book  as  a 
help  in  your  private  and  family  devotions. 

Form  a  regular  strict  habit  of  worship.  Have  your  fixed  hour  and 
place  for  morning  and  evening  prayer.  If  possible,  never  be  absent  from 
any  devotional  meetings  of  your  congregation.  Attend  these  with  the 
desire  and  determination  to  worship  !  Help  to  sing  and  to  pray.  Try 
your  utmost  to  follow  with  your  mind  and  heart  the  prayers  of  the  con- 
gregation. Our  acts  of  worship  can  not  be  performed  as  circumstances  or 
inclination  may  dictate.  Make  up  your  mind,  once  for  all,  that  if  you 
are  to  succeed  in  the  divine  life,  you  must  make  everything — friends, 
business,  temporal  interest — bend  to  the  claims  of  worship. 

Continue  to  search  the  Scriptures.  If  possible  read  a  passage  every 
day.  Read  it  with  prayerful  attention,  and  try  to  remember  what  you 
read.  Better  read  five  or  ten  verses  and  remember  their  contents, 
than  ten  chapters  and  remember  nothing. 

Bo  true  to  the  congregation  to  which  you  belong.  There  is  your  place. 
Do  not  make  it  a  practice  to  attend  other  churches,  when  your  own  has 
religious  services.  In  others  the  gospel  may  be  preached  with  equal 
purity.     But  you  owe  it  to  your  pastor,  to  your  congregation  and  to  your- 
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self,  to  be  in  jour  proper  place.  Guard  against  ruuning  after  craok 
preachers,  no  matter  how  loudly  they  may  crack.  God  is  poorly  honored 
and  few  souls  saved  by  that  sort  of  cracking.  Shun  sensational  revival- 
ists. The  heat  they  raise  is  in  most  cases  like  the  crackling  of  thorns 
beneath  a  pot,  or  like  the  sudden  flush  of  stove  heat  produced  by  shavings. 
Spiritual  vagrants,  like  all  other  vagrante,  are  too  lazy  or  too  lame  for 
steady  ordinary  work,  and  usually  end  in  rags  and  ruin.  I  don't  wish  you 
to  become  a  bigot.  But  you  feel  more  at  home  in  your  father's  family — 
enjoy  the  bed,  table  and  society  of  his  homo  more  than  those  of  any  other 
family ;  you  would,  on  no  account,  live  in  other  people's  homes,  as  long  as 
he  consents  to  keep  you  in  his.  You  have  no  unkind  feelings  to  such 
other  people.  But  however  wealthy  and  pious  they  may  be,  their  home 
can  never  be  to  you  what  your  own  is.  And  you  would  never  think  of 
dividing  your  affections  between  your  parents  and  them.  Neither  can 
you,  as  a  conscientious  Christian,  have  your  religious  home  in  several 
congregations  at  the  same  time.  Your  pastor  may  be  less  eloquent  than 
some  others.  But  you  are  not  to  go  to  church  to  worship  the  preacher. 
Listening  to  the  sermon  is  not  an  act  of  worship.  Singing  and  praying 
is.  This  is  the  chief  thing  in  a  religious  service.  Your  church  may  not 
be  as  attractive  as  some  others.  But  if  Christ  be  th^re,  as  He  will  be, 
where  people  meet  in  His  name,  it  has  as  great  attractions  as  the  Cathedral 
of  Milan. 

Contribute  your  influence  to  cultivate  social  Christian  intercourse  in  your 
congregation.  You  need  society,  but  not  such  as  you  may  formerly  have 
had.  Make  yourself  easily  accessible.  Speak  pleasantly  to  your  fellow 
church  members,  even  if  they  do  not  know  you.  Help  them  to  become 
acquainted  with  each  other.  Select  God's  people  for  your  associates. 
Join  hands  and  heart  with  them  in  acts  of  well  doing. 

Give  regularly  a  fixed  portion  of  your  earnings  or  income  to  the  Lord. 
If  possible  give  one  tenth  of  it.  Give  it  to  good  objects — to  Missions, 
the  Education  of  young  men  for  the  Ministry,  to  the  Orphans,  to  the  poor. 
Use  diligently  your  time  and  strength  in  work,  that  you  may  make  an 
honest  living.  Work  with  energy.  Try  to  excel  in  your  occupation. 
"Diligent  in  business,  fervent  in  spirit,  serving  the  Lord,"  is  the  Apostle's 
advice.  Make  the  best  of  it,  but  make  it  honestly,  and  make  it  for  God. 
Cultivate  a  habit  of  tbrifl.  You  can  and  ought  to  be  economical,  without 
being  stingy.  Try  and  save  something  for  yourself,  but  don't  save  it  all. 
Give  part  of  it  to  God.  If  you  do  not,  you  will  become  covetous — and 
"  covetousnegs  is  idolatry.'*  "  Labor  with  your  hands  the  thing  which  is 
good,  that  you  may  have  to  give  to  him  that  needeth."  So  writes  Paul 
to  the  Ephesians.  And  Paul  is  good  authority  on  this  subject;  for  he  did 
the  same  thing  at  tent  making.  All  work  is  not  "good."  Some  kinds  of 
work  are  dishonest.  Robbers  and  thieves  often  have  bard  work,  but  it 
does  no  good,  neither  to  themselves,  nor  to  others.  Trick ful  trade,  or  efforts 
in  any  way  to  defraud  others;  taking  whole  hours  from  your  employers 
by  idleness,  and  yet  demanding  full  wages;  this  is  not  "  the  thing  that 
is  good."  Engage  in  work  which  will  make  you  useful  to  others,  and  be 
of  service  to  yourself,  and  redound  to  the  glory  of  God. 

Increase  your  gifts  to  God  as  your  income  increases.  Give  as  God 
prospers  you.     Try  and  do  every  thing  conscientiously.     When  the  path 
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of  duty  is  not  plain,  pray  to  Ood  for  light.  Often  call  to  mind  God's  om- 
niscience. Never  forget  that  the  all-seeing  Eye  is  upon  you,  that  the 
recording  angel  takes  down  every  idle  word  you  speak,  every  sinful 
thought  or  desire  you  cherish,  every  wrong  act  you  commit,  whether  men 
know  it  or  not.  Always  try  to  live  as  in  the  presence  of  GU)d,  and  you 
will  live  right  in  the  sight  of  your  fellow-men. 

Shun  evil  of  every  kind.  Shun  it  as  coming  from  Satan.  Watch  and 
pray  that  you  may  not  he  misled  hy  him.  For  he  oflen  comes  to  us  like 
an  angel  of  light.  Shun  the  first  approach  of  sin.  Kefuse  with  un- 
bending determination  to  utter  the  Jirst  oath,  to  tell  the  first  wilful  lie,  to 
indulge  in  any  vice  for  the  first  time,  to  neglect  prayer,  church  or  commu- 
nion for  the  first  time.  Resist  beginnings.  If  you  give  Satan  the  little 
finger,  he  will  take  the  whole  hand.  Shun  bad  people  of  every  kind — 
bad  men  and  bad  women.  Bad  men  !  Oh  ye  young  men  of  God,  inex- 
perienced and  unsuspecting,  trust  not  their  company.  Shun  godless  flirts, 
silly  lightminded  butterflies,  without  earnest  piety  and  prayer.  Above  all 
flee  with  horror  from  the  low,  impure  "  strange  woman."  "  Her  lips  drop 
as  an  honeycomb,  and  her  mouth  is  smoother  than  oil.  Her  feet  go 
down  to  death,  her  steps  take  hold  on  hell."  Choose  the  virtuous  for 
your  associates ;  ladies  who  love  G^d,  and  delight  in  His  work  and  worship 
Their  society  will  be  to  you  as  a  light  shining  in  a  dark  place,  and  their 
cheerful  piety  as  the  gentle  voice  of  a  guardian  angel. 

I  admonish  young  female  disciples  of  Christ  to  flee  from  young  men  of 
known  dissolute  habits.  Spurn  with  pious  disdain  the  proffered  attentions 
of  the  rowdy.  Let  not  his  jewelry  and  costly  apparel  blind  you  to  his 
vices.  Shun  his  society.  Keep  him  at  a  distance.  Trust  no  man  who 
trifles  with  the  seventh  commandment.  His  presence  is  perilous.  After 
inhaling  a  certain  quantity  of  oxygen,  a  person  can  easily  set  fire  to  a  new- 
extinguished  lamp- wick.  The  lungs  of  ao  unchaste  man  are  inflated  with 
the  oxygen  of  Hell.  It  rekindles  the  newly-extinguished  sinful  desires  of 
renewed  hearts.     Beware  of  his  breath.     It  is  deadly. 

Have  the  courage  to  select  your  society.  Choose  the  virtuous  for  your 
companions,  who  are  in  their  place  at  church,  and  at  the  communion 
table.  Let  your  smiles  cheer  them  in  works  of  manly  piety.  Inspire 
them  with  a  godly  chivalry.  Let  the  influence  of  your  gentle,  pure,  loving 
life  inspire  them  with  reverence  for  the  graces  of  regenerated  woman- 
hood. Teach  them  to  love  and  sincerely  admire  female  character. 
Thereby  you  can  incite  them  to  do  and  dare  much  for  Christ.  You  will 
throw  a  wall  of  restraint  against  temptation  around  them,  against  which 
Satan  will  hurl  his  fiery  darts  in  vain. 

In  short — *'  never  walk  in  the  counsel  of  the  ungodly,  nor  stand  in  the 
way  of  sinners,  nor  sit  in  the  seat  of  the  scornful."  The  spirit  of  the 
scoffer  is  the  spirit  of  the  devil.  Walk  in  the  way  of  Christ,  st-and  in  the 
ranks  of  God's  people^  and  having  done  all,  stand.  Sit  in  the  heavenly 
places  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Seek  and  make  yourself  work  for  Christ.  Do  not  wait  till  His  work 
seeks  you.  Do  what  your  hand  and  heart  find  to  dO;  and  they  can  find 
much.  Do  it  now.  Do  it  with  your  might.  Christ  has  need  of  you. 
His  Church  and  immortal  souls  claim  your  services.  ''Fall  in.  Fall  iU; 
men, "  says  the  officer  in  trying  to  rally  his  soldiers  for  the  battle.     "Fall 
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in,  ikll  in/'  is  the  call  of  datj  to  70a.  Keep  in  the  ranks.  Be  attentive 
to  the  command  of  jour  Leader,  and  obey  Him  promptly. 

Be  true  to  your  pastor.  Make  him  your  confident.  Into  his  heart  pour 
your  griefs.  You  can  trust  him.  He  will  never  betray  your  confidence. 
If  you  fall,  don't  give  up  in  despair,  but  go  to  him  for  advice.  Be  careful 
not  to  wound  his  feelings.  His  burdens  are  heavy.  Help  him  with  your 
kindness  and  prayer  to  bear  them.  Oreet  him  cordially  when  you  meet 
him.  He  may  not  always  recognize  you  at  first,  as  he  may  have  so  many 
to  remember.  Greet  him  still,  and  he  will  thereby  learn  sweetly  to  re- 
member you. 

Give  your  entire  sympathy  to  your  pastor.  You  can  not  have  two  or  a 
half  a  dozen  pastors,  as  your  spiritual  advisers.  As  a  rule,  sick  people 
have  but  one  physician  at  a  time  to  treat  them.  They  never  have  an 
Allopathic  and  a  Homeopathic  doctor  to  attend  them  at  the  same  time. 
If  they  call  a  doctor  in,  he  will  tell  them:  "  If  I  am  to  treat  this  case, 
you  must  give  me  the  sole  charge  of  it.  To  treat  it  Allopathically  and 
Homeopathically  at  the  same  time  will  kill  the  patient." 

If  your  pastor  is  to  treat  you  successfully,  you  must  give  him  sole  charge 
of  your  soul.  After  he  faithfully  and  prayerfully  instructs  you,  tells  you 
what  to  believe,  and  what  to  do,  and  solemnly  presents  you  to  Christ  in 
confirmation ;  you  must  not  give  your  ear  to  others,  who  will  say  that  all 
your  earnest  study  of  God's  Word,  and  all  your  repenting  and  praying  is 
vain,  unless  you  submit  to  their  process  of  conversion.  Herein  it  is 
likewise  true,  that  "  no  man  can  serve  two  masters." 

I  plead  in  the  name  of  many  pastors,  who,  on  the  late  Easter  season, 
laid  their  trembling  hands  of  benediction  on  the  heads  of  their  catechu- 
mens. Pear  children,  our  hearts  go  afler  you  in  tenderest  affection. 
Fain  would  we  follow  you  through  every  step  and  change  of  earth's  un- 
certain life,  as  with  our  prayers  we  do  follow  you.  May  Christ,  the  great 
and  **  good  Shepherd,"  keep  you  all  unto  everlasting  life  I 

Longfellow  gives  us  a  translation  from  the  Swedish,"  of  Bishop  Teg- 
ner's  "  Children  of  the  Lord's  Supper."  The  pastor  therein  officiating 
is  a  man  of  seventy.  He  speaks  so  tenderly  to  his  catechumens,  that 
many  of  us,  less  venerable  and  hoary,  feel  that  his  language  gives  ex- 
pression of  our  own  views  and  emotions. 

"  Father  he  hight  (was  called)  and  he  was  in  the  parish ;  a  Christianly  plainness 

Clothed  from  his  head  to  his  feet  the  old  man  of  seventy  winters. 

Friendiv  was  he  to  behold,  and  glad  as  the  heraldingj  angel 

Walkea  he  among  the  crowds,  but  still  a  contemplative  grandeur 

Lav  on  his  forehead,  as  clear  as  on  moss  covered  grave-stones  a  sunbeam. 

All  the  congregation  arose  in  the  pews  that  were  numbered. 

But  with  a  cordial  look  to  the  right  and  the  left  hand,  the  old  man 

Nodding  all  hail  and  peace»  disappeared  in  the  innermost  chancel 

Simply  and  solemnly  now  proceeded  the  Christian  service, 

Singing  and  prayer,  and  at  last  an  ardent  discourse  from  the  old  man. 

Many  a  moving  word  and  warning  that  out  of  the  heart  came. 

Fell  like  the  dew  of  the  morning,  like  manna  on  those  in  the  desert. 

Afterward  when  all  was  finished,  the  Teacher  reentered  the  chancel. 

Followed  therein  by  the  young.    On  the  richt  hand  the  boys  had  their  places. 

Delicate  figures,  with  close-curling  hair,  and  cheeks  rosy-blooming. 
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But  on  the  left  hand  of  these,  there  stood  the  tremulous  lilies 
Tinged  with  the  blushing  light  of  the  morning;  the  diffident  maidens, — 
Folding  their  hands  in  prayer,  and  their  eyes  cast  down  on  the  pavement. 
Now  came,  with  question  and  answer,  the  Catechism.     In  the  beginning 
Answered  the  children  with  troubled  and  faltering  voice,  but  the  old  man's 
Glances  of  kindness  encouraged  them  soon,  and  the  doctrines  eternal 
Flowed,  Hke  the  waters  of  fountains,  so  clear  from  lips  unpolluted. 
Whene'er  the  answer  was  closed,  and  as  oft  as  they  named  the  Redeemer, 
Lowly  louted  (bowed)  the  boys,  and  lowly  the  maidens  all  courte^ied. 
ISo  was  unfolded  here  the  Christian  lore  of  salvation, 
Line  by  line  from  the  soul  of  childhood.     The  fathers  and  mothers 
Stood  behind  them  in  tears,  and  were  glad  at  each  well-worded  answer. 

Now  went  the  old  man  up  to  the  altar ; — and  straightway  transfigured 

iSo  did  it  seem  to  me)  was  then  the  affectionate  Teacher, 
jike  the  Lord's  Prophet  sublime,  and  awful  as  Death  and  as  Judgment 
Stood  he,  the  God-commissioned,  the  soul-searcher,  earthward  descending. 
Glances,  sharp  as  a  sword,  into  hearts  that  to  him  were  transparent, 
Shot  he;  his  voice  was  deep,  was  low  like  the  thunder  afar  off. 
So  on  a  sudden  transfigured  he  stood  there,  he  spake  and  he  questioned. 

"  This  is  the  faith  of  the  Fathers,  the  faith  the  Apostles  delivered, 
This  is,  moreover  the  faith  whereunto  I  baptized  you,  while  still  ye 
Lay  on  your  mother's  breasts,  and  nearer  the  portals  of  heaven. 
Slumbering,   received  you  then  the  Holy  Church  in  its  bosom ; 
Wakened  from  sleep  are  ye  now,  and  the  light  in  its  radiant  splendor 
Rains  from  the  heaven  downwards — to-day  on  the  threshold  of  childhood 
Kindly  she  frees  you  again,  to  examine  and  make  your  election, 
For  she  knows  not  of  compulsion,  and  only  conviction  desireth. 
This  is  the  hour  of  your  trial,  the  turning  point  of  existence, 
Seed  for  the  coming  days ;  without  revocation  departeth 
Now  from  your  lips  the  confession.    Bethink  ye  before  ye  make  answer ! 
Think  not,  0  think  not  with  guile  to  deceive  the  questioning  Teacher. 
Sharp  is  his  eye  to-day,  and  a  curse  ever  rests  upon  falsehood. 
Enter  not  with  a  lie  on  Life's  journey  ;  the  multitude  hears  you 
Brothers  and  sisters  and  parents,  what  dear  upon  earth  is  and  holy — 
Standeth  before  your  sight  as  a  witness ;  the  Judge  everlasting 
Looks  from  the  sun  down  upon  you,  and  angels  in  waiting  beside  Him 
Grave  your  confession,  in  letters  of  fire,  upon  tablets  eternal. 
Thus  then — believe  ye  in  God,  in  the  Father  who  this  world  ere  ated  ? 
Him  who  redeemed  it,  the  Son,  and  the  Spirit  where  both  are  united? 
Will  ye  promise  me  here,  (a  holy  promise  !)  to  cherish 
God  more  than  all  things  earthly,  and  every]  man  as  a  brother  ? 
Will  ye  promise  me  here,  to  confirm  your  faith  by  your  living  ? 
The  heavenly  faith  of  affection !  to  hope,  to  forgive  and  to  suffer  ? 
Be  what  it  may  your  condition,  and  walk  before  God  in  uprightness  ? 
Will  ye  promise  me  this  before  God  and  man  T'    With  a  clear  voice 
Answered  the  young  men   Yes  I  and  Yes !  with  lips  softly  breathing 
Answered  the  maidens  eke  likewise.  Then  dissolved  from  the  brow  of  the  Teacher 
Clouds  with  the  thunders  therein,  and  he  spake  out  in  accents  more  gentle. 
Soft  as  the  evening's  breath,  as  harps  by  Babylon's  rivers. 
"  Hail  then,  hail  to  you  all  I  To  the  heirdom  of  heaven  be  ye  welcome ! 
Children  no  more  from  this  day,  but  by  covenant  brothers  and  sisters! 
Yet, — for  what  reason  not  children  !  Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  heaven. 

Meanwhile  forget  not  the  keepins  of  vows,  forget  not  the  promise, 
Wander  from  holiness  onward,  to  holiness  ;  earth  shall  ye  heed  not ; 
Earth  is  but  dust  and  heaven  is  light ;  I  have  pledged  you  to  heaven. 
God  of  the  Universe,  hear  me !  Thou  fountain  of  love  everlasting. 
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Hark  to  the  voice  of  Thy  servant !  I  send  up  my  prayers  to  Thy  heaven  I 
Let  me  hereafter  not  miss  at  Thy  throne  one  spirit  of  all  these, 
"Whom  Thou  hast  given  me  herel  I  have  loved  them  all  like  a  father. 
May  they  bear  witness  for  me,  that  I  taught  them  the  way  of  salvation, 
Faithful,  so  far  as  I  knew  of  Thy  word ;  again  may  they  know  me, 
Fall  on  their  Teacher's  breast,  and  before  Thy  face  may  I  place  them, 
Pure  as  they  now  are,  but  only  more  tried,  and  exclaiming  with  gladness, 
Father,  lo !  I  am  here,  and  the  children  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  1' 

Now  should  have  ended  his  task  for  the  day ;  the  following  Sunday 
Was  for  the  young  appointed  to  eat  of  the  Lord's  Supper. 
•  Are  ye  ready,  ye  chiiaren,  to  eat  of  the  bread  of  Atonement  ?  ' 
Thus  with  emotion  he  asked,  and  together  answered  the  children 
Yes  I  with  deep  sobs  interrupted.    Then  read  he  the  due  supplications. 
Read  the  Form  of  Communion,  and  in  chimed  the  organ  ana  anthem ; 
O  !  holy  Lamb  of  God,  who  takest  away  our  transgressions. 
Hear  us  !  give  us  Thy  peace !  have  mercy,  have  mercy  upon  us  ! 
The  old  man,  with  trembling  hand,  and  heavenly  pearls  on  his  eyelids. 
Filled  now  the  chalice  and  paten,  and  dealt  round  the  mystical  symbol. 

Closed  was  the  Teacher's  task,  and  with  heaven  in  their  hearts  and  their  faces, 
Up  rose  the  children,  and  each  bowed  him,  weeping  full  sorely, 
Downward  to  kiss  that  reverend  hand,  but  all  of  them  pressed  he, 
Moved  to  his  bosom,  and  laid  with  a  prayer,  his  hands  full  of  blessings, 
Now  on  the  holy  breast,  and  now  on  the  innocent  tresses." 


DIONYSIUS  PELOQUIN. 

From  the  Oerman  of  F.   TT.  Krummacher. 


BY  L.  H.  s. 

The  Beformed  Church  has  been  styled  the  MUsionari/^  and  the  Martyr 
Charch.  No  one  can  deny  its  right  to  the  two  Dames,  who  recalls  to 
mind  the  bloody  baptism,  which  it  underwent  in  France  and  the  Nether- 
lands, and  on  the  grand  plain  of  triumphal  spiritual  conquest  with  which 
it  was  engaged  in  England  and  Scotland  as  the  pioneer  of  the  whole 
Evangelical  Church.  The  purified  doctrines  of  the  Keformation  were 
sprung  quite  early  upon  the  Romance  nations,  and  especially  the  French  ; 
but  here,  those  religious  innovations,  that  had  excited  the  most  earnest 
political  consideration  among  the  secular  authorities,  met  strong  opposi- 
tion. King  Francis  I.  who,iat  the  beginning  of  the  Reformation-move- 
ment* showed  himself  not  disinclined  to  it,  gradually  under  the  influence 
of  the  Hierarchy,  gave  way  to  fear,  that  the  destruction  of  the  eccle- 
siastical authority  might  as  a  consequence  in  time  cause  that  of  his  throne, 
and  therefore  gave  additional  free  course  to  the  popish  persecution  of 
heretics.  His  son  and  successor,  Henry  II,  (1547 — 1559)  followed  in  his 
footsteps  with  still  greater  malevolence.  Funeral  piles  were  no  longer 
forbidden  within  the  limits  of  his  kingdom,  and  during  his  reign  the 
martyrdom  of  the  two  heroic  brothers,  Stephen  and  Dionysius  Peloquin, 
occurred. 
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The  Peloquins  belonged  to  a  promineDt  old  family  of  the  city  of 
Blois.  Stephen  and  DioDysias  devoted  themselves  to  study,  and  both  sat, 
in  Geneva,  at  the  feet  of  Calvin,  who  not  only  introduced  them  to  his 
complete  architectonic  system,  but  also  encouraged  them  to  a  living  com- 
munion with  Christ  and  strengthened  them  by  hb  own  energetic  and 
determined  spirit.  Overcome  by  evangelical  truth  and  seized  by  the 
call  ot  the  Lord  :  "let  your  light  shioe  before  men,"  the  elder,  Stephen, 
bid  defiance  with  public  confession,  to  the  inquisitors  of  his  fatherland. 
He  succeeded  by  his  enthusiastic  and  well-grounded  attestation,  in  turning 
not  a  few  from  the  error  of  their  way,  and  he  comprehended  from  the 
very  start  that  this  might  cost  him  his  liberty  and  his  life.  He  was 
meditating  the  removal  of  some  of  the  faithful  from  Orleans  to  Greneva, 
where  he  had  taken  up  his  residence,  so  as  to  enable  them  to  enjoy  the 
happiness  and  blessing  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  his  master  Calvin, 
when  he  was  suddenly  seized  by  the  papal  officers  and  dragged  in  bonds, 
to  Paris.  Here  in  view  of  the  '^  burning  chamber*' — ^as  the  Parliamen- 
tary committee ,  entrusted  with  legal  proceedings  against  Protestants,  was 
called  by  these  people — he  delivered  a  joyous  confession  of  his  evan- 
gelical faith,  and  in  consequence  thereof  was  condemned  to  be  burned  at 
the  stake,  his  tongue  being  previously  torn  out.  With  the  greatest 
firmness  he  underwent  this  ioeffable  martyrdom.  His  mouth  was  con- 
demned to  speechlessness ;  but  his  happy  eyes  and  the  gentle  expression 
of  peace  of  his  countenance  were  full  of  the  most  telling  eloquence. 
The  surrounding  crowd,  full  of  astonishment,  looked  on  at  the  spectacle, 
as  elevating  as  it  was  horrifying,  and  his  heroic  death  must  have  furnished 
still  more  fruitful  results  to  the  Reformation  than  his  life. 

Three  years  later  Dionysius,  his  younger  brother,  appeared  before  the 
bloody  tribunal.  A  more  complete  account  of  him  has  survived  than  of 
his  brother.  A  mind  disposed  to  pious  contemplation  made  the  monastic 
life  attractive  to  him  when  quite  young.  He  moved  along  in  the  dark 
path  and  became  a  monk.  But  the  rays  of  the  Reformation-light,  which 
was  springing  up,  penetrated  his  solitary  cell.  He  learned  to  separate 
more  and  more  the  kernel  of  the  Gospel  from  the  creeping  plants  which 
were  twined  about,  through  Romish  traditions,  and  which,  in  the  course 
of  centuries,  had  obscured  and  defaced  it.  The  whole  truth  first  became 
known  to  him,  after  he  had  heard  it  preached  in  the  pithy  and  unmistak- 
able words  that  fell  from  the  anointed  lips  of  the  great  Genevan  Theologian. 
The  death  at  the  stake  of  his  brother  contributed  not  a  little  to  the  com- 
pletion of  his  determination  to  return  to  the  standard  of  the  pure 
Gospel.  And  action  followed  quick  upon  this  determination.  In  au- 
theotication  of  his  severance  from  the  Church  in  which  he  was  born, 
and  relying  upon  the  advice  given  in  1  Cor.  vii.,  he  enterred  into  Chris- 
tian marriage  with  a  young  woman  of  congenial  disposition,  and  devoted 
himself  wholly  to  missionary  work  among  those  of  his  countrymen,  who 
were  still  connected  with  the  old  ecclesiastical  organization.  But  it 
happened  to  him,  as  before  to  his  brother  Stephen^  that  on  a  journey 
from  France  to  Geneva,  whither  he  was  escorting  some  female  believers, 
and  among  them  hb  sbter,  he  was  seized  along  with  these  and  then 
brought  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court  at  Yillafranca.  Liberation  of  his 
companions  was  secured  after  great  efforts  and  the  expenditure  of  much 
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money.  Bat,  after  he  had  avowed  a  bold  confession  before  the  judge 
at  Yillafranca,  he  was  escorted  to  Lyons  for  additional  examination,  and 
lay  there,  confined  in  close  custody,  for  some  months  before  his  sentence 
was  pronounced. 

From  his  prison  he  wrote  numerous  letters  to  his  relatives  and  friends, 
and  not  a  few  of  these  have  been  preserved  as.  a  precious  treasure  to 
us.  In  form  and  contents  they  are  comparable  with  the  most  beautiful 
and  edifying  that  have  ever  proceeded  from  a  faithful  heart.  The 
knowledge  they  show  astonishes  us  no  less  than  the  fervor  and  warmth, 
they  breathe,  afiect  us  and  do  us  good.  In  the  first  of  these  letters 
he  gives  his  parents,  friends  and  wife  at  Blois  a  detailed  account  of  the 
nature  of  the  examination  he  had  undergone  before  the  Inquisitoriat.  The 
answers  he  gave  to  the  questions,  propounded  by  his  judges, 
touching  the  mass,  auricular  confession,  purgatory,  invocation  of  the 
saints,  worship  of  images^  authority  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  power  and 
authority  of  the  Pope,  are  so  conformable  to  Scripture',  pithy,  complete, 
and  appropriate,  that  it  seems  as  though  we  were  hearing  the  voice  of  one 
of  the  great  fathers  of  the  Reformation.  At  the  same  time  we  find  from 
this  letter,  that  the  Inquisitors  employed  the  most  alluring  temptations, 
as  well  as  the  most  fearful  threatenings.  "They  gave  me  also,"  he 
writes,  "  many  smooth  words  and  great  promises  to  lead  me  away  from 
my  convictions.  They  offered  me  the  richest  benefices  and  urged  me  to 
reflect  upon  my  youth,  and  that  it  would  be  a  shame  for  it  to  be  destroyed 
by  fire.  Anima  tua  in  manibus  tuis,  they  cried  out  to  me.  But  I 
replied ;  Oh  how  very  insecure  would  my  soul  be  and  in  what  great  peril 
would  it  stand,  if  it  had  no  other  and  better  preserver  and  Lord  I  I 
have  learned  many  a  different  thing  in  the  school  of  my  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  who  says :  He  that  findeth  his  life  shall  lose  it;  and  he  that 
loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it.  I  was  also  assured,  that  my 
welfare  was  the  cause  of  great  concern  to  Cardinal  Turnonius,  and  that 
he  promised  me  the  habit  .of  a  new  Order  and  an  honorable  place  in  one 
of  the  best  and  wealthiest  Cloisters,  if  I  would  renounce  my  faith. 
Thereupon  I  answered  :  I  have  laid  aside  my  monastic  habit  long  ago, 
and  now  I  long  to  put  on  the  imperishable,  white  robes,  which  are  de- 
scribed in  the  sixth  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Kevelations." 

How  far  removed  Dionysius  was  from  a  fanatical  impulse  to  martyr- 
dom is  shown  in  another  letter,  directed  to  his  friends,  his  sister,  his  wife 
and  his  mother,  where  his  views  on  this  subject  are  given.  "  As  you 
love  the  Lord  guard  against  the  belief  that  our  lives  are  controlled  by 
luck  or  chance.  Learn  rather  that  God  rules  all  things  in  accordance 
with  His  Providence  and  gracious  will.  Wherefore  follow  the  calling  to 
which  God  has  assigned  you,  without  fear,  and  be  content  with  this,  that 
you  shall  have  everlasting  life  even  if  you  peril  this  present  life.  I 
write  this,  not  that  ye  should  expose  yourselves  rashly  and  wantonly ; 
but  on  the  contrary,  he  who  is  called,  must  be  provident  and  cautious  and 
act  with  great  discretion,  looking  ahead  after  the  danger  that  might  befal 
him  lest  he  may  indiscreetly  expose  himself.  Still  in  all  this,  one  must 
use  no  worldly  wisdom  or  carnal  cunning,  but  resign  himself  wholly  and 
solely  to  the  protection  and  care  of  our  merciful  Lord  with  the  certain 
confidence  that  not  a  hair  can  fall  from  our  heads  without  His  will.'^ 
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DioDjsius  closes  this  letter  with  an  affecting  farewell  to  his  family.  He 
writes :  "  Good  night  to  all  ye  who  live  in  my  mother's  house.  .  . 
God  he  my  witness  that  I  say  good  night  to  you  not  for  form  sake.  I 
say  it  also  not  from  compulsion  or  force,  hut  freely  and  willingly.  I  say 
good  night  to  you  also,  hecause  I  desire  from  my  heart  to  he  ohedient  to 
my  Heavenly  Father,  yea  I  give  you  all  good  night  because  I  now  look 
forward  to  my  heavenly  inheritance  and  cast  behind  me  every  thing  that 
is  earthly.  Wherefore  my  heartfelt  wish  is,  that  you  would  unceasingly 
call  upon  and  beseech  the  good  Lord,  that  He  would  grant  me  the  favor 
to  be  obedient  unto  death,  so  that  I  may  participate,  in  the  everlasting 
glory,  which  He  has  promised  to  all  them  who  remain  faithful  unto  death. 
And  this  I  ask  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord  and  only  Saviour, 
to  whom  with  the  Father  and  the  Holy  Ghost  be  honor,  praise,  might  and 
glory  for  ever,  Amen." 

Along  with  our  Dionysius  there  were  others  at  the  same  time  in  Lyons, 
who  had  received  their  sentence  of  death  in  different  prisons.  To  them 
also  he  directed  letters,  in  which  he  exhorted  them  to  steadfastness. 
Five  students  replied  from  their  prisons  with  a  heartfelt  letter  of  thanks, 
wherein  it  is  written  :  *'  Although  we  are  now  tempted  by  Satan  and  our 
adversaries — his  servants — more  than  ever ;  although  we  see  nothing  be- 
fore us  other  than  death  along  with  painful  martyrdom  and  the  mockery 
and  reviling  of  the  world, — ^yet  we  rejoice  and  are  comforted  by  the  Holy 
Ghost  with  unspeakable  joy  and  consolation,  such  as  swallows  up  all  sad- 
ness and  anguishi  In  truth,  dear  brother,  our  adversaries  press  us  hard. 
Our  flesh  also  troubles  us  in  manifold  ways,  because  it  is  hard  to  under- 
stand that  life  is  in  death,  blessing  in  cursing,  honor  and  glory  in  shame 
and  contempt.  But  this  temptation  of  the  flesh  disappears  as  smoke 
before  the  Lord,  who  is  in  our  midst  to  protect  and  defend  us.'* 

Eight  weeks  before  his  execution  he  writes  to  his  wife  Joanna :  "  I 
did  not  imagine,  that  I  would  have  an  opportunity  of  answering  your  last 
letter,  with  which  I  have  been  greatly  comforted  and  will  rejoice,  as  long 
as  I  live  upon  the  earth,  on  account  of  the  great  mercy  that  God  has 
shown  you,  in  that  you  are  resigned  wholly  to  His  providence  and  gracious 
will,  and  because  you  have  also  renounced  this  miserable  world  and 
understand  that  the  time  for  weeping  is  when  the  world  rejoices.  .  . 
Oh  my  dear  sister  and  good  friend,  I  praise  my  God,  that  you  have  more 
reason  to  meditate  upon  the  great  blessings  which  the  Lord  has  vouch- 
safed to  me  and  you,  rather  than  to  think  or  be  anxious  about  yourself. 
It  is  true,  as  you  say  in  your  letter,  that  we  should  rejoice  in  troubles  and 
sorrow  ;  for  they  are  a  certain  proof  that  God  loves  us  and  that  we  are 
His  children.  For  if  we  are  no  longer  the  recipients  of  chastisement, 
we  are  no  longer  children.  I  thank  my  God  that  you  understand  these 
things  better  than  I  can  write  them.  You  tell  me  that  my  last  letter 
reached  you  safely,  and  in  it  you  must  have  learned  that  my  departure  is 
not  far  distant,  which,  my  dear  sister,  t  doubt  not  has  troubled  you  some- 
what ;  but  if  you  reflect  on  the  inheritance  that  is  prepared  for  me,  after 
that  I  have  suffered  a  little  while,  you  will  find  occasion  to  rejoice  and 
comfort  yourself  exceedingly.  We  have  verily  a  longing  after  the  Father- 
land, which  is  in  Heaven.  This  should  comfort  you  when  you  read  this 
letter,  which,  as  I  hope,  you  will  receive  when  I  shall  be  received  by  my 
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God  and  Lord,  who  takes  such  true  care  of  as,  that  not  even  a  hair  is 
saffered  to  fall  from  our  heads.  He  has  said :  Be  of  good  cheer ;  I  have 
overcome  the  world.  And  this  is  the  victory  that  overcometh  the  world, 
even  our  faith,  in  which  the  Lord  has  so  mightily  strengthened  me,  that 
I  am  sure  neither  persecution,  nor  martyrdom,  nor  death  can  separate  me 
from  Him.  •  .  May  the  same  merciful  God  still  further  preserve  you 
submissive  to  His  will,  so  that  He  may  be  glorified  in  and  through  us 
both  in  life  and  in  death  V* 

Among  the  numerous  letters  of  consolation  and  encouragement,  which 
were  sent  to  the  prisoners  in  Lyons,  and  especially  to  Peloquin  from  like- 
minded  brethren  far  and  near  TamoDg  othera,  Yiret  of  Lausanne)  there  is 
also  one  from  Calvin.  He  airected  it  chiefly  to  Dionysius  and  his 
beloved  fellow-prisoner  Ludwig  Yon  Marsac,  who  had  asked  his  prayers 
in  a  very  respectful  and  fraternal  letter.  Calvin  rejoiced  with  thanks  to 
the  Lord  for  the  intrepid  spirit  of  faith  and  excellent  confession  which 
one  of  their  fellow-prisoners,  Michael  Gerard,  had  made.  Still  he  believed 
it  necessary  to  give  some  information  to  the  latter,  so  that,  in  case  he 
should  again  have  an  examination,  he  might  still  more  victoriously  defend 
his  faith.  "  He  writes  :  when  Michael  was  asked,  whether  the  body  of 
Jesus  Christ  was  not  in  the  form  of  the  bread,  he  answered :  No.  Then 
he  was  asked  why  ?  and  he  answered :  It  would  be  a  blasphemy,  through 
which  the  death  of  Christ  would  be  rendered  of  no  account.  There  he 
might  have  stated  two  positive  errors  in  the  Mass,  namely,  the  idolatry 
which  makes  an  idol  of  a  piece  of  bre  d  and  addresses  the  same  as  God, 
and  that  they  make  a  sacrifice  of  it  to  reconcile  man  with  God,  whereas 
Christ  eternally  completed  this  reconciliation  by  one  offering.  At  the 
same  time  he  might  have  said,  as  regards  the  first  question,  that  we 
become  partakers  of  the  body  and  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  only  in  so  far 
as  we  raise  our  hearts  by  faith  heavenwards.  When  he  was  asked, 
whether  the  Virgin  Mary  and  the  Saints  can  pray  for  us,  he  replied  that 
there  was  only  one  Mediator  and  Advocate,  to  wit,  Jesus  Christ.  This  is 
indeed  the  truth  ;  still  he  might  justly  have  added,  that  the  dead  cannot 
be  entreated  to  pray  for  others,  as  God  has  commanded  that  the  living 
Christians  should  pray  for  one  another  in  this  world,  and  that  no  one 
should  call  upon  God  save  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ.  When  Michael 
was  asked  concerniDg  free  will,  he  had  for  proof  that  we  are  backward  to 
all  good  to  quote  the  passage  in  Romans  vii.,  for  the  good  that  I  would  I 
do  not,  &c.  But  it  is  certain  that  the  Apostle  was  not  speaking  there  of 
the  unbelievers,  who  are  wholly  deprived  of  the  grace  of  God^  but  of 
himself  and  other  believers,  to  whom  God  had  already  conferred  grace 
so  that  they  might  strive  after  good ;  wherefore  Michael  might  have  said, 
if  believers  find  that  their  nature  is  opposed  to  the  will  of  G«»d,  what 
should  be  the  condition  of  those,  in  whom  there  was  nothing  but  sin  and 
stubbornness?  Being  asked  as  to  the  vows  he  had  renounced,  he  replied 
that  all  our  promises  were  nothing  but  lies.  There  he  should  have  said, 
that  it  does  not  become  us  to  vow  anything  but  that  which  God  has  per- 
mitted in  His  word,  and  that  many  of  the  monks'  and  priests'  vows  are 
nothing  but  falsifications  of  the  true  service  of  God.  Fioally.  as  in  this 
life  we  are  in  the  midst  of  death,  so  you  must  learn,  and  be  certain  and 
sure,  that  you  have  life  in  death,  in  which  we  are  to  see  that  we  live  not 
10 
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after  our  pleasure,  if  we  would  imitate  properly  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 
Calvin  then  closes  his  circular  letter  with  eucouragiug  words,  hearty 
blessings  and  the  greetings  of  the  Genevan  brethren.  The  letter  is 
dated,  August  22,  1553. 

On  the  fourth  of  September  of  this  year,  it  was  a  Sunday,  after  he  had 
suffered  ten  months  under  bolt  and  bar,  Dionysius  was  quite  suddenly 
brought  from  his  cell,  at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  taken  from 
Lyons  to  Yillafranca.  At  break  of  day,  sentence  was  pronounced  sol- 
emnly upon  him  as  an  arch  heretic.  It  signified  death  at  the  stake. 
With  quiet  joy  he  received  it,  and  returned  to  prison  with  the  anathema 
of  the  Church  upon  him.  Eight  days  later,  on  the  eleventh  of  September, 
the  fearful  sentence  of  death  was  executed.  The  fire,  being  intentionally 
somewhat  retarded,  in  the  beginning,  for  the  purpose  of  increasing  his 
sufferings,  slowly  crept  over  his  body.  When  this  was  half  consumed,  he 
continued  with  uplifted  hands  and  loud  voice  to  call  upon  the  name  of 
the  Lord  and  to  praise  Him,  until  speech  failed  him,  and  he  bowed  his 
head  in  the  peace  of  the  Lord.  Full  of  wonder,  and  indeed  in  a  kind  of 
reverence,  the  people  stood  about  the  place  of  execution.  There  seemed 
to  be  a  presentiment  that  the  funeral  pile  and  the  dying  martyr  upon  it 
was  the  offering  of  a  sweet  smelling  savor  to  God. 

Peloquin,  the  heroic  forerunner  of  many  thousands  of  his  countrymen 
upon  the  bloody  field  of  martyrdom,  although  dead,  yet  to-day  in  spirit, 
after  three  hundred  years,  lives  in  the  faithful  portion  of  the  Reformed 
Church  of  France.  His  unconditional  submission  to  God's  word,  his 
joyous  confessor's  spirit,  his  unshaken  fidelity  to  revealed  Truth,  are  to 
this  hour  conspicuous  traits  of  the  French  Christians.  May  this  precious 
inheritance  be  imperishable,  and  outlast  an  age,  in  which,  as  the  present, 
such  pearls  of  firmness  of  faith  and  integrity  of  purpose  have  become 
somewhat  rare.  With  this  wish  we  close  our  short  sketch  of  the  life  and 
blessed  death  of  the  noble  French  brothers,  Stephen  and  Dionysius 
Peloquin. 


THE  DEABESt  NAME. 

A  remarkable  instance  of  the  power  of  Christ,  and  His  love  to  arouse 
the  dormant  faculty  of  a  mind  unable  to  respond  on  other  subjects,  was 
furnished  during  the  closing  years  of  the  late  Hon.  William  Jessup,  an 
eminent  civilian  and  jurist,  and  devoted  Christian,  of  Montrose,  Penn. 
During' the  past  five  years,  while  his  mind,  and  memory,  and  physical 
powers  were  seriously  affected  by  successive  strokes  of  paralysis,  his 
Christian  life  seemed  unimpaired.  ''Worldly  things,"  says  the  Evange- 
list, "  seemed  to  be  forgotten,  while  religious  things  continued  fresh  and 
clear  in  his  mind*  When  walking  about  the  town,  he  could  go  directly 
to  the  church;  but  the  court-house,  the  scene  of  his  legal  experience,  he 
seemed  to  have  orgotten,  but  his  Bible  was  read  daily.  He  even  forgot 
the  names  of  his  own  children,  but  never  forgot  the  name  of  Jesus. 
The  mention  of  'that  name  a  ways  brought  a  smile  to  his  face.  He  re- 
membered distinctly  the  brethren  whom  he  had  known  in  connection 
with  the  church,  and  the  religious  societies,  while  he  could  only  with 
difficulty  recall  those  whom  he  had  known  in  the  sphere  of  the  law, 
politics  and  business. 
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THE  PAUPER  PAEISH. 

(^From  the  German,) 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 


The  following  is  the  picture  of  a  certain  kind  of  parishes  in  Switzer- 
land. I  take  it  from  the  German,  and  will  give  it  a  free  rendering.  That 
is  to  say^  I  will  softly  turn  it  into  the  English  tongue.  Softly,  so  as  not 
to  press  all  the  savory  juice  out  of  it  in  the  process  of  translation.  For 
very  pleasing  juice  it  has  in  the  original,  the  author  being  one  of  the 
most  genial  and  graceful  popular  writers  of  the  German  land. 

I  know  full  well;  he  says,  that  not  a  few  people  are  the  cause  of  their 
own  poverty.  But  this  too  I  say,  that  many  rich  people  bring  their  own 
children  to  want,  as  it  happened  with  myself  Thus  it  comes  to  pass,  that 
not  only  many  persons  remain  poor  through  their  own  shortcomings,  but 
also  many  through  the  mistraining  of  their  parents. 

After  my  father's  death  my  mother  continued  to  live  with  her  brother. 
Though  a  hard-hearted  man,  he  permitted  his  poor  sister  and  her  boy  to 
remain  with  bim  until  the  pauper  children  of  the  parish  met.  This  was 
to  take  place  in  a  few  weeks.  On  a  charming  morning  in  May,  we 
started  for  our  former  home,  to  attend  this  meeting.  The  warm  sun 
shone  from  the  clear  blue  sky.  On  every  hand  green  meadows  and 
blossoming  trees  greeted  us.  On  trees  and  hedges  little  birds  sang  and 
played  freely  and  familiarly  around  us.  And  while  the  birds  thus  made 
such  merry  music  in  the  cheerful  sun,  beneath  the  cloudless  heavens, 
many  children  passed  along  on  the  different  roads  to  the  meeting  of  the 
paupers  of  the  parish, —  passed  along  with  downcast  looks  and  heavy 
heart.  Unlike  the  birds,  they  felt  not  revived  by  the  warm  sun.  They 
took  no  note  of  the  blue  heavens.  Bather  they  felt  like  little  birds, 
which  on  cheerful  May-days  are  hung  up  in  a  cage  in  people's  rooms. 
Id  a  little  trough  their  meals  are  carefully  meted  out  to  them.  But  in 
the  cage  their  food  tastes  not  half  as  sweet  as  erst  it  did,  when  they  yet 
soared  and  sang  when  they  listed  in  the  open  free  air. 

It  is  true,  I  felt  more  cheerful  than  some  of  the  other  children.  My 
mother  carried  a  large  bundle  of  clothing,  which  by  some  means  she  had 
succeeded  to  get  for  me.  A  neat  clean  necktie  which  I  wore,  I  felt  to 
be  quite  an  ornament.  All  the  way,  she  tried  to  cheer  me  with  stories  of 
my  coming  happiness.  *'  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  son,  some  one  will  hire 
you,  whose  horses  and  cows  you  can  attend.  He  will  be  kind  to  you,  and 
give  you  a  good  home."  In  this  way  she  cheered  my  drooping  spirits, 
until  I  felt  well  nigh  as  merry  as  the  birds  around  me. 

At  length  we  reached  the  place  of  meeting.  Many  people  had  already 
asaembled.     Some  had  brought  children,  others  came  to  board;  and  others 
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still  to  hire  them.  Parents  were  there  who  tried  their  utmost  to  force 
their  children  upon  the  parish  for  support.  Well  could  I  notice  their  ill- 
concealed  joy  in  the  prospect  of  getting  rid  of  their  own  flesh  and  blood. 

In  a  corner  sat  a  woman,  with  two  pretty  little  girls  aside  of  her.  The 
three  wept  bitterly,  and  repeatedly  caught  each  other  round  the  neck. 
She  was  a  poor  widow,  who  had  not  wherewith  to  pay  her  rent.  Now  she 
was  summoned  to  appear  before  the  parish  authority,  to  learn  whether 
her  house-rent  could  be  forgiven  her,  or  whether  she  would  have  to  hire 
out  her  two  sweet  children.  A  certain  gossip,  pretending  to  be  her  friend, 
had  slandered  her.  She  had  access  to  many  families,  just  because  she 
was  a  gossip.  Among  others,  she  gained  the  ear  of  the  wife  of  a  member 
of  the  parish  council,  who  told  her  husband  the  slander.  The  husband 
spoke  cruelly  to  the  poor  widow,  and  denied  her  all  hope  to  keep  her 
children.  Happily,  the  heartless  man  was  in  this  instance  not  the  sole 
master.  The  mother's  touching  love  conquered.  She  was  allowed  to 
keep  her  children. 

The  meeting  looked  like  that  of  a  market  day.  People  walked  about 
and  examined  the  poor  children  from  head  to  foot.  Some  of  the  poor 
little  things  were  struck  dumb  with  fright,  others  wept  bitterly.  Rude 
men  tore  open  the  little  bundles  of  clothing,  which  the  children  had 
brought  with  them.  Holding  up  piece  after  piece  to  the  vulgar  gaze  of 
the  unpi tying  crowd,  they  asked  questions,  praised  or  blamed,  just  like 
people  pricing  articles  at  market. 

The  father  of  four  children  marched  the  timid  little  beings  before  every 
passer-by  if  possible  to  palm  One  upon  him,  just  as  a  peddler  woman 
begs  people  to  buy  the  cakes  or  ware  in  her  basket. 

One  man  drew  a  large  crowd  around  him.  He  had  a  child  which 
screamed  as  if  its  heart  would  break,  while  the  father  roared  and  swore 
like  a  man  possessed.  The  inhuman  father  was  determined  to  keep  the 
child ;  the  parish  was  determined  that  he  should  not  keep  it,  and  there- 
fore had  found  a  home  for  it.  The  poor  child  screamed :  "  Oh  my  God, 
only  do  not  give  me  to  my  father.  Every  day  he  beats  me  half  to  death, 
and  gives  me  nothing  to  eat."  Then  the  father  cursed  the  child  and 
struck  at  it  It  evaded  his  cruel  blows  by  creeping  between  the  legs  of 
the  bystanders.  The  parish  was  merciful,  and  kept  the  child.  The  dis- 
appointed father  left  the  place  howling  like  a  ravenous  beast  On  this 
inhuman  parent  too,  did  God's  dear  sun  shine,  but  he  was  not  ashamed 
of  the  sun.     The  unhappy  man  knew  not  that  the  sun  is  the  eye  of  God. 

The  sale,  for  such  it  seemed  to  be,  went  slowly  forward.  By  noon 
the  sun  became  hot.  The  children  had  become  hungry,  the  smaller  ones 
especially  very  thirsty.  A  few  had  something  bought  for  them.  This 
made  the  others  more  hungry  and  thirsty.  By  and  by  one  could  hardly 
hear  himself  speak,  on  account  of  the  screaming  and  weeping  of  the 
children  for  something  to  eat  and  drink.  At  length  a  kind-hearted  friend 
of  the  poor  gave  a  few  pennies  for  bread  to  relieve  their  distress. 

My  mother  had  bought  me  a  cake  for  a  penny.  With  this  in  hand, 
I  stood  by  the  side  of  the  widow  with  the  two  little  girls ;  for  they  pleased 
me  very  much.  Their  mother  had  bought  them  a  half  penny  cake, 
which  she  gave  entirely  to  them  Her  own  hunger  seemed  to  be  ap- 
peased by  seeing  her  children  comforted.     Alas !  their  comfort  was  of 
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short  duration.  Their  divided  cake  was  sooq  eaten,  leaving  them  still 
hungry.  Beseechingly  they  looked  up  into  the  mother's  face  for 
another.  But  the  poor  mother  had  no  mora  money.  My  inmost  heart 
was  moved  with  pity.  I  hroke  off  a  piece  of  my  cake  and  handed  it  to 
the  children.  They  looked  at  me  shyly  and  at  my  cake  tenderly ;  hut 
neither  touched  it.  When  I  kindly  urged  them,  the  younger  one  at 
length  ventured  to  take  a  piece,  and  the  elder,  tremhlingly  followed  her 
example.  What  joy  I  now  felt  in  my  heart,  as  they  felt  it  in  theirs. 
We  together  formed  a  close  covenant  of  friendship.  We  ate  and  talked 
together,  and  thereby  forgot  our  sorrows.  For  I,  too,  was  one  of  the 
poor  children,  who  was  to  be  hired  or  sold  to  somebody.  For  one  whole 
hour  we  three  children  were  happy  together.  Then  our  band  of  inno- 
cent love  was  severed.  The  poor  widow  and  her  two  children  were  called 
away.  After  awhile  they  returned — the  two  children  returned  with 
gladness.     I  could  see  their  joy  beaming  from  their  smiling  faces. 

Next  came  my  turn.  As  they  led  me  away  to  the  place  where  the 
peoole  who  wanted  children  were  standing,  I  overheard  some  rudely 
exclaiming  as  they  saw  me  passing  by  them  :  ^^  Let  us  see.  Who  would 
have  8uch  a  dull,  cheerless  boy."  Others  said  :  "  He  is  nicely  clad,  and 
even  now  might  do  half  the  work  of  a  servant."  I  was  closely  examined. 
Some  praised,  others  condemned  me.  At  length  a  ragged  fellow  bid  one 
doHar  for  me. 

Ho  may  have  intended  to  clothe  his  ragged  children  with  good  clothes. 
But  he  was  not  allowed  to  have  me.  I  was. put  up  for  sale  or  hire  a  second 
time,  and  greatly  praised.  I  believe  that  I  was  a  smart  boy.  I  was  tall, 
well  built,  somewhat  pale,  and  had  much  clothing,  which  had  its  influ- 
ence with  some  people.  I  was  examined  anew.  One  said  this  about  me, 
another  that.  One  after  the  other  crowded  around  me.  I  became 
frightened,  and  began  to  cry,  and  caught  hold  of  my  mother^  and  begged 
her  to  take  me  away. 

At  length  a  pretty  decent- looking  farmer  agreed  to  take  me.  I  was  to 
take  care  of  his  little  children,  as  the  boy  he  had  before,  had  been  taken 
from  him.  He  consented  to  give  ten  dollars  a  year  for  me.  With  an 
admonition  to  be  a  good  boy,  since  ^hey  had  found  such  a  good  master 
for  me,  we  were  both  dismissed. 

To  please  my  new  master,  my  mother  entertained  him  with  a  half-bottle 
of  wine.  He  said  he  would  give  me  a  good  home,  and  would  be  kind  to 
me.  if  I  would  obey  him.  Then  he  came  to  praise  and  boast  of  every- 
thing that  belonged  to  him,  from  himself  down  to  the  b'ack  dog,  which 
crouched  beneath  his  le^s.  This  gave  me  good  cheer,  and  enabled  me  to 
part  ^om  my  mother  without  much  pain. 


A  Dkink  OrPKBiNa. — Great  sacrifices  are  made  by  some  Christians 
in  order  to  send  out  over  the  globe  the  missionary  meE>sage. 

Recently,  some  one  in  Illinois  wrote^  *^I  drink  no  tea  this  year,  and  so 
save  five  dollars  to  send  John  Chinaman  a  draught  of  the  *  water  of  life.' 
Please  to  find  the  money  inclosed,  and  enter  it  thus — T.,  for  China.'  "— - 
MiMionartf  News, 
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CHILDBEN-APOTHEGMS. 

BY    PERKIOMEN. 


Bacon  writes  on  the  "  Wisdom  of  the  Ancients,"  and  we  will  write  on 
the  Wisdom  of  the  Little  Ones.  The  Philosophy  taught  in  the  Schools 
has  its  uses,  to  be  sure ;  but  there  is  an  order  of  it  in  the  Nursery,  which 
has  its  place,  as  well,  and  ought  not  to  be  ignored.  The  children  do 
verily  cry  out,  wherever  the  stone-dead  hearts  of  adults  betray  no  feel- 
ing. We  have  a  little  pouch  full  of  Children- Apothegms  which  we  are 
anxious  to  empty  out,  for  the  benefit  of  their  like,  and,  forsooth,  to  the 
edification  of  their  elders. 

Helen  had  a  playful  Gold  Fish  sunning  itself  in  her  Father's  oflBce 
window.  She  could  stand  for  hours  and  watch  it  darting  up  and  catch- 
ing with  its  awkward  mouth  the  crumbs  of  bread,  ere  they  touched  the 
surface  of  its  artificial  sea.  One  morning  she  came  to  the  Vase  and — 
lo  !  There  lay  the  Gold  Fish — dead  in  the  bottom  !  Of  course,  Father, 
Mother  and  Helen  must  hold  an  inquest.  The  verdict  had  been  fully  as 
intelligent  and  satisfactory  as  that  of  many  a  Coroner  and  his  Jury — viz: 
Died  from  cause  unknown,     Helen  thought  awhile  and  said — 

"  Father,  did  God  take  it  to  his  Fish-Heaven  ?" 

Verily,  it  seemed  as  though  his  child  had  been  comforted  by  a  presenti- 
ment of  an  Hereafter  for  the  whole  animal  creation — of  a  Restoration  of 
all  thingS;  and  that  too,  without  ever  knowing  a  mite  of  the  discoursing 
of  Divines  on  St.  Paul's  words :  "  For  the  earnest  expectation  of  the 
creature  waiteth  for  the  manifestation  of  the  sons  of  God.  For  the 
creatuie  was  made  subject  to  vanity,  not  willingly,  but  by  reason  of  him 
who  hath  subjected  the  same  in  hope  :  Because  the  creature  itself  also 
shall  be  delivered  from  the  bondage  of  corruption  into  the  glorious 
liberty  of  the  children  of  God.  For  we  know  that  the  whole  creation 
groancth  and  travaileth  in  pain  together  until  now." 

Helen's  was  the  shortest  commentary  we  have  ever  been  permitted  to 
learn  on  this  text — before  or  since. 

The  redemption  of  the  whole  man — Body  and  Soul — is  certainly  a 
great  mystery  for  adult  minds.  The  resurrection  of  the  dead  and  their 
inheritance  of  life  everlasting,  are  facts  which  stagger  sense,  reason  — 
every  function  of  the  human  mind,  save  Christian  faith.  And  yet  our 
little  friend,  John,  realized  it  as  completely  as  ever  did  a  saint.  Some 
weeks  after  the  death  of  his  kind  Grandmother,  who  had  been  an  ha- 
bitual smoker,  he  laid  his  eyes  and  hands  on  her  whilom  pipe,  which 
had  been  stored  away  in  the  side  room  closet.  Dancing  for  joy  at  the 
thought  of  the  great  favor  which  he  might  confer  on  his  dear  Grand- 
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mother,  and  positiyelj  certain  of  meeting  her,  just  as  he  had  known  her 
on  earth, 

In  the  Islands  of  the  Blessed, 

In  the  Land  of  the  Hereafter, 

he  prayed ; 

"  Mamma  when  1  die^put  this  pipe  in  my  coffin — I  want  to  take  it  to 
Grand-mam  /" 

His  mother  turned  away,  with  eyes  all  dim,  whilst  wc  could  not  re- 
sist the  thought,  that  the  child's  HeaVen  was  after  all  less  smoky  than  it 
is  to  many,  who  make  the  whole  virtue  of  the  Creed  to  consist  in  mouthing 
it  aloud  before  men. 

Was  it  not  an  Ultimatum ,  when  James  answered  his  Sunday-School 
Superintendent's  question — '^  What  is  Prayer  ?" — in  the  words  :  "7^  is 
to  talk  to  God  in  earnest .?"  It  is  pretty  natural  for  every  child,  when 
asked — "  Where  is  God  ?" — to  reply : — "  God  is  everywhere  1"  But 
Joseph  was  the  only  one,  in  a  crowded  School,  who  spoke  up,  when 
asked — "  Where  is  God  not  ?*' — in  the  words : — 

"  God  is  not  in  a  bad  man's  Jieart!" 

He  had  mediorized  the  commandment — ^^  Honor  thy  Father  and  thy 
Mother,  &c.,"  when  yet  a  small  boy.  But  it  was  only  in  long  after  years, 
that  little  Benjamin  impressed  it  more  indelibly  on  our  heart,  than  ever 
a  Sunday  School  or  sermon  could.  He  whittled  away  at  a  wooden  block 
diligently  and  in  earnest,  when  his  fathejr  inquired  :  "  What  are  you 
doing,  Bennie  ?"     Without  interruption  he  said  : — 

'*  Onl//  making  a  trough  for  Pa  to  eat  out  of  when  he  gets  old — as 
Grandpnp  does  now!'* 

It  is  said,  that  the  Grandfather  had  a  good  place  assigned  him  at  the 
family  table,  ever  after  that. 

Ida^  though  only  three  years  old,  could  not  understand  why  the  In- 
fant School  should  close  its  doors  during  the  Winter  months.  Neither 
can  many  older  ones.  But  so  it  is,  in  our  rural  districts.  In  October 
last,  as  she  left  tbe  chapel,  for  the  last  time  of  that  year,  she  looked 
back;  sighed  and  said  :  — 

"  Xow  the  mice  will  keep  school  in  there,  all   Winter .'" 

Just  so,  dear  child,  we  thought.  And  we  left  our  eye  wander  over  all 
East  Pennsylvania,  in  which  our  country  churches  stand  for  owls  and 
bats  to  congregate  in,  all  the  year  round,  save  perhaps  twelve  or  twice 
twelve  days,  when  the  people  want  them. 

Mary  stood  at  the  window  of  her  bed-chamber,  one  morning  in  De- 
cember. Noticing  the  great  change  of  scenery  which  had  occurred, 
between  evening  and  morning,  she  exclaimed : — 

"  Just  see  I   God  painted  the  world  white,  by  starlight  /" 

We  call  that  a  thousand  fold  more  emphatic  than  to  say — "  It  snowed.*' 
Yea,  no  philosopher  can  go  beyond  that. 

Sancta,  like  all  mortals  of  her   age,  believes  that  language  is  given  to 
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express  our  thoughts  hy — ^not  to  conceal  them.  Hence  she  is  not  given 
to  circumlocution.  She  is  not  at  all  verbose,  though  she  talks  all  day. 
Her's  is  a  plain  terse,  Saxon  style. 

One  fine  morning  her  father  was  preparing  to  give  her  a  Tide  across 
the  country,  which  is  the  pinnacle  of  her  ambition,  by  the  way.  She 
tripped  in  all  haste  into  the  yard  and  called  aloud : — 

"  Papa  did  you  dress  vp  BUI  f ' 

We  opened  the  stable-door  and  showed  her  ^'  Bill''  all  ready  caparisoned 
for  a  trot.  She  was  satisfied,  but  we  wondered  why  older  people  could 
not  accustom  themselves  thus  to  talk  across  the  Continent,  and  not  for 
ever  to  sail  around  by  the  Gulf  and  stand  in  danger  of  losing  themselves, 
in  speech  at  least  ? 

Feter  had  a  father  of  unequal  and  irritable  temper.  He  could  be 
mild  and  morose,  within  one  moment.  He  would  frequently  start  from 
home  in  the  kindest  mood,  and  return  all  contrary.  Peter  had  learned 
to  notice  the  weather-sorted  mind  of  his  father,  and  would  stand  like  a 
sentinel,  on  his  return,  in  order  to  divine  the  state  of  hb  father's  mental 
barometer.  One  day  he  watched  at  the  gate,  glanced  up  at  the  parental 
countenance  and,  suddenly  turning  on  his  heels,  galloped  into  the  house, 
clapping  his  hands  and  apprising  the  family  of  the  fact,  that 

'Tap's  aU  right!  Pap's  all  right r 

Thomas  had  long  been  accustomed  to  old  Pastor  Moody's  sermonizing. 
His  was  a  quiet,  easy  and  solemn  style.  Little  Tom  felt  very  devotional 
under  his  sermons,  even  though  he  understood  but  little.  He  never  dared 
to  talk  in  meeting.  That  was  sacrilege  to  his  mind.  On  a  certain 
Lord's  day  the  Reverend  Boanerges  stood  in  the  pulpit.  He  preached  a 
sound  sermon.  It  fact  it  was  all  sound — and  perspiration — and  pocket- 
handkerchief — ^and  a  sipping  of  water — and  an  angry  beating  of  air. 
Tom  sat  and  looked  with  eyes  as  big  as  saucers.  Irreverence  is  contagious, 
hence  the  boy  was  lifted  clean  out  of  his  wonted  reverential  mood  in 
church.  And  at  last,  forgetting  all  propriety,  he  leaned  up  against  his 
fond  mother,  and  whispered : 

"  Mamma,  why  don't  Father  Moody  let  that  man  out  T" 

We  came  to  the  conclusion,  that  children  are  competent  to  render  an 
impartial  criticism  on  pulpit  manners. 

Sarah  had  been  sent  to  the  door  to  answer  the  bell  a  few  times. 
Whenever  it  was  not  convenient  for  her  mother  to  see  the  visitor,  Sarah 
was  told  to  report:  ^^My  mother  is  not  at  home."  Now  it  so  happened 
on  a  certain  "  Thanksgiving  Day,"  that  the  family  had  just  been  pre- 
paring a  big  dinner  of  turkey  and  its  additionals,  when  the  door-bell 
tinkled.  Sarah  hopped  to  the  front-door  and  met  Pastor  Grant.  He 
familiarly  moved  forward  without  awaiting  any  invitation  to  pass  in. 
But  Sarah  hailed  him  and  gravely  spoke ;  "  Mr.  Grants  my  mother  told 
me  to  say  she  was  not  at  home.  We  are  just  ready  to  eat  a  turke 
dinner  f* 

Pastor  Grant  smelled — ^well,  no  turkey,  any  how — and  beat  a  hasty 
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retreat  and  muttered  considerably  above  a  whisper  :  Kinder  und  Narren 
sagen  die    Wahrheit. 

Mrs.  Brown  had  the  habit  of  frightening  her  little  Siisan  into  obedi- 
ence. She  would  call  in  a  beggar  to  take  her  along,  or  bring  a  booga- 
boo  down  the  chimney,  or  do  something  of  this  order  to  make  Susie  be 
^ood.  One  day  Susie  thought  her  mother  did  not  obey  her  as  she  wanted 
her  to  do,  and  so  she  walked  to  the  fire-hearth,  removed  the  board  and 
called  lustily  up  the  dark  flue  : — 
*^  Santa  Clans!  comedown  the  chimnei/ and makemy  mother 'have  herself!** 

Of  course,  *'  Peltz-Nickle"  didn't  come.  And  ever  after  that,  Susie 
iprould  not  believe  that  her  mother  could  make  him  come  either. 

jl/rs.  Jones  fell  into  the  foolish  and  wicked  custom  of  continually 
threatening  her  little  daughters  to  ^'  tell  the  minister  on  them,"  whenever 
she  felt  that  they  out-generaled  her  maternal  authority.  Thus  the  Pastor 
became,  in  the  eyes  of  the  little  ones,  not  a  father  confessor,  but  a  sort 
of  constabulary  or  police-officer.  The  least  of  the  band  observed  this 
threat  falling  from  her  mother's  lips,  and  spoke  up  tartly  : 

"  Wellj  the  minister  ain't  God!'' 

Aft«r  being  thus  answered  Mrs.  Jones  would  rather  say  :  "  Children, 
always  remember  this  saying — Thou  God  seest  me!'* 

Our  young  nephew  was  born  and  used  to  a  populous  town.  Whilst 
OQ  a  visit  to  his  uncle,  we  took  him  to  a  country  wedding.  He  saw  no 
bouses  about — neither  many  faces.  An  old  gentleman  asked  him,  how 
he  would  like  to  live  there  ?     Wdlie  spoke  his  mind  at  once  : — 

"  Not  at  all.  It's  too  young  a  placed 
The  boys  standing  around  him  laughed  right  out,  at  the  thought  of 
"  Will"  imagining  a  country  farm  house  being  the  nucleus  of  a  future 
town.  And  we  too  thought,  that  whilst  the  dwellers  in  cities  are  apt  to 
style  the  denizens  of  the  country,  as  behind  themselves,  there  are  never- 
theless times  and  occasions,  when  the  latter  are  ahead  of  the  former. 
Bnt,  wheiher  before  or  behind  his  surroundings  now,  Will  was  certainly 
original.  And  it  is  this  feature,  which  renders  the  sayings  of  our  Little 
Folks  80  pleasant  to  the  ear.  Originality  crops  out  on  one  or  on  the 
other  side  of  it.  Original  are  they  in  thought,  expression  or  in  the 
application. 

Jesus  regarded  the  children  as  a  race  separate  and  distinct,  as  it  were, 
from  the  adult  generation.  It  was  one  of  their  representatives  that  He 
took  and  held  up  before  the  grown  ones  of  his  time,  as  a  model  for  all  the 
more  aged  to  pattern  after.  '^  Suffer  little  children  to  come  uuto  me,  and 
forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heaven."  We  confess 
that  we  have  never  yet  been  fully  satisfied  with  the  current  exegesis  of 
that  wonderful  and  beautiful  saying. 


Useful  Afflictions. — "  The  softest  road  is  not  always  the  best  road. 
It  is  on  the  smooth  ice  we  slip )  a  rough  path  is  usually  safer  for  our  feet. 
Our  difficulties  make  us  watchful.  They  plainly  show  us  our  weakness, 
and  send  us  to  Christ  for  help.     They  humble  us  before  God." 
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MUSIC  IN  CHUBOH. 


BY  C.  G.  A.  HULLHORST. 


Praise  the  Lord  upon  the  harp ; 

8ing  to  the  harp  with  a  psalm  of  thanksgiving, 

With  trampets  also  and  shawms, 

0  show  yourselves  jojful  before  the  Lord,  the  King. 

David, 

The  Beautt'fal  in   Christian    Worship, 

It  is  well  and  proper  to  make  our  public  worship  as  beautiful  and  at- 
tractive as  possible,  provided  we  thereby  do  not  impair  its  efficiency  in 
attaining  its  primary  object,  t.  e.  to  awaken  and  nourish  spiritual  life. 
'*  All  is  yours  "  says  the  greatest  of  Apostles,  and  according  to  this  the 
Christian  has  a  claim  upon  everything  in  6od*s  great  and  beautiful  uni- 
verse. In  fact,  the  Christian  alone  is  really  entitled  to  the\Useof  God's 
gifts,  not  for  any  merits  of  his  own,  but  because  he  believes  in  Christ, 
and  claims  Him  as  his^righteousness.  One  of  the  principal  objects  of  a 
Liturgy  is,  to  embody,  present  and  introduce  into  public  worship  the 
standard  doctrines  of  the  Church,  in  the  most  symmetrical,  harmonious 
and  beautiful  manner.  It  is  an  old  saying  that  **  Order  is  heaven's  first 
law;"  and  the  Christian  temple,  as  the  type  and  portal  of  heaven,  should 
certainly  begin  to  introduce  and  practice  its  laws.  Man  is  so  constituted 
that  he  will  naturally  associate  holiness  and  bliss  with  beauty.  We  al- 
ways think  of  paradise  as  a  beautiful  place,  and  of  God,  the  angels  and 
saints  as  beautiful;  whilst,  on  the  other  hand,  we  associate  with  the  king- 
dom of  darkness  all  that  is  ugly  and  offensive  to  the  senses. 

Solomon's  temple  was  perhaps  the  most  costly  and  beautiful  structure 
ever  erected  by  human  hands,  and  David  frequently  speaks  of  the  **  beau* 
ty  of  holiness."  We  therefore  regard  it  as  sufficiently  established,  that 
it  is  right  and  suitable  to  introduce  into  divine  service  anything  that  will 
add  to  its  beauty  and  interesting  character,  ^*  provided  the  substance  of 
the  Faith  be  kept  entire." 

Music  one  of  the  chief  Elements  of  Beauty, 

So  rafft  von  jeder  eitein  Biirde, 
Wenn  des  Gesanges  Ruf  ershallt, 
Der  Menach  sich  auf  zur  Qeisterwiirde 
Und  tritt  in  heilige  Gewalt. 

Schiller, 

Much  has  been  said  and  written  about  the  powerful  effects  of  music  on 
the  human  mind.  The  truth  is,  it  can  be  better  felt  than  described.  It 
is  a  universal  language,  understood,  realized  and  appreciated  by  all  men  of 
all  nations  and  tongues,  of  all  classes  and  ages,  by  the  learned  and  the 
ignorant,  the  refined  and  the  uncultivated .  That  the  world  is  fully  aware 
of  this  &ct  we  see  almost  every  day. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  Mum  in  Church.  159 

It  is  effectually  applied  in  battle  to  urge  man  and  steed  onward  to  the 
bloody  contest.  What  would  any  of  our  public  gatherings  amount  to 
without  music  in  some  form  ?  Just  now,  while  writing  this,  we  hear  the 
trumpets  pouring  forth  their  melodious  strains,  arousing  the  citizens  for 
the  coming  entertainment.  Mut^ic  does  indeed  touch  very  tender  chords 
in  the  human  breast.  It  calls  forth  a  feeling  that  is  related  to  the  infinite. 
How  forcibly  the  ancients  felt  its  power  is  well  expressed  by  Horace,  in 
his  address  to  Mercury's  Lyre : 

"  Tu  potes  tigres  oomitesque  bWt&b 
Ducere  et  rivos  celeres  morari." 

"  Thoa  canst  allure  the  tigers  and  the  forests 
And  stay  the  rapid  rivers  in  their  course." 

The  Roman  Church  has  ever  been  very  ready  to  avail  itself  of  the 
great  influence,  which  music  has  over  the  human  mind.  We  venture  to 
say,  that  one  of  its  strongest  holds  upon  the  populace,  is  the  manifold 
introduction  of  music  into  its  public  services.  Music  is  not  only  pleasing, 
but  at  the  same  time  edifying;  it  raises  the  soul  above  earth  and  directs 
it  to  God  and  eternity  ;  it  is  the  highest  form  of  praise  and  thanksgiving. 
With  the  ancient  Israelites  music  formed  a  very  large  and  important  part 
of  the  temple  worship. 

Now,  if  the  world  makes  use  of  this  great  power  to  accomplish  its  ob- 
jects; if  the  Roman  Church  employs  it  with  so  much  effect;  if  already 
the  Israelites  would  not  worship  without  it ;  then  we  Protestants,  as  rep- 
resenting at  least  an  important  branch  of  the  true  Church  of  Christ, 
ought  certainly  not  to  stand  in  the  background.  It  is  our  duty,  to  make 
proper  use  of  this  precious  gift  of  God  in  winning  souls  for  Christ.  This 
is  indeed  the  highest  use  we  can  make  of  any  of  God*s  gifts. 

Congregational   Singing, 

I  will  sing  unto  the  Lord  as  long  as  I  live;  I  will  sing  praise  unto  mj  God  while  I 
have  mj  being.  Ps.  civ.  3.3. 

To  God,  the  universal  King, 
Let  all  mankind  their  tribute  bring, 
All  that  have  breath,  your  voices  raise. 
In  songs  of  never-ceasing  praise. 

Rof.  Hymns,  No.  1. 

Why  do  we  go  to  church  to  worship  God  ?  Could  we  not  pray  and 
sing  and  read  sermons  at  home  ?  Many  volumes  of  excellent  sermons 
are  published,  by  the  most  eminent  divines  of  all  ages  of  the  Christian 
Church ;  sermons,  which  can  scarcely  be  excelled  by  the  productions  of 
our  present  ministry.  Why  not  read  and  study  these  at  home,  and  save 
the  large  sums  expended  for  building  churches;  money  which  might 
then  be  applied  for  disseminating  the  Holy  Scriptures  and  for  educational 
purposes?  The  answer  lies  in  the  constitution  of  man.  He  is  a  social 
being.  We  meet  in  church  in  order  to  enjoy  each  other's  communion — 
the  fellowship  of  believers.  Special  blessings  are  promised  to  such  gath- 
erings. The  Saviour  says :  "  Where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in 
my  name,  there  am  I  in  the  midst  of  them.''  But  we  cannot  enjoy  this 
communion  of  saints  by  sitting  in  church  as  mute  as  a  block  of  marble. 
There  must  be  something  in  which  we  may  all  join  our  voices.     The 
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Methodists  feel  this  need  of  some  outward  manifestatioa  of  their  emotions 
and  their  hearty  oonsent  to  the  petitions  offered  np  to  the  throne  of 
Grace,  and  therefore  they  every  novr  and  then  cry  out  with  a  loud  voice 
"Amen,  amen  1 "  This  is  one  of  the  main  objects  of  a  Liturgy — 
namely,  to  cause  the  whole  congregation  to  join  audibly  in  prayer  and 
supplication.  One  of  the  best  opportunities  for  all  in  one  accord  to  give 
vent  to  their  emotions  of  praise,  in  a  loud  and  forcible  manner^  is  in  sing- 
ing. In  this  way  the  great  power  of  sounds  of  music  is  employed.  The 
sublimest  and  holiest  sentiments  of  the  human  soul  are  united  with  the 
most  heavenly  art,  in  such  a  way,  that  the  one  will  aid  and  strengthen 
the  other — a  most  efficacious  combination  !  It  is  based  on  human  sym- 
pathy. We  naturally  weep  with  those  that  weep,  and  rejoice  with  those 
that  rejoice.  Hence,  when  in  church  we  see,  hear,  and  feel,  how  hearti- 
ly all  around  us  raise  their  voices  in  hymns  of  praise  we  naturally  follow. 
The  cheerful  song  will  enable  us  to  forget  the  cares  and  sorrows  of  earth. 
Such  singing  has  even  a  good  effect  on  the  physical  part  of  man.  It  ex- 
pands the  lungs,  and  sends  sparks  of  nervous  vigor  through  the  entire  sys- 
tem. And  so  intimate  is  the  union  of  soul  and  body,  that  the  health  and 
vigor  of  the  one  call  forth  like  qualities  in  the  other. 

Our  Protestant  Churches  in  this  Respect, 

We  are  sorry  to  say,  that  in  many  of  our  churches  we  do  not  find  con- 
gregational singing  as  above  described.  This  is  more  especially  true  of 
English  congregations.  The  Germans,  as  a  general  thing,  retain  their 
good  old  Chorals,  and  each  one  feels  it  a  duty  and  a  privilege  to  sing 
them  with  all  his  might.  Dr.  Schaff  has  indeed  well  said,  that  the  Ger- 
mans do  not  stand  so  much  in  need  of  a  liturgy,  because  theic^most  excel- 
lent and  precious  hymns,  sung  to  their  grand,  time-honored  Chorals, 
answer  in  part  the  purposes  of  a  responsive  Liturgy. 

The  hymnology  and  church  music  of  the  English  language  are  inferior 
to  those  of  the  German  tongue,  which  may  partly  account  for  the  defec- 
tive congregational  singing  among  the  English.  Still  we  have  a  great 
many  good  hymns  and  tunes,  which  might  well  be  sung  by  the  whole  con- 
gregation. Perhaps  the  chief  difficulty  lies  in  the  disposition  of  the 
Americans.  The  men  are  too  stoical,  stiff,  cold  and  business-like,  and  as 
a  rule  leave  the  cultivation  of  music  entirely  to  the  other  sex.  They  re- 
gard it  as  their  principal  duty  to  make  the  money ;  the  ladies  may  take 
care  of  all  the  rest,  such  as  music,  the  fine  arts  in  general;  even  religion 
and  the  training  of  the  children.  The  German,  on  the  other  hand,  could 
not  do  without  singing.  When  he  goes  to  church,  he  regards  it  as  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  that  he  must  take  his  hymn  book,  and  hold  it  up  high  and 
sing  aus  voller  Brunt  und  nach  Herzenslust.  The  American,  to  tell  the 
plain  truth,  is  too  indifferent  and  too  lazy  to  sing.  It  is  for  these  reasons, 
that  the  choir  has  to  do  all  the  singing,  whilst  the  congregation  is  sitting 
or  standing  as  indifferent,  as  though  it  was  not  their  duty  and  privilege 
to  praise  God  with  a  loud  voice. 
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The  Remedy. 

Train  np  a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go;  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will  not  depart  from 
it. — Solomon. 

If  we  wish  to  have  good  congregational  singing,  we  mast  cultivate  the 
spirit  of  music  in  our  families.  If  the  desired  object  can  not  be  accom- 
plished with  the  present  generation,  we  should  by  all  means  train  our 
children  for  it,  not  the  girls  only,  but  the  boys  as  well.  The  writer  is 
acquainted  with  a  family,  nearly  all  of  whose  members  have  a  taste  and 
talent  for  music.  They  know  how  to  apply  their  musical  skill  in  divine 
worship.  Three  of  the  sons  have  made  themselves  very  useful  in  leading 
choirs  and  playing  the  organ.  One  of  them  has  played  this  instrument 
in  church,  from  his  twelfth  year,  not  missing  a  Sab  ath  until  his  early 
death  at  the  age  of  twenty- five.  The  first  occasion  of  the  introduction  and 
cultivation  of  music  in  the  family,  was  the  desire  to  connect  it  with  regular 
family  worship.  Every  morning  and  evening  their  voices  were  poured 
forth  in  a  volume  of  sacred  song  and  praise,  one  of  the  sons  playing  an 
accompaniment  on  the  melodeon  or  piano, — ^for  they  had  both.  Singing 
was  considered  as  regular  a  part  of  family  worship,  as  reading  the  Scrip- 
tures and  prayer.     And  a  happy  effect  it  had  upon  all. 

The  family  altar  should  be  in  all  respects  the  forerunner  of  the  services 
at  church.  Accustom  your  children  to  pray,  study  God's  Word  and  to 
sing  at  Aome,  you  will  thereby  prepare  them  to  take  part  in  all  the  servi- 
ces of  public  worship.  It  is  very  well  to  understand  the  science  of  mu- 
sic, but  if  you  do  noty  this  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not  sing;  or  be 
able  to  carry  a  melody.  To  say  that  you  don't  wish  to  sing  until  you 
understand  the  science  of  music,  is  like  saying,  that  you  will  refuse  to 
speak  until  you  understand  grammar.  The  one  is  about  as  absurd  as  the 
other. 


English  Synonyms. — The  English  language  must  appear  fearfully 
and  wonderfully  made  to  a  foreigner.  One  of  them,  looking  at  a  picture 
of  a  number  of  vessels,  said,  **  See  what  a  flock  of  ships  "  He  was  told 
that  a  flock  of  ships  was  called  a  fleet,  and  that  a  fleet  of  sheep  was  called 
a  flock.  And  it  was  added,  for  his  guidance,  in  mastering  the  intricacies 
of  our  language,  that  a  flock  of  girls  is  called  a  bevy,  that  a  bevy  of  wolves 
is  called  a  pack,  and  a  pack  of  thieves  is  called  a  gang,  and  that  a  gang  of 
angels  is  called  a  host,  and  that  a  host  of  porpoises  is  called  a  shoal;  and 
a  shoal  of  buffaloes  is  called  a  herd,  and  a  herd  of  children  is  called  a 
troop,  and  a  troop  of  partridges  is  called  a  covey,  and  a  covey  of  beauties 
is  called  a  galaxy,  and  a  galaxy  of  ruflians  is  called  a  horde,  and  a  horde 
of  rubbish  is  called  a  heap,  and  a  heap  of  oxen  is  called  a  drove^  and  a 
drove  of  blackguards  is  called  a  mob,  and  a  mob  of  whales  is  called  a 
school,  and  a  school  of  worshippers  is  called  a  congregation,  and  a  con- 
gregation of  engineers  is  called  a  corps,  and  a  corps  of  robbers  is  called  a 
band,  and  a  band  of  locusts  is  called  a  swarm,  and  a  swarm  of  people  is 
ailed  a  crowd. 
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THREE  YOUTHS  FORMING  HABITS. 

BT   THE  EDITOR. 

No.  1.  A  few  days  ago  I  heard  a  strange  noise  below  my  study -win- 
dow. Looking  for  the  cause  of  it  I  discovered  two  young  men  in  seem- 
ingly earnest  conversation.  Two  brothers  they  seemed  to  be.  One  a 
tall  young  man,  about  twenty-two  years  of  age.  The  other,  smaller  of 
stature  and  better  dressed,  about  seventeen  or  eighteen.  The  older 
brother  was  drunk — just  drunk  enough  to  be  boisterous  and  troublesome. 
The  younger  found  him  somewhere,  and  tried  to  take  him  home.  He 
seemed  greatly  ashamed  to  have  people  see  his  brother  drunk  on  the 
street.  And  so  he  tried  to  lead  him  through  the  alley  where  they  would 
not  be  seen.  And  right  under  the  window  the  older  one  got  stubborn, 
propping  himself  against  the  fence,  and  refusing  to  go  farther.  In  a 
half  whisper  the  poor  little  fellow  held  on  to  his  arm  and  besought  him 
to  go  home  with  him.  At  length  he  pushed  him  along  by  force,  the 
older  meanwhile  blubbering  in  ill-humor  at  his  faithful  younger  brother. 
I  watched  them  till  they  turned  the  corner,  and  from  my  inmost  being 
pitied  both.  How  must  his  old  parents  feel  when  he  staggers  into  their 
home !  What  a  sorrowful  shame  he  brings  upon  them  I  They  have 
worked  hard  to  raise  him,  and  send  him  to  school,  and  now  he  reels  home 
drunk. 

I  pitied  the  drunken  young  man.  For  he  seems  not  to  make  a  habit 
of  getting  drunk.  It  may  become  a  habit  with  him  ere  long,  if  he  is 
not  on  his  guard.  Some  body  made  him  drunk.  It  is  true  he  ought  to  have 
had  sense  enough  not  to  drink.  But  decent  people  ought  to  have  sense 
enough  not  to  put  the  bottle  to  the  mouth  of  inexperienced  youth.  Very 
tenderly  I  felt  for  the  younger  brother.  He  looked  like  a  little  gentle- 
man. And  seemed  to  feel  keenly  mortified  that  he  should  be  seen  with 
a  drunken  young  man  on  the  street,  and  that  young  man  his  brother. 
That  he  should  thus  take  charge  of  his  poor  brother — perhaps  even  bring 
him  away  from  his  wicked  companions  in  a  drinking  saloon,  and  in  the 
sight  of  people  who  rudely  laughed  at  both,  lead  him  home — this  made 
me  think  highly  of  the  youth,  although  I  know  not  his  name.  He  per- 
formed a  heroic  act. 

No.  2.  Another  youth  I  met  on  the  street  not  long  since.  Him  I 
knew.  He  was  just  coming  out  of  a  saloon,  and  showed  very  marked 
effects  of  what  he  drank  within.  He,  too,  staggered,  reeled  boisterously 
along  the  pavement.  Had  I  not  been  in  a  carriage,  I  think  I  should 
have  kindly  taken  him  by  the  arm  and  led  him  home.  If  that  were  pos- 
sible. For,  if  I  am  not  misinformed,  he  has  no  home.  It  is  wrong,  a 
great  sin,  for  anybody  to  get  drunk.  Yet  a  greater  sin  for  some  than  for 
others.  Some  young  men  have  had  pious  parents,  a  Christian  training, 
and  from  a  child  have  seen  and  heard  nothing  at  home  but  what  was  cal- 
culated to  make  them  pure  and  godly.     If  such  turn  to  be  wicked  in 
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spite  of  their  earlier  religious  privileges  little  caa  be  said  to  eztenaate 
their  guilt. 

This  youth  had  do  such  parents  nor  home.  It  is  possible  that  with  all 
it^  Ains,  the  saloon  seems  more  homelike  to  him  than  any  other  place  to 
which  he  has  access.  Alas !  for  the  youth  who  has  no  home — no  place 
where  brothers,  sisters  and  parents  give  him  the  shelter,  counsel  and 
sympathy  of  affection.  With  sincere  intentions  he  united  with  the 
Church  a  few  years  ago.  But  he  started  in  the  Christian  race  under 
immense  disadvantages.  The  stubborn  habits  which  his  defective  train- 
ing entailed  upon  him  refused  to  be  curbed  or  subdued.  When  our 
Saviour  tried  to  cast  out  devils,  the  evil  spirits  would  hurl  their  victims 
to  the  earth,  and  torture  them  tenfold  more.  Thus  too  he  tortures  and 
tears  many  a  one  who  tries  to  cease  from  evil  and  cleave  to  that  which  is 
good.  The  poor  fellow  tries  to  conquer  his  habits.  Alas  !  some  sins  still 
60  easily  beset  him.  And  godless  soul- destroyers  know  it.  They  assail 
him  at  his  weak  points,  and  sometimes  succeed  to  entrap  him.  Not  in 
anger,  but  with  a  feeling  of  prayerful  pity,  I  looked  at  the  poor  neglected 
youth — and  as  I  rode  by  him  prayed  mentally  that  God  would  give  him 
grace  to  recover  from  his  fall.  How  thankful  was  I  when^  a  few  weeks 
later,  I  saw  him  devoutly  enter  the  church.  He  seemed  to  say  :  ''  How 
sorry  I  am  that  I  sinned  in  this  way.  1  will  begin  anew.  0  ye  com- 
rades, help  me  to  rise  and  live  for  Christ,  or  I  shall  fall  to  rise  no  more  V 
Yes  help  him — speak  gently  to  the  youth.  It  is  much  more  diflficult  for 
him  to  do  right  than  for  some  others. 

No.  3.  A  few  hours  ago  a  good  mother,  in  feeble  health  but  strong  in 
faith,  called  to  see  me.  God  has  given  her  a  number  of  children,  and 
she  lent  them  to  the  Lord  in  turn.  She  wept  many  tears  about 'her  chil- 
dren, but  they  were  tears  of  gratitude. 

"  I  cannot  be  thankful  enough,'*  she  said,  "  that  our  dear  Lord  gives 
us  such  good  children.  They  are  all  so  kind,  gentle,  and  obedient  to  us, 
their  parents.  They  seem  worried  to  know  ho«f  they  can  do  enough  for 
us.  Our  youngest  manages  to  earn  some  money  between  school  hours. 
I  am  in  poor  health,  and  sometimes  know  not  what  to  take  for  my  relief. 
Often  the  dear  child  comes  home,  with  some  package  or  bottle,  and  says : 
Here,  mother,  I  saw  in  the  paper  that  this  is  a  good  remedy  for^your 
disease.  I  bought  it  for  you.  At  another  time  one  of  the  others  comes 
and  brings  me  a  suitable  gift  of  affection.  And  when  I  am  sick,  my 
daughter,  who  you  know  is  so  young  yet,  nurses  me  as  tenderly  and 
wisely  as  if  she  were  the  mother  and  I  were  the  child.  God  not  only 
allowed  me  to  become  the  mother  of  children,  but  spared  their  father  and 
me  to  train  them  up  for  Him.  I  ofton  think  of  the  orphans  without  a 
natural  mother.  O  what  a  mercy,  that  our  children  were  not  left  mother- 
less— that  we  were  permitted  to  labor  and  live  for  them,  that  they  here- 
after may  labor  and  live  for  Christ !  You  know  that  we  have  not  much 
of  this  world's  goods,  but  here,  I  give  you  ten  dollars  as  a  thank- 
offering — for  the  Orphans'  Home.'' 

I  told  her  it  was  too  much  for  her.  But  she  must  give  it  to  Christ 
for  His  little  ones ;  for,  has  He  not  given  a  natural  mother  to  her  chil- 
dren   till  they  are  all  grown,  and  all  the  followers  of  Christ? 

AVhile  she  was  speaking  to  me,  my  mind  involuntarily  run  after  the 
above  youth,  No.  2.     He  has  had  no  mother  to  love  him  and  when  he 
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most  needed  her.  No  mother  whom  he  could  love.  Therefore  he  needs 
our  pity  and  help. 

Good  people  often  use  much  harsh  judgment  against  their  weaker 
brethren.  8ome  sin,  not  from  choice  but  from  weakness.  If  we  knew 
how  they  secretly  grieve  over  their  sins,  how  earnestly  they  try  to  over- 
come them,  and  how  little  encouragement  they  receive  from  God's  people, 
we  would  judge  them  more  charitably,  and  endeavor  to  help  them.  VVe 
take  it  for  granted  that  others  have  had  the  same  opportunities  of  train- 
ing and  improvement  as  we.  And  that  if  they  are  remiss  in  duty  they 
sin  with  deliberation  and  design. 

This  accounts  for  our  Saviour's  lenient  judgment  concerning  publicans, 
Samaritans  and  sinners.  Why  treat  the  grasping  Zaccheus  with  such 
tender  forbearance;  why  with  perceptible  compassion  allow  His  pardon 
to  extend  even  to  a  fallen  woman  ?  Was  it  not  because  He  could  trace 
their  character  and  conduct  back  to  beginnings  over  which  they  had  no 
control?  That  to  which  a  heartless  Phariseeism  was  blind  he  could 
clearly  see.  Both  had  had  many  an  earnest  struggle  to  break  away  from 
their  earlier  wicked  life,  but  the  way  to  a  more  honest  and  a  purer  life 
seemed  closed  until  the  **  Friend  of  publicans  and  sinners"  came.  <^  We 
then  that  are  strong  ought  to  bear  the  infirmities  of  the  weak."  Take 
them  by  the  hand,  and  by  our  counsel,  sympathy  and  prayers  aid  them  to 
overcome  the  disadvantages  and  difficulties  of  their  situation. 
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BOYAL  COUBTSHIPS. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 


"  Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown."  And  a  double  weight  and 
worry  must  it  bring,  when  its  bearer  is  the  head  of  woman.  To  me  there 
seems  to  be  something  unnatural  in  the  idea  of  a  female  sovereign,  as 
there  is  in  that  of  a  female  oommander-in- chief  of  an  army.  Joan  of  Arc 
was  an  exception  to  her  sex.  Tet  many  a  woman  has  been  honored  with 
the  crown  of  royalty,  and  not  a  few  women  have  borne  it  with  grace  and 
greatness  of  soul.  Still,  no  matter  what  her  natural  qualifications  may 
be,  the  cares  of  state  and  the  perplexing  task  of  governing  a  nation  do 
not  belong  to  woman's  legitimate  domain. 

Poor  Carlotta,  the  loving  wife  of  the  late  Maximilian  of  Mexico,  is 
heart-broken ;  an  object  of  pity.  The  dethroning  of  her  husband  dethroned 
her  reason,  for  a  season.  The  queen  of  Spain,  hated  by  the  masses  of 
her  subjects,  has  to  seek  refuge  in  Rome.  From  a  palace,  which  the  hos- 
pitality of  the  Pope  has  assigned  her,  she  vainly  appeals  with  maternal 
tenderness  to  her  rebellious  nation,  and  promises  to  restore  order  and 
prosperity  to  Spain  in  the  event  of  her  restoration.  From  good  Esther 
down  to  Carlotta,  a  large  proportion  of  the  queens  of  the  earth  have  been 
crowned  with  thorns.  Think  what  the  wives  of  Roman  Emperors  had 
to  endure  !  How  many  of  the  queens  of  France  were  slain  by  the  public 
executioner !    A  sad  fatality  has  attended  their  reign. 

In  this  respect  Victoria  of  England  has  been  more  fortunate.  Her 
reign  has  been  one  of  uninterrupted  prosperity.  The  death  of  her  dear 
Albert  has  been  her  greatest  and  only  misfortune,  if  such  it  may  be 
called.  Still  she  mourns  for  him,  and  refuses  to  be  comforted.  Perhaps 
as  a  partial  relief  to  her  sorrow,  she  wrote  a  work  a  few  years  ago.  It  is 
chiefly  composed  of  extracts  from  her  diary,  and  of  letters  from  the  cor- 
respondence of  Albert  and  his  family.  All  these  are  carefully  compiled 
by  a  competent  hand,  interspersed  with  explanatory  remarks. 

It  is  nothing  unusual  for  sovereigns  to  turn  authors.  Csesar  wrote  his 
Commentaries,  Henry  YIII  wrote  his  book  against  Luther,  and  Napoleon 
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III  wrote  tho  life  of  Caesar.  Queen  Victoria's  volumes  are  different 
from  all  these.  You  see  less  of  the  queen  in  her  hooks  than  of  the  Chris- 
tian woman,  the  affectionate  wife,  the  tender  mother. 

What  kind  of  a  heing  is  a  sovereiga  ?  ask  many  persons.  Do  a  crown 
and  sceptre  make  one  any  less  a  human  heing,  than  the  uncrowned  and 
unsceptred  are*/  Officially,  they  are  ahovo  their  subjects.  Personally, 
they  are  made  of  like  stuff  with  ordinary  mortals.  One  time  Csesar  was 
overtaken  by  a  storm  on  sea.  His  boatman,  conscious  of  the  responsibili- 
ty of  rowing  a  Roman  Emperor  over  the  tossing  waves,  became  nervous 
and  weak  from  fright.  To  calm  his  fears  the  emperor  called  to  him: 
"  Remember,  you  carry  Caesar."     What  do  the  waves  care  for  Caesar? 

During  the  victorious  campaigns  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  many  regard- 
ed him  with  feelings  akin  to  adoration.  At  Gotha  there  was  to  be  a  coun- 
cil of  kings,  right  in  the   heat  and  height  of  European  convulsions. 
Though  a  small  town,  it  was  then  the  centre  of  Germanio  science,  the 
Athens  of  Germany.     Goethe  and  Wieland,  and  a  group  of  other  literary 
celebrities  abode  there.     This  congress  of  kings  was  of  course,  to  be  en- 
tertained with  the  best  that  the  stage  of  Gotha  could  command.   Already 
the  kings  of  Saxony,  Bavaria,  Wurtemburg,  Westphalia,  and  Alexander 
of  Russia  were  at  the  theatre,  with  a  retinue  of  queens,  princes,  duchesses , 
and  lords  and  ladies  of  noble  birth.     At  length  the  beating  of  drums 
heralded  the  coming  of  the  "  Little  Corporal."     All  eyes,  noble  and  ig- 
noble, were  turned  toward  the  entrance,  with  restless  curiosity.     What  a 
breathless   pause   as  Napoleon  enters !     A  very  simple-mannered  man, 
reaMy  the  least  showy  and  most  indifferent-looking  among  the  royalties 
present.     He  bowed  to  the  sovereigns,  and  takes  a  seat  to  the  rigbt  of  the 
magnificent   Alexander.     Presently   all   ushers  and  gens  d'armes   com- 
mence making  fools  of  themselves.     "  Sit  upright,"  cries  one.     "  Do  not 
stretch  out  your  neck;  it  is  disagreeable  to  the   emperor  (Napoleon)." 
"Take  away  that  long  netle;  the  emperor  does  not  like  it,"  exclaims 
another.      Ere  long  the  curtain  rises.     The  stage  is  occupied  by  the 
cream  of  European  dramatic  genius.     How  must  the    great   Napoleon 
enjoy  it.     As  all  eyes  watched  him  to  see  signs  of  delight  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  play,  he  fixed  himself  firmly  against  the  back  of  his  chair, 
to  prepare  for  an  hour's  sleep,  a  thing  which  he  much  needed,  and  to  get 
which  his    stirring  duties    might  give  him  no  time  for  days  to  come. 
Every  body  looks  at  Napoleon  asleep  in  the  presence  of  the  sovereigns  of 
Europe.     *'It  was  a  singular  spectacle,"  says  an  eye-witness,  *'tose9  this 
terrible  man  give  himself  up  to  gentle  sleep,  whose  vast  plans  caused  hap- 
piness or  unhappiness  to  half  the  world." 

I  give  this  to  show  to  our  younger  readers,  how  very  human,  if  not 
always  humane  the  rulers  of  the  earth  are.  But  there  is  a  kind  of  hu- 
manity in  Victoria's  book,  that  is  far  more  gratifying  than  the  spectacle 
of  a  sleeping  emperor  in  a  theatre. 

She  was  betrothed  to  Prince  Albert  in  1839.  It  was  made  her  duty 
as  Queen  of  England  publicly  to  announce  this,  in  person,  to  the  nation 
through  the  privy  council.  Upwards  of  eighty  members  of  this  oouncili 
among  whom  was  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  many 
other  great  and  noble  men,  met  in  Buckingham  Palace.  Before  these  she 
read  the  following  paper  : 
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**I  have  caused  you  to  be  summoned  at  the  present  time,  in  order  that 
I  may  acquaint  you  with  my  resolution  in  a  matter,  which  deeply  concerns 
the  welfare  of  my  people,  and  the  happiness  of  my  future  life. 

*'  It  is  my  intention  to  ally  myself  in  marriage  with  the  Prince  Albert  of 
Saxe-Coburg  and  Gotha.  Deeply  impressed  with  the  solemnity  of  the 
engagement  which  I  am  about  to  contract,  I  have  not  come  to  this  deci- 
sion without  mature  consideration,  nor  without  feeling  a  strong  assurance 
that,  with  the  blessing  of  Almighty  God,  it  will  at  once  secure  my  domes- 
tic felicity  and  serve  the  interests  of  my  country. 

*'  I  have  thought  fit  to  make  this  resolution  known  to  you  at  the  ear- 
liest period,  in  order  that  you  may  be  apprized  of  a  matter  so  highly  im- 
portant to  me  and  to  my  kingdom,  and  which,  1  persuade  myself,  will  be 
most  acceptable  to  all  my  loving  subjects/' 

Think  of  a  girl  of  twenty  years,  reading  such  a  paper  before  such  an 
audience.  In  the  following;  record  from  her  diary,  she  tells  us  how  she  felt 
in  reading  this  paper.  "  Precisely  at  two  I  went  in.  The  room  was  full, 
but  I  hardly  knew  who  was  there.  Lord  Melbourne  (her  chief  counsel- 
lor) I  saw  looking  kindly  at  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  but  he  was  not 
near  me.  I  then  read  my  short  declaration.  I  felt  my  hands  shook,  but 
I  did  not  make  one  mistake.  I  felt  most  happy  and  thankful  when  it 
was  over.  Lord  Lansdowne,  then  rose,  and,  in  the  name  of  the  Privy 
Council,  asked  that  ^  this  most  gracious  and  most  welcome  communication 
might  be  printed.'  I  then  left  the  room,  the  whole  thing  not  lasting 
above  two  or  three  minutes.  The  Duke  of  Cambridge  came  into  the 
small  library  where  I  was  standing,  and  wished  me  joy." 

The  queen  always  wore  a  bracelet  with  the  Prince's  picture.  She 
says:  ^'It  seemed  to  give  me  courage  at  the  council."  Very  pleasing  are 
the  tears  in  the  eyes  of  her  friend,  Lord  Melbourne. 

Not  long  after  their  marriage,  a  wicked  wretch  attempted  to  kill  the 
young  queen.  Prince  Albert  writes  to  his  grandmother :  "  We  drove 
out  yesterday  afternoon,  about  six  o'clock,  to  pay  aunt  Kent  a  visit,  and 
to  take  a  turn  around  Hyde  Park.  We  drove  in  a  small  phseton.  I  sat 
on  the  right,  Victoria  on  the  lefl.  We  had  hardly  proceeded  a  hundred 
yards  from  the  palace,  when  I  noticed,  on  the  footpath  on  my  side,  a  little 
mean-looking  man  holding  something  towards  us,  and  before  I  could  dis- 
tinguish what  it  waS;  a  shot  was  fired,  which  almost  stunned  us  both,  it 
was  so  loud,  and  fired  barely  six  paces  from  us.  The  horses  started  and 
the  carriage  stopped."  He  shot  a  second  time.  ^'  Victoria  saw  the  shot 
and  stooped  quickly,  drawn  down  by  me.  The  ball  must  have  passed 
just  above  her  head." 

Along  with  their  married  life,  they  began  habits  of  piety  and  devotion. 
^'  East«r  of  1840,  was  spent  at  Windsor,  when  the  Queen  and  Prince  took 
the  sacrament  together  for  the  first  time,  in  St.  George's  Chapel.  "  The 
Queen  says:  The  Prince  had  a  very  strong  feeling  about  the  solemnity  of 
this  act,  and  did  not  like  to  appear  in  company,  either  the  evening  before 
or  on  the  day  on  which  he  took  it.  He  and  the  Queen  almost  always 
dined  alone  on  these  occasions.  Of  a  similar  service  on  the  following 
Christmas,  she  says :  *'  We  two  dined  together,  as  Albert  likes  being  qdite 
alone  before  he  takes  the  sacrament;  we  played  part  of  Mozart*s  Eequiem, 
and  then  he  read  to  me  out  of  the  Stunden  der  Andachten,  (Hours  of 
Devotion)  the  Article  on  Selbsterkenntniss  (Self-knowledge)." 
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The  rulers  of  the  earth  are  not  always  happily  mated.  Many  a  match 
is  made  solely  on  diplomatic  grounds.  The  question  is  not  asked,  Do  the 
parties  love  each  other?  but,  Will  it  strengthen  certain  dynasties?  The 
marriageable  monarchs  of  Europe  are  limited  in  their  choice  of  a  wife  or 
husband  to  a  small  circle.  And  among  this  small  circle,  but  a  yery  few 
can  be  selected  on  political  grounds.  These  lieartless  alliances  produce 
a  world  of  woe.  Think  of  Napoleon's  sweet  Josephine,  from  whom,  as 
he  says,  "  The  political  interests  of  my  monarchy/'  required  him  to  be 
separated.  She  had  to  listen  to  the  reading  of  the  articles,  annulling 
their  marriage  contract,  "  while  the  warm  tears  fell  like  rain  from  her 
quivering  lids.''  Not  for  the  loss  of  a  crown  did  she  weep,  but  because 
she  was  spurned  from  a  heart  that  had  won  her  own — spurned  that  her 
lawful  husband  might  the  more  successfully  gratify  his  greed  for  dominion. 

If  any  one  would  have  an  idea  of  the  hollowness  of  many  royal  mar- 
riages, let  him  read  the  history  of  Henry  VIII,  who  had  six  wives ;  one 
he  executed,  from  four  he  was  divorced,  and  Catharine  Parr  survived 
him. 

Victoria  married  from  love.  Some  of  the  monarchs  of  Europe  tried  to 
secure  a  husband  for  her,  against  which  efforts  her  heart  secretly  rebelled. 
So  ardently  did  she  love  Prince  Albert,  that,  as  she  is  said  repeatedly  to 
have  declared,  she  would  never  have  married  any  one  else.  Although 
Albert  was  very  greatly  her  inferior  in  rank,  she  often  fretted  that  he 
had  to  sacrifice  so  much  in  becoming  the  husband  of  the  Queen 
of  England.  On  his  first  visit  to  England  she  says  in  her  diary,  that 
^^  he  was  already  very  handsome,  but  very  stout.  He  was  most  amiable, 
natural,  unaffected,  and  merry, — full  of  interest  in  everything — playiog 
on  the  piano  with  the  princess,  his  cousin."  She  well  remembers  ''how 
intently  he  listened  to  a  sermon  preached  in  St.  PauUs.''  It  is  indeed 
rare  to  see  a  prince,  not  yet  seventeen  years  of  age,  bestowing  such  ear- 
nest attention  on  a  sermon.  Perhaps  she  could  hardly  have  said  as 
much  for  herself.  Her  attention  to  Albert's  devotion  would  scarcely 
have  allowed  thb. 

Three  years  later  Albert  and  his  brother  paid  the  queen  a  second  visit. 
It  seems  their  baggage  came  late.  She  says;  "Their  clothes  not  having 
arrived,  they  could  not  appear  at  dinner,  but  came  in  after,  in  spite  of 
their  morning  dresses.''  On  this  visit  the  queen  proposed  to  Albert. 
Her  rank  as  the  Sovereign  of  England,  made  it  necessary  that  the  usual 
order  of  "  popping  the  question  "  should  be  reversed.  Think  of  a  modest 
blushing  maiden,  a  princess  or  queen  though  she  be,  proposing  marriage 
to  her  friend.  To  many  a  timid  lover,  it  would  be  a  great  relief  to  have 
this  delicate  duty  performed  by  his  lady  love. 

On  a  certain  day  during  this  visit,  Albert  was  out  hunting.  On  his 
return  at  noon,  the  queen  invited  him  to  her  room,  where  he  found  her 
alone.  After  a  few  minutes  conversation  on  other  subjects,  perhaps  so 
ail  not  to  reveal  her  love  too  abruptly,  she  told  him  why  he  had  been  sent 
for,  doubtless  meanwhile  blushing  beautifully;  perhaps  even  stammering 
over  her  studied  proposal  in  awkward  broken  sentences. 

**  While  the  dimple  and  blush,  starting  soft  to  her  cheek. 
Told  the  tale  that  her  tongue  was  too  timid  to  speak." 
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The  manly,  chlvalroas  Albert  was  easily  won.  Wooed  he  had  been, 
which  was  half  the  battle.  Now  his  tender  heart  is  touched  by  the  sweet 
breath  of  articulated  love,  as  is  the  ^Eolian  lyre  touched  by  the  gentle 
breese^  and  responds  in  melodious  sounds.  His  mute  attention  must 
have  told  her : 

If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully  ; 
Or,  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won,  • 
ril  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  woo,  but  else  not  for  the  world. 

The  Queen  says,  that  Albert  received  the  offer  of  her  hand  without  any 
hesitation,  ^'  and  with  the  warmest  demonstrations  of  kindness  and  affec- 
tion. How  I  will  strive  to  make  him  feel  as  little  as  possible  the  great 
sacrifice  he  has  made !  I  told  him  it  was  a  great  sacrifice  on  his  part;  but 
he  would  not  allow  it.'^ 

At  this  time,  Albert  wrote  to  a  friend :  "  I  write  to  you  on  one  of  the 
happiest  days  of  my  life,  to  give  you  the  most  welcome  news  possible." 
After  telling  what  had  taken  place,  he  proceeds :  "  Victoria  is  so  good 
and  kind  to  me,  that  I  am  often  at  a  loss  to  believe  that  such  affection 
should  be  shown  me.  More  or  more  seriously,  I  cannot  write  to  you ;  for 
that  at  this  moment  I  am  too  bewildered." 

Das  Auge  eieht  den  Himmel  offen, 
Es  schwimmt  das  Herz  in  Seligkeit. 

The  Queen  writes  to  her  uncle:  "I  told  Albert  this  morning  of  it. 
The  warm  affection  he  showed  me  on  learning  this  gave  me  great  plea- 
sure. He  seems  perfection^  and  I  think  I  have  the  prospect  of  very 
great  happiness  before  me.  I  love  him  more  than  I  can  say,  and  shall 
do  everything  in  my  power  to  render  this  sacrifice  as  small  as  I  can. 
These  last  few  days  have  passed  like  a  dream  to  me,  and  I  am  so  much 
bewildered  by  it  all,  that  I  know  hardly  how  to  write,  but  I  do  feel  very 
happy.  I  wish  to  keep  the  dear  young  gentleman  here  till  the  end  of  next 
month." 

To  his  grandmother  Albert  writes :  "  Dear  Grandmamma : — T  tremble 
as  I  take  up  my  pen ;  for  I  cannot  .but  fear,  that  what  I  am  about  to  tell 
you,  will  at  the  same  time  raise  a  thought  which  can  not  be  otherwise  than 
painful  to  you,  and  oh  I  which  is  very  much  so  to  me  also,  namely  that  of 
parting."  In  similar  language  he  writes  to  his  mother,  showing  his 
pious  filial  affection.  For  when  he  united  himself  with  Victoria,  he  had 
to  part  from  home  and  parents.     He  adds  : 

'•The  Queen  sent  for  me  alone  to  her  room,  a  few  days  ago,  and  declared 
to  me,  in  a  genuine  outburst  of  love  and  affection,  that  I  had  gained  her 
whole  heart,  and  would  make  her  intensely  happy,  if  I  would  make  her 
the  sacrifice  of  sharing  her  life  with  her ;  for  she  said  she  looked  on  it  as 
a  sacrifice ;  the  only  thing  which  troubled  her  was  that  she  did  not  think 
she  was  worthy  of  me.  The  joyous  openness  of  manner,  in  which  she 
told  me  this,  quite  enchanted  me,  and  I  was  quite  carried  away  by  it. 
Since  that  moment  Victoria  does  whatever  she  fancies  I  should  wish  or 
like,  and  we  talk  together  a  great  deal  about  our  future  life,  which  she 
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promises  me  to  make  as  happy  as  possible.  Oh,  the  future !  Does  it 
not  bring  with  it  the  moment,  when  I  shall  have  to  take  leave  of  my  dear^ 
d  ear  home,  and  of  you  ? 

^'  It  was  on  the  15th  of  October,  that  Victoria  made  me  this  declaratioD, 
and  I  have  hitherto  shrunk  from  telling  you ;  but  how  does  delay  better 
the  matter?  I  ask  you  to  give  me  your  grandmotherly  blessing  in  this 
important  and  deciBive  step  in  my  life  ;  it  will  be  a  talisman  to  me  against 
all  the  storms  the  future  may  have  in  store  for  me." 

All  this  seems  beautifully  natural.  There  is  no  concealment  or  affecta- 
tion. Just  like  ordinary  mortals  do  these  royal  lovers  woo,  win,  and  wed. 
And  they,  too,  must  experience,  that  "  the  course  of  true  love  never  runs 
smooth."  Albert  writes :  ^^  You  know  how  matters  stood  when  I  last 
saw  you  here.  After  that  the  sky  was  darkened  more  and  more.  The 
Queen  declared  to  my  uncle  of  Belgium,  that  she  wished  the  affair  to  be 
considered  as  broken  off,  and  for  four  years  she  could  think  of  no  mar- 
riage. I  went,  therefore,  with  the  quiet,  but  firm  resolution,  to  declare 
on  my  part,  that  I  also,  tired  of  the  delay,  withdrew  entirely  from  the 
affair.  It  was  not,  however,  thus  ordained  by  Providence ;  for  the  second 
day  after  our  arrival,  the  most  friendly  demonstrations  were  directed  to- 
wards me,  and  two  days  later  I  was  secretly  called  to  a  private  audience, 
in  which  the  Queen  offered  me  her  hand  and  heart.  The  strictest  se- 
crecy was  required.  It  was  only  at  our  departure,  that  I  could  commu- 
nicate my  engagement  to  my  mother." 

On  the  morning  of  his  wedding  day,  Albert  wrote  the  following  tender 
lines : 

"  Dear  Grandmamma  : — In  less  than  three  hours  I  shall  stand  before 
the  altar  with  my  dear  bride.  In  these  solemn  moments  I  must  once 
more  ask  your  blessing,  which  I  am  well  assured  I  shall  receive,  and 
which  will  be  my  safeguard  and  my  future  joy.  I  must  end.  God  help 
me.     Ever  your  faithful  Grandson." 

Their  marriage  ceremonies  were  attended  with  all  the  parade  and 
pomp  usual  at  royal  weddings.  The  ceremony  was  performed  at  St. 
James'  chapel.  The  reporter  of  the  occasion  says:  "  Victoria  was  enthusi- 
astically cheered  as  she  passed  through  the  crowd,  with  which  she  seemed 
highly  gratified ;  but  her  countenance  was  extremely  pale,  and  appeared 
to  betoken  considerable  anxiety."  *'As  the  Prince  moved  along,  he  was 
greeted  with  loud  clapping  of  hands  from  the  gentlemen,  and  enthusiastic 
waving  of  handkerchiefs  from  the  assembled  ladies.  He  wore  the  uniform 
of  a  field-marshal  in  the  British  Army.  Over  his  shoulder  was  hung  the 
Collar  of  the  Garter,  surmounted  by  two  white  rosettes.  His  appearance 
was  attractive  and  much  improved  since  his  arrival  on  Saturday,  and  with 
his  pale  and  pensive  looks,  he  won  golden  opinions  from  the  fair  coterie, 
near  which  we  were  sitting.  Albert  walked  up  the  aisle,  carrying  a  book 
in  his  right  hand,  repeatedly  bowing  to  the  peers  in  the  body  of  the 
chapel,  and  took  a  seat  on  the  left  of  the  altar.  Afterwards  came  Victo- 
ria with  her  royal  attendants.  She  walked  up  the  aisle,  followed  by  her 
train-bearers ;  after  kneeling  on  her  foot  stool,  and  performing  her  private 
devotion,  she  sat  down  in.her  chair  of  state." 

"After  the  lapse  of  a  few  seconds,  her  Majesty  rose  and  advanced  with 
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his  Royal  Highness,  Prince  Albert,  to  the  comm union  table,  where  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  immediately  commenced  reading  the  service 
in  the  following  words : 

"Albert,  wilt  thou  have  this  woman  to  be  thy  wedded  wife,  to  live  to- 
gether afler  God*s  ordinance,  in  the  holy  estate  of  matrimony?  Wilt 
thou  love  her,  comfort  her,  honor  and  keep  her  in  sickness^  and  in  health  ; 
and  forsaking  all  others,  keep  thee  only  unto  her,  so  long  as  ye  both  shall 
Uve?" 
In  a  firm  tone  he  replied,  "  I  will." 

"  Victoria,  wilt  thou  have  Albert  to  be  thy  wedded  husband,  to  live  to- 
gether after  God's  ordinance,  in  the  holy  estate  of  matrimony  ?  Wilt 
thou  obey  him,  and  serve  him,  love,  honor,  and  keep  in  sickness,  and  in 
health,  and  forsaking  all  others,  keep  thee  only  unto  him,  so  long  as  ye 
both  shall  live?" 

In  a  firm  voice,  and  a  tone  audible  in  all  parts  of  the  chapel,  she  re- 
plied, "  I  will " 
The  Archbishop  then  said,  "  Who  giveth  this  woman  to  this  man  ?  " 
The  Buke  of  Essex,  who  occupied  a  seat  on  the  left  of  her  Majesty, 
now  advanced,  and  taking  her  hand  said,  ^*  I  do." 

The  Archbishop  then  laid  hold  of  her  hand,  and  pressing  it  in  that  of 
her  bridegroom,  pronounced  these  words,  which  Albert  repeated  aloud 
after  him : 

"  I,  Albert,  take  thee,  Victoria,  to  be  my  wedded  wife,  to  have  and  to 
hold,  from  this  day  forward,  for  better,  for  worse,  for  richer,  for  poorer, 
in  sickness  and  in  health,  to  love  and  to  cherish  till  death  do  us  part,  ac- 
cording to  6od*s  holy  ordinance,  and  thereto  I  plight  thee  my  troth." 

Victoria  repeated  the  same  formula,  with  the  corresponding  change  of 
a  few  words  referring  to  herself  and  Albert. 

The  Archbishop  then  took  a  plain  gold  ring  from  Albert,  and  placing 
it  on  the  fourth  finger  of  Victoria's  right  hand,  returned  it  to  his  Royal 
Highness.  Albert  put  it  on  his  finger,  repeating  these  words  after  the 
Archbishop :  "  With  this  ring  I  thee  wed,  with  my  body  I  thee  worship, 
and  with  all  my  worldly  goods  I  thee  endow,  in  the  name  of  the  Father, 
and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  Amen." 

While  they  remained  standing,  the  Archbishop  prayed  as  follows : 
'^  0  Eternal  God,  Creator  and  Preserver  of  all  mankind,  Giver  of  all 
spiritual  grace,  the  author  of  everlasting  life,  send  Thy  blessing  upon 
these  Thy  servants,  Victoria  and  Albert,  whom  we  bless  in  Thy  name,  that 
as  Isaac  and  Rebecca  lived  faithfully  together,  so  these  persons  may  surely 
perform  and  keep  the  vow  and  covenant  betwixt  them  made  (whereof 
this  ring,  given  and  received,  is  a  token  and  pledge),  and  may  ever  re- 
main in  perfect  love  and  peace  together,  and  live  according  to  Thy  laws, 
through  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord,  Amen." 

^^  Those  whom  God  hath  joined  together,  let  no  man  put  asunder." 
After  this,  the  park  and  tower  guns  fired  a  salute,  and  the  Archbishop 
concluded  the  services. 

A  series  of  festivities  followed  the  marriage  ceremonies,  in  which  Al- 
bert's father,  the  Duke  of  Coburg,  and  his  brother  Ernest,  took  part. 
Their  departure  for  home  was  a  painful  trial  to  Albert.  He  told  Victoria 
that  she  "  had  never  known  a  father  (her's  died  when  she  was  an  infant). 
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and  could,  therefore,  not  feel  what  he  did.  His  childhood  had  heen  very 
happy .'^  He  said :  *^  Ernest  was  now  the  only  one  remaining  here  of  all 
his  earliest  ties  and  recollections ;  but  if  she  continued  to  love  him  as  she 
did  now,  she  could  make  up  for  all/'  He  rarely  shed  tears,  yet  when  two 
of  his  intimate  friends,  Alvensleben  and  Kolowrath,  who  had  accompan- 
ied him  to  his  wedding,  left  him,  they  cried  so  much  that  he  was  quite 
overcome. 

Victoria  says :  "  Oh,  how  I  did  feel  for  my  dearest,  precious  husband 
at  this  moment!  Father,  brother,  friends,  country — all  has  he  left,  and 
all  for  me;  God  grant  that  I  may  be  the  happy  person,  the  most  happy 
person,  to  make  this  dearest,  blessed  being  happy  and  contented.  What 
is  in  my  power  to  make  him  happy,  I  will  do." 

And  a  blessed  and  blessing  wife  she  was  to  Albert.  Both  were  born 
in  the  same  year,  (1819).  Their  marriage  was  blessed  with  sons  and 
daughters.  How  her  oldest  daughter  was  espoused,  Victoria  tells  us  in 
her  Journal  (September  29,  1855)  : 

*^  Our  dear  Victoria  was  this  day  engaged  to  Prince  Frederick  Wil- 
liam, of  Prussia,  who  had  been  on  a  visit  to  us  since  the  14th.  He  had 
already  spoken  to  us  on  the  20th  of  his  wishes ;  but  we  were  uncertain  on 
account  of  her  extreme  youth,  whether  he  should  speak  to  her  himself,  or 
wait  till  he  came  back  again.  However,  we  felt  it  was  better  he  should  do  so. 
And  during  our  ride  up  Craig-na-Ban,  this  afternoon,  he  picked  a  piece  of 
white  heather  (the  emblem  of  good  luck),  which  he  gave  to  her,  and 
this  enabled  him  to  make  an  allusion  to  his  hopes  and  wishes,  as  they 
rode  down  Grlen  Girnoch,  which  led  to  this  happy  conclusion.'' 

Indeed,  the  self-forgetting  devotion  of  this  goodly,  godly  Queen  to  her 
Albert,  is  a  touching  instance  of  sincere  affection.  She  looks  up  to  him 
as  her  superior.  All  he  does  seems  perfect  to  her  loving  eye.  They  read 
their  letters  to  each  other,  and  she  thinks  Albert  reads  his  so  beautifully. 
Edinburg  derives  for  her,  new  charms,  from  Albert's  opinion ;  who, 
though  ^<  he  had  seen  so  much,"  found  it  ^^  unlike  anything  he  oversaw."  In 
his  absence  she  feels  sad.  In  his  presence  all  is  joy.  Her  arrival  at 
Dartmoor  Forest  is  hailed  with  applause.  Yet  she  says,  "  I  feel  so  shy  and 
put  out  without  Albert."  Returning  from  the  chase,  her  loving  eye  sees 
that  he  is  ^^  dreadfully  sunburnt  and  a  good  deal  tired."  Thus  most  ten- 
derly she  speaks  to  herself  about  her  Albert,  as  her  heart  finds  record  in 
her  journal. 

This  Victoria  we  take  to  be  a  royal  woman,  in  the  highest  and  most 
humane  sense,  with  a  heart  that  is  an  honor  to  her  sex.  A  lady  she  is, 
worthy  to  be  crowDed  as  the  Queen  of  womankind.  Indeed,  to  the  women 
of  England  she  is  a  model  woman,  wife,  and  mother,  whose  beautiful  life 
thousands  of  the  gentler  sex  are  aiming  to  imitate.  The  nurseries  of  Bri- 
tain abound  with  sweet  stories  from  the  life  of  the  Queen  mother,  and  to 
England*s  daughters  she  is  evermore  commended  as  the  loveliest  living 
exemplar  of  their  sex. 


A  Paradox. — The  further  a  man  advances  in  Christianity,  the  more 
he  sees  of  the  ignorance,  selfish  baseness,  and  corruption  of  mankind ;  and 
yet  the  more  he  loves  them.  The  wisdom  from  above  cannot  account  for 
this  seeming  impossibility. 
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A  QOOD  BEADEB  WANTED. 


BY   PERKIOMEN. 


It  is  the  boast  of  oar  age  and  people,  that  everybody  reads.  It  were 
almost  a  proof  of  idiocy — of  imbecility,  certainly — Dot  to  be  a  reader 
of  one  language  or  another.  It  is  the  pride  of  parents  to  train  their 
children  in  the  art,  when  yet  quite  young;  when  too  young,  we  some- 
times think.  Legion  is  the  name  for  the  '*  Story  Books,''  *'  Juvenile 
Books,''  and  books  adapted  to  children  of  all  vears^  from  the  nursery  to  the 
high  school.  There  seems  scarcely  any  room  left  for  any  farther  supply 
in  this  line ;  certainly  there  is  no  want. 

As  this  is  emphatically  an  age  of  Sunday-schools,  we  have  the  shelves 
crowded  with  all  sizes  and  kinds  of  volumes,  for  such  scholars  as  are  no 
longer  obliged  to  finger  the  "  blocks  "  and  primer.  And  for  all  the  abe- 
cedarians, we  bang  the  wall  over  with  pictures,  designs^  and  objects,  in 
order  to  facilitate  their  progress  towards  the  goal — to  learn  to  read. 

There  are  even  newspapers  for  the  children.  We  are  being  pretty 
thickly  littered  with  "  The  Child's  Paper,"  "  The  Child's  Treasury," 
"  The  Busy  Bee,"  "  The  Little  Corporal,"  and  perhaps  a  score  of  similar 
sheets.  Well,  we  havn't  a  word  to  reveal  against  all  this,  whatever  our 
own  private  feeling  may  be  on  the  subject.  But  after  all  the  facilities 
afforded,  and  on  top  of  our  declarations  that  we  are  a  reading  age  and  a 
reading  people,  we  do  feel  not  a  little  sorry  that  so  very  few  can  read. 

We  once  lived  in  a  good  sized  town,  in  which  but  one  citizen  could 
read.  When  the  train  arrived,  and  the  mail  had  been  distributed,  all 
stood  around  Doctor  Frederick  to  hear  him  read  the  war  news.  Every 
man  stored  his  own  paper  in  his  pocket  and  stood  listening  to  the  intelli- 
gible utterances  of  the  Doctor.  They  maintained  that  they  could  understand 
the  whole  situation  better  by  far,  than  if  they  were  obliged  to  gather  the 
facts  and  items  for  themselves.  On  every  fourth  of  July  it  was  his  yearly 
task  to  read  the  Declaration  of  Independence.  It  was  simply  because  he 
could  read.  His  good  wife  was  proud,  and  would  not  seldom  say,  with 
a  peculiar  twinkle  of  her  eye,  "  Well,  the  Doctor  can  read." 

If  Mr.  Murdoch  consents  to  read  in  public,  you  may  witness  a  goodly 
number  of  appreciative  auditors  present,  it  is  true ;  but  still  no  crowd.  On 
that  same  evening,  however.  Blitz,  Carncross  &  Dixey,  and  all  caterers  to 
less  rational  amusements,  will  be  overflowed.  Ask  your  companion  to 
accompany  you  to  Murdoch's  Readings,  and  he  will  likely  tell  you,  that  he 
can  do  his  own  reading;  could  already  when  very  young;  that  there's 
nothing  for  him  to  learn  there ;  that  you  cectainly  can  read,  he  hopes. 
From  all  this  you  will  gather  that  your  companion  is  of  the  same  mind 
with  the  community  at  large ;  that  everybody  can  read.     And  yet  in  a 
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crowd,  niDety-DiDe  out  of  every  hundred,  if  called  upon  to  read  a  procla- 
mation aloud  and  publicly,  will  blunder  worse  than  the  mo3t  of  us  were 
wont  to  do,  when  marched  out  like 

**  Ten  little  Injuns  standing  in  a  line/' 

and  uniformed  in  pinafores.  You  must  not  make  up  your  judgment 
from  the  glib  manner,  in  which  the  auctioneer  or  court  crier  cons  a  bill 
of  sale,  or  convenes  the  people  of  the  commonwealth.  Such  public  read- 
ing is  generally  done  from  memory.  Listen  rather  to  the  members  of  the 
Bible  class,  detailing  verse  by  verse,  the  lesson  in  hand ;  or  to  the  Super- 
intendent of  the  Sunday-school,  announcing  line  upon  line  to  the  scholars ; 
or  to  the  clergy  reading  the  Psalm,  lesson  and  sermon.  No  one  thinks 
of  listening  to  the  parson  reading  a  hymn.  Why  not  ?  Simply  because 
there  is  nothing  in  it  after  the  usual  method  of  mouthing  it;  neither  unc- 
tion, nor  poetry.  He  can^t  read  it;  and  well  does  he  know  it,  or  why 
else  would  he  hurry  through  it  and  breathe  a  sigh  of  relief  when  done  ? 
We  know  a  few  candid  and  aged  Q-armin  pastors,  who  are  so  conscious  of 
their  deficiency  in  this  art,  that  they  merely  indicate  the  number  and  a 
few  opening  lines,  adding  an  "  undso-weiter^^^  after  which  they  retire  and 
bury  their  faces  in  a  nut  brown  handkerchief.  This  is  far  better,  indeed, 
than  to  pretend  to  do  what  you  suspect  and  others  know  yourself  to  be 
unequal  to.  It  is  an  honorable  surrender ;  something  immeasurably  su- 
perior to  a  crippled  and  shattered  performance.  But  U  it  not  a  stinging 
disgrace,  that  all  the  secular  sheets  should  pirolish  it  all  over  Christendom, 
that  Junius  Brutus  Booth  could  read  the  Lord's  prayer  with  more  heart 
and  effect,  than  any  clergyman,  who  has  repeated  it  for  the  thousandth 
time,  perhaps,  in  the  ear  of  angels  and  of  men  ?  The  severity  lies  in  its 
truth.  And  as  long  as  the  impression  is  abroad  and  unchallenged,  that 
everybody  who  can  pronounce  words,  as  a  matter  of  course,  can  also  read, 
it  is  likely  the  reproach  will  remain.  It  seems  to  be  the  creed,  that  the 
reader  is  born,  not  taught.  No  child  is  trained  in  the  art  at  home,  and 
arriving  at  school,  it  is  presumed  to  know  all  about  it,  and  so  it  comes  to 
pass  that  nobody  can  read  as  a  rule.  By  a4  means,  let  there  be 
"  Reading  Schools  "  established  for  older  scholars ;  for  lawyers,  doctors, 
and  ministers;  for  literary  men  and  women;  for  graduates  of  colleges  and 
universities;  for  ladies  and  gentlemen;  for  all  who  have  attained  that 
pinnacle  of  absurdity — a  finished  education.  How  can  one  help  but 
wonder,  amid  the  bloodless  conflicts  of  the  Liturgy,  whether  pastor  and 
flock  could  read  prayers  devotionally  and  correctly,  were  even  every  wor- 
shiper furnished  with  a  book  in  hand  ?  It  is  likely  Comstock  would  be 
placed  in  our  hands  first,  and  a  thorough  training  become  necessary  under 
some  traveling  elocutionist;" and  all  this  to  teach  us  how  to  read  the  pre- 
scribed formulas,  in  some  such  tolerable  manner  as  to  benefit  head  and 
heart  in  a  greater  or  less  degree.  If  we  cannot  read  our  hymns  and  Bible 
lessons,  without  doing  violence  to  grammar  and  prosody,  can  we  hope  to 
present  our  prayers  with  any  better  success  ?  We  have  heard  enough 
already  t^  convince  us,  that  there  are  few  in  the  chancel  and  the  pews,  who 
can  read. 

If  it  be  not  wicked,  just  listen  to  the  manner  after  which  the  Confession 
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of  sins  is  performed.  We  will  indicate  the  commoD  mode  as  Dearly 
as  we  can,  without  a  particle  of  exaggeration :  '^  We  have  left  undone 
those  things  which  we  ought  to  have  done."  According  to  the  em- 
phasis, we  have  acted  altogether  wisely.  "  We  have  left  undone/'  we  do 
not  exactly  say  or  know  what;  hut  whatever  those  things  he,  we  have  at 
any  rate  done  as  we  ought  to  have  done.  Now,  let  Mr.  Murdoch  take 
the  Divine's  place — or  any  one  else  who  can  read — and  he,  without  any 
special  laying  on  of  hands,  will  utter  the  same  clause  in  the  following  or- 
thodox style :  "  We  have  left  undone  those  things  which  we  ought  to  have 
doner 

After  three  hundred  years'  exercise,  it  is  plain  that  very  few,  compara- 
tively, can  read  the  ConfiteoVf  at  all  events. 

Let  us  go  up  into  the  pulpit,  now,  and  listen  to  some  zealous  preacher 
tell  his  warmed  up  hearers,  "  If  the  Lord  be  God,  serve  Him ;  if  Baal, 
serve  him."  This,  being  interpreted,  means,  "Serve  God  under  all  cir- 
cumstances, no  matter  under  which  character ;  Lord  or  Baal."  Now,  if 
it  were  not  for  the  sanctity  of  the  place  and  occasion,  who  could  but 
he  amused  ?  Happily,  however,  the  Divine  Record  does  not  present  us 
with  such  alternatives.  It  means  to  say,  "If  the  Lord\>Q  God,  serve  Him  ; 
if  Baaly  serve  Atw." 

Untaught  as  to  emphasis,  are  we  conversant  with  punctuation  f 

How  many  ministers  have  again  and  again  announced  the  glorious  old 
hymn  "  Wachet  aufl  raft  uns  die  Sfimmer*  And  yet,  but  lately,  when  a 
certain  one  was  asked  to  analyze  it,  he,  who  had  often  repeated  and  sung 
it,  could  not  read  it  j  could  not  parse  it,  as  we  say.  It  was  only  after  it 
had  been  written  for  him,  according  to  its  meaning,  that  he  could  see  and 
read  it,  to  wit : — 

*'  Wachet  aufl"    Ruft  uns  die  Stimme 
Dcr  Wachter,  sehr  hoch  auf  der  Zinne  — 
Wach  auf!  du  Stadt  Jerusalem? 
Mitternacht  heiezt  diese  Stunde! 
Sie  rufen  uns  rait  hellem  Munde  : 
Wo  seid  ihr  klugen  Jungfrauen  ? 
Wohl  auf,  der  Braut'gam  kommtl 
Stehtauf!  Die  Lampen  nehmt!     Hallelujah! 
Macht  euch  bereit,  zur  Hochzeitfreud  ; 
Gebt  Ihm  entgegen,  es  ist  Zeit." 

But,  lest  any  one  might  fancy  himself  a  reader,  let  him  select  the 
ixth  chapter  of  St.  John's  Gospel :  the  account  of  the  opening  of  the 
eyes  of  the  man,  who  had  been  born  blind.  Let  him  cancel  all  the  inter- 
ludes in  the  narrative,  and  read  it  in  a  naked  dialogue-form,  without  any 
explanatory  fragments — in  characters,  as  we  say.  Should  he  succeed  in 
reading  it  intelligently  to  an  audience,  independent  of  what  we  choose  to 
call  its  rubrics — then,  we  will  allow  him  to  pass  for  a  reader.  If  he  fails, 
however,  he  is  after  all  an  English  repeater  only. 

And  let  no  one  think,  that  such  an  undertaking  is  an  impossibility. 
We  were  by  once  when  it  was  done.  On  the  following  Monday,  a  Bible- 
reading  woman  was  very  curious  to  learn  from  an  Elder  in  the  congrega- 
tion, "  from  what  Book  the  Pastor  had  read,  on  last  Lord's  Day  evening  ?" 
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When  told  "  that  he  had  read  the  ixth  chapter  of  St.  John's  (jk)spel/'  she 
was  sure  that  it  was  very  different  in  her  Bible  ! 

As  to  inflections^  let  us  try  ourselves  on  St.  Paul's  amiable  boasting,  in 
his  second  letter  to  the  Corinthian  Church — chapter  xi.  22  : — "  Are  they 
Hebrews  ?  So  am  I.  Are  they  Israelites  ?  So  am  I.  Are  they  the 
seed  of  Abraham  ?  So  am  I."  Read  that  if  you  please.  "  Well,  what's 
wrong  in  the  usual  style  of  its  enunciation  ?"  No  serious  wrong,  we  say  ; 
only  the  manner  of  inflecting  it,  is  so  monotonous  or  rather,  Aomotonous. 
It  is  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  and  were  the  series  of  questions  and 
answers  continued  for  a  full  yard,  it  is  likely  you  would  still  continue  on 
with  the  up  and  down  inflection — reminding  one  of  the  pump  handle  pro- 
cess I  Just  reverse  the  order  of  your  accents — vary  from  acute  to  grave, 
and  throw  in  a  circumflex — anything,  or  you  can*t  read. 

Whenever  there  occurs  an  alliteration  of  words  (if  we  are  allowed  to 
call  it  by  that  term),  we  invariably  think  of  the  herb  which  sports  but  one 
single  leaf,  of  the  musician  that  knows  but  one  tune,  or  of  a  man  with 
one  arm.  See  the  following : — "  In  journeyings  often,  in  perils  of  waters, 
in  perils  of  robbers,  in  perils  by  mine  own  countrymen,  in  perils  by  the 
heathen,  in  perils  in  the  city,  in  perils  in  the  wilderness,  in  perils  in  the 
sea,  in  perils  among  false  brethren ;  in  weariness  and  painfulness,  in 
watchings  often,  in  hunger  and  thirst,  in  fastings  often,  in  cold  and 
nakedness."  Whoever  attempts  to  read  that  before  an  audience  will, 
we  are  very  sure,  encounter  "  perils  "  enough,  in  more  than  one  sense. 

Here  is  another  prize  passage :  "  Finally,  brethren,  whatsoever  things 
are  true,  whatsoever  things  are  honest,  whatsoever  things  are  just,  whatso- 
ever things  are  pure,  whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of 
good  report;  if  there  be  any  virtue,  and  if  there  be  any  praise,  think  on 
these  things."  Now  we  take  the  Apostle's  exhortation  in  its  full  latitude 
and  say,  "  think  on  these  things" — not  only  to  do  them,  but  to  read  them 
likewise. 

The  several  catalogues  of  "  the  works  of  the  flesh  "  and  "  the  fruits  of 
the  Spirit" — Galatians  v.  and  verses  (19-23) — are  just  as  trying. 

It  is  said,  that  celebrated  actors  spend  much  time  in  reading  the  Bible. 
Not  so  much  as  an  act  of  devotion,  as  an  exercise  in  the  art  of  reading 
and  declamation.  Strange  that  ministers  of  the  Word  and  Bible- readers, 
continually  stumble  over  the  pearls  scattered  over  the  surface  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  whilst  the  children  of  the  world  fill  their  baskets  and  suffer  none 
of  them  to  be  lost.  Much  could  be  done  to  render  the  Bible  attractive  to 
the  masses,  were  its  sayings  but  read  in  a  natural  and  intelligible  manner. 
Its  words  are  spirit  and  life  in  every  way,  unless  we  recount  them  as  so 
many  mummies,  dried  and  parched,  from  the  vault.  We  do  not  believe, 
that  the  Bible  is  intended  to  be  made  like  unto  the  Dead  Sea — ^a  lifeless 
body  of  stagnant  water.  And  yet  the  analogy  forces  itself  upon  us,  not 
seldom.  No  public  reader,  in  the  pulpit  or  out  of  it,  ought  to  presume 
so  much  on  his  own  ability,  or  on  the  stupidity  of  his  hearers,  as  to  under- 
take to  read  for  their  benefit  and  edification^  unless  he  has  at  least  en- 
deavored to  discern  the  hidden  spirit  of  the  chapter,  hymns,  or  produc- 
tions, which  he  pretends  to  give  us.  The  reading  part,  in  service  now-a- 
days,  is  of  very  little  account,  just  from  the  neglect  of  this  plain  duty. 
Who  thinks  of  any  part  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  read  on  last  Lord's  Day 
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in  church  ?  And  yet,  why  should  we  not  ?  Why  ought  not  men  to  give 
ear,  when  the  Lord  speaketh  f  It  is  simply  because  we  are,  generally 
speaking,  such  miserable  readers,  as  to  quench  the  spirit  of  His  messages. 
Hence  the  Gospel  and  Epistles  may  be  read  from  year  to  year,  without 
even  impressing  the  congregation  very  much.  If  it  be  a  correct  propo- 
sition, to  say,  that  no  man  is  called  to  pray  in  public,  unless  he  can  pray 
to  the  edification  of  others,  is  not  the  same  in  place,  with  reference  to 
reading  in  public  ?  Nor  will  it  quiet  us,  when  told,  that  such  things  are 
merely  minor  affairs,  external  matters,  and  of  little  weight.  We  all  know 
that  Nature  abhors  deformity.  And  surely  the  enormity  becomes  all  the 
more  striking,  when  we  find  ourselves  crippling  and  spoiling  God's  Divine 
Word  in* His  temple  and  at  the  altar.  There  was  much  stress  laid  on 
mere  externalities,  among  the  priests  of  old.  And  it  is  precisely  in  this 
respect,  that  our  present  order  of  worship  is  w  anting.  The  carelessness 
in  and  during  the  service  cannot  be  cured,  we  believe,  merely  by  placing 
an  "  Order  of  Worship"  in  the  hand  of  every  separate  worshiper.  That 
will  in  time  become  just  as  familiar  and  common  as  the  unwritten  order 
is  with  many  now.  We  have  seen  an  entire  congregation  attentive  dur- 
ing the  whole  service,  although  the  only  books  were  those  in  the  hands  of 
the  minister.  He  did  all  the  reading — but  he  knew  how  to  read.  So,  on 
the  other  hand,  have  we  seen  the  "Book  of  Common  Prayer  "  made  very 
common  indeed.  We  are  well  satisfied,  that  the  core  of  our  diseased  state 
of  public  worship  lies  largely  in  the  unintelligible  manner  of  its  adminis- 
tering. 

Its  spirit  pervades  the  entire  pulpit  and  altar  service.  The  sermon  is 
afflicted  with  a  similar  leprosy.  The  following  morsel  will  show  how  far 
the  contagion  spreads  : — 

Rev.  T.  W.  Higginson  writes  in  the  New  York  Independent  : 

"  Observe  any  clergyman  when  he  is  chatting  with  his  parishioners  in 
the  street  about  the  coming  election,  or  Deacon  Jones'  rheumatism,  or 
the  price  of  apples.  His  voice  is  animated,  modulation  varied,  and  ges- 
tures emphatic.  Go  to  hear  him  on  Sunday  and  very  possibly  his  voice 
is  a  drone,  his  modulation  a  dead  level,  and  his  gesticulation  that  of  a 
windmill.  So  accustomed  are  we  to  this  difference,  that,  when  any  man  is 
accused  of  talking  in  private  as  if  he  were  preaching,  he  becomes  an  ob- 
ject of  dismay  to  all  especially  to  his  clerical  brethren.  *  Did  you  ever 
hear  me  preach,  Charles?'  said  Coleridge  to  Lamb,  referring  to  his 
brief  early  career  in  the  pulpit.  *  N-c-never  heard  you  do  anything  else  !' 
was  the  unexpected  reply  of  his  stammering  friend.  In  spite  of  all  the 
rules  of  oratory,  we  fancy  that  what  most  ministers  need  is  to  make  tReir 
pulpit  eloquence  sound  as  natural  and  convincing  as  their  private  talk. 
In  nine  cases  out  of  ten  the  preaching  needs  to  be  more  conversational. 
Let  them  be  as  strong  in  logic  as  they  please ;  the  more  so  the  better. 
But  afler  all,  most  men  are  to  be  persuaded  rather  than  convinced  ;  and 
what  good  does  your  logic  do  you  unless  you  have  the  ear  of  those  whom 
you  seek  ?  Judge  Curtis  of  Boston  once  lost  a  case,  when  pitted  against 
John  P.  Hale.  *Ihad  all  the  argument,'  he  indignantly  said,  *  but 
that  fellow  Hale  somehow  got  so  intimate  with  the  jury,  that  they  were  ready 
to  give  him  anything  he  wished.' " 

The  number  of  "  Lost  Sermons  "  cannot  be  estimated.     And  lost  too, 
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not  because  they  were  in  themselves  worthless,  but  rather  for  the  reason, 
that,  from  an  unnatural  declamation,  their  value  was  lost  to  the  authors  of 
them — or  perhaps  had  never  been  seen  and  felt  by  them.  Some  imagin- 
ary model  must  have  left  its  ghost  behind,  which  immediately  haunts  the 
brethren,  the  moment  they  step  into  the  chancel  and  forces  them  into  the 
"  seven-mile  level  "  stj^le.  Hearing  one  we  hear  all — just  as  he  who  has 
seen  one  church  "  Built  by  John  Cunnins  " — the  father  of  church  ar- 
chitecture in  East  Pennsylvania — has  seen  all.  Why  must  we  rob  a  fresh 
and  original  discourse  for  the  pulpit  of  all  freshness  and  originality,  by 
running  it  first  into  the  cast-iron  mould,  in  order  that  it  may  come  out  a 
routine  thing  ?  As  soon  as  a  clergyman  finds  out  how  much  more  natu- 
ral it  is  to  be  himself,  than  to  merge  himself  into  the  mass,  as  a  -drop  as- 
similates with  the  sea  around  itself,  so  soon  will  his  speaking  arrest  and 
hold  the  attention  of  his  hearers.  Let  us  but  learn  this  art  of  being  one- 
self^ and  the  numberless  sermons  will  prove  equally  interesting  with  the 
speeches  in  Congress — which  is  already  saying  much,  for  them — profane 
as  the  thought  may  seem  to  many.  Who  will  not  admit,  that  much  truth 
is  preached,  as  though  it  were  fiction,  in  consequence  of  the  "  wind>mill  " 
fashion  ?  What  then  is  our  remedy  ?  If  "  the  practice  of  uniting  public 
teaching  "  and  public  entertainment  "  with  publio  Worship  "  be  correct ; 
if  devotion  and  **  text  preaching,  or  any  form  of  didactic  discourse  "  are 
to  be  combined  ;  if  the  pulpit  is  to  be  a  superior  sort  of  forum,  then  the 
preacher  must  expect  to  be  subject  to  comparison  and  lay-criticism,  in 
common  with  any  ordinary  public  performance.  And  if  publio  taste  and 
public  opinion  rebel  against  the  unnatural  order  of  pulpit-reading  and 
pulpit-speaking,  propriety  at  least,  should  move  us  to  modification.  Piety 
and  devotional  feeling  will  overlook  and  ignore  much  of  the  exterior 
faultiness  of  the  officiator,  we  know;  but  will  it  arrest  the  masses  and  af- 
fect the  careless  with  a  sense  of  respect  for  the  ordinances  of  Gods  house, 
as  well  as  for  the  manner  of  their  administration  ?  Would  this  additional 
draft  were  not  made  on  the  clergy,  but  under  the  religious  status  of  the 
times,  who  will  say  that  it  can  be  avoided  ? 

We  come  to  the  conclusion  then,  that  a  passing  necessity  is  laid  upon 
the  reading  masses  to  enter  a  **  Reading  School ''  in  order  to  learn  how 
to  read.  More  especially  is  this  a  duty  for  Public  Readers — though  not 
only  for  them,  since  he  alone  can  read  intelligibly  to  himself  and  others, 
who  reads  intelligently. 


Common  quotations. — Among  the  quotations  in  constant  use,  "  Dark 
as  pitch/'  ^'  Every  tub  must  stand  on  its  own  bottom,''  are  found  in  6un- 
yan.  *'  By  hook  or  crook,"  "  Through  thick  and  thin,"  are  used  by  Spen- 
ser in  the  "  Fairy  Queen."  '*  Smell  a  rat"  is  employed  by  Ben  Jonson, 
and  Butler  in  Hud'ibras,  "Wrong  sow  by  the  ear"  (now  rendered, 
"  Take  the  wrong  pig  by  the  ear")  is  used  by  Ben  Jonson.  "  Turn  over 
a  new  leaf"  occurs  in  Middletons  play  of  Anything  for  a  Quiet  Life, 
'•^  The  moon  is  made  of  green  cheese"  is  found  in  Rabelais.  ^^  To  die  in 
the  last  ditch,"  which  is  popularly  supposed  to  have  originated  in  the 
South  during  the  late  rebellion,  is  traced  to  William  of  Orange,  who  once 
said  :  *'  There  is  one  certain  means  by  which  I  can  be  sure  never  to  see 
my  country's  ruin — I  will  die  in  the  last  ditch." 
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OUTWABD  ADOBKMENT. 


BY   MARY   ELLEN. 

"  Whose  adorntog,  let  it  not  be  that  outward  adorning  of  plaiting  the  hair,  and  of 
wearing  of  gold,  or  of  putting  on  of  apparel ;  bat  let  it  be  the  ornament  of  a  meek  and 
qaiet  spirit,  whioh  is  in  the  sight  of  God  of  great  price." — 1  Pet.  iii.  3. 

A  certain  flirting  with  destiny  and  an  increasing  fondness  for  extrane- 
ous display,  force  themselves  on  as  as  prevailing  "  signs  of  the  times.'' 
It  will  be  well  to  discern  them  fully,  in  order  that  we  may  he  better  pre- 
pared to  avoid  some  of  the  evils,  which  they  unmistakably  foreshadow. 
^^  The  appetite  for  pleasure,  and  that  love  of  ease  and  indolence  which  is 
generated  by  it,  leave  little  time  or  taste  for  sound  improvement ;  while 
the  vanity,  which  is  equally  characteristic  of  the  existing  period,  puts  in 
its  claim  also  for  indulgence."  A  close  observer  for  a  half  century,  re- 
marked a  few  days  since,  that  the  present  lavishness  in  the  way  of  '^  wear- 
ing of  gold  and  putting  on  of  apparel,"  exceeded  that  of  any  previous 
time  within  her  knowledge.  "Never,"  said  she,  "have  I  seen  as  much, 
nor  as  costly,  fantastic  trimmings,  in  which  each  vain  possessor  seeks  to 
excel."  It  has  been  recently  stated  by  a  New  York  periodical,  that  a 
wife  in  that  city  receives  annually  from  her  husband  thirteen  thousand 
dollars  to  be  expended  for  dress  alone.  With  mock  humility  she  says, 
"It  enables  me  to  dress  in  a  very  simple  style;  I  can't  make  any  show 
on  that  sum,  but  it  is  sufficient  for  my  modest  wants."  This  is  an  ex- 
treme case,  we  are  glad  to  admit ;  yet  the  same  principle  does  permeate 
all  grades  of  society  as  far  as  circumstances  will  allow  ;  much  to  the  det- 
riment of  the  "  meek  and  quiet  spirit."  Seldom — oh  how  seldom — b  the 
tender  youth  of  our  sex  clad  in  maiden  simplicity!  The  evil,  however, 
is  not  confined  to  the  "  girl,"  but  extends  to  the  matron  "of  the  period." 

"  There  is  more  wretchedness  and  misery  resulting  from  love  of  dress  in 
woman,  than  from  intemperance  in  man,"  said  an  eminent  divine  of  a  sister 
denomination.  Our  informant  being  a  person  of  large  experience  and 
extensive  knowledge,  of  this  and  other  lands,  we  were  obliged  to  accept 
the  situation,  mucli  to  our  chagrin.  If  inclined  to  doubt  the  assertion, 
we  need  but  climb  to  the  attic  of  the  poor,  drooping  maiden,  who  sews  her 
life  away  ;  where  she  plys  her  needle  to  the  "  wee  sma'  hours"  of  Sabbath 
morning,  in  order  that  the  proud  devotee  of  fashion  may  adorn  her  pew, 
which  she  thtis  desecrates.  See  that  husband  and  father,  with  a  brow  all 
farrowed  with  anxiety  and  care,  as  he  sits  in  his  counting-room  revolving 
io  his  mind  the  practicability  of  some  questionable  speculation,  which 
must  be  undertaken  to  keep  up  appearances  at  home.  Or  witness,  if  you 
please,  the  vexatious  ill-humor  of  the  young  Miss,  who  positively  cannot 
go  to  church,  since  she  really  has  '^  Nothing  to  wear;"  meaning  by  tho£e 
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terms,  she  has  nothing  novel  in  her  wardrohe ;  or,  the  scornful  look  of 
envy,  that  mantles  the  countenance  of  the  fashionable  woman,  as  she  be- 
holds her  proud  rival,  her  superior  in  the  "  plaiting  of  her  hair,  wearing 
of  gold,  and  putting  on  of  apparel."  Then,  too,  hear  the  bitter  wail  of 
the  forsaken  one,  who  has  bartered  her  all  for  this  mess  of  pottage ;  and 
she  will  point  her  g'lastly  fingers  to  the  idol  of  "  Outward  Adornment," 
as  the  shrine  at  which  she  worshiped.  We  might  add  to  the  long  list 
of  discomforts  and  ruffled  feelings  arising  from  an  inability  to  obtain  un- 
necessary  decorations,  on  the  part  of  those,  who  ^^  sacrifice  to  dress,  till 
household  joys  and  comforts  cease." 

Truly  it  is  humiliating  thus  to  notice  such  a  desecration  of  temples 
originally  intended  for  the  reception  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  when  properly 
garnished  by  "the  meek  and  quiet  spirit."  Can  it  be,  that  professing 
Christian  women,  who  have  solemnly  vowed  to  take  up  their  cross,  will 
thus  lend  their  influence — circumscribed  though  it  be — to  such  a  system 
of  idolatry?  thus  make  themselves  competitors  with  the  waxen  figure  of 
the  shop-keeper,  as  regards  the  lustre  and  form  of  the  apparel?  Surely 
the  extremes  of  fashion  should  not  appear  among  those,  who  have  de- 
clared themselves  on  the  Lord's  side.  In  this  respect  the  dividing  line 
should  at  least  be  well  defined,  since  the  Apostle  has  thought  the  subject 
worthy  an  express  injunction.  Recherche  costumes  are  prized  because 
of  the  vast  sums  of  money  invested  in  them.  The  unparalleled  ornament 
of  which  the  inspired  writer  here  speaks  is  of  matchless  purity ;  is,  in  the 
sight  of  the  Lord,  of  great  price,  and  may  be  worn  by  the  humble  cot- 
tager in  common  with  the  princess  in  her  palace.  In  both  instances,  it 
must  be  received  as  a  free  gift  of  a  Saviour's  love. 

As  Protestants,  we  receive  with  caution  words  issuing  from  the  Pon- 
tifical chair ;  we  say  a  bitter  fountain  cannot  send  forth  sweet  water.  The 
form  of  speech  may  fascinate  the  ear,  but  we  fear  the  lurking  poison  be- 
neath. We  insert  here  an  extract  from  a  letter  written  by  Pope  Pius  to 
Julie  Marie  de  Gentelles,  in  which  he  highly  commends  her  as  an  author 
of  a  work  denouncing  female  extravagance ;  a  fact  going  to  show  the 
wide  extent  of  this  tendency  to  "  Outward  Adornment,"  to  the  great  ne- 
glect of  inward  culture. 

"In  these  times  of  peril,"  says  he,  "each  day  more  dangerous  for  the 
soul,  it  is  our  custom  to  apply  ourselves  to  extirpate  the  root  of  evils, 
among  which  the  extravagance  of  women  assuredly  is  one  of  the  first  in 
importance.  This  it  is,  which,  in  the  artistic  care  of  garments  and  head- 
dress attentions,  which,  indeed,  are  bestowed  many  times  in  the  day ;  this 
it  is,  which  absorbs  the  time  which  they  ought  to  give  to  works  of  piety 
and  of  charity  and  to  family  duties;  it  is  this,  which  leads  to  brilliant 
parties,  to  public  promenades,  and  to  shows;  it  is  this,  which  teaches  how 
to  run  from  house  to  house  under  pretext  of  duties  to  fulfill,  there  to  give 
themselves  up  to  idleness,  curiosity,  and  indiscreet  talk  ;  it  is  this,  which 
serves  as  food  to  evil  thoughts;  this,  which  consumes  the  resources  they 
ought  to  keep  for  their  children,  and  wastes  the  substance,  which  ought 
to  be  so  useful  to  them ;  this  it  is,  which  often  disunites  man  and  wife, 
and  still  more  often  hinders  marriage ;  for  men  are  not  often  found,  who 
consent  to  charge  themselves  with  such  enormous  expenses.  Let  all  be 
persuaded  that,  to  insure  the  love  and  esteem  of  their  husbands,  they  have 
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no  need  of  saoh  costly  liair-dressing,  such  splendid  toilets  ;  but  rather  to 
cultivate  their  heart,  and  to  cultivate  virtue ;  for  all  their  glory  cometh 
from  within." 

Protestant  women  have  just  reason  to  regret,  that  a  lesson  so  full  of 
wisdom  and  truth  should  not  have  reached  them  from  a  source,  in  which 
example  is  added  to  precept.  Were  we  not  discussing  female  extrava- 
gance alonO;  much  might  be  said  touching  the  ^'Outward  Adornment"  of 
the  Pope ;  we  forbear. 

Not  long  since  an  edict  was  issued  by  the  same  authority,  forbiddin* 
females  to  arppear  in  their  worshiping  assemblies  with  bare  arms  and 
low-necked  dresses,  on  the  penalty  of  non -admittance  to  their  holy  com- 
munion. It  cannot  be,  that  Protestants  are  less  sensitive  for  the  honor 
of  the  Lord's  house.  Yet  there  are  persons,  who  make  it  a  custom  to 
provide  themselves  with  an  unusually  elaborate  toilet,  in  order  to  appear 
at  the  table  of  their  Saviour,  who  was  *'  bruised  for  their  iniquities." 
Surely  consistency  would  be  a  jewel  in  such  instances. 

In  attempting  t<]^void  the  Scylla  of  the  devotee  of  fashion,  it  must 
be  our  aim  to  keep  clear  of  the  Charybdis  of  carelessness  and  want  of  har- 
mony. Taste,  and  even  elegance,  where  circumstances  will  admit,  are  not 
inconsistent  with  the  ornament  of  a  "  meek  and  quiet  spirit."  That 
dress  may  not  be  its  chief  concern,  it  expresses  itself  in  language  such  as 
this — 

"  Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the  mind, 
Teach  me  contempt  for  all  inferior  vanities ; 

Garments  perfumed — gema  valued  not  for  use, 
But  needless  ornament : 

A  vulgar  eye 

Sees  not  the  dangers  which  beneath  them  lie."  / 

To  woman  is  committed  the  guardianship  of  home ;  its  taste  and  com- 
fort depend  principally  on  her  skillful  management.  She  who  suffers 
tawdry,  slovenly  habits  to  manifest  themselves  in  her  person,  or  within 
her  dominion,  is  unfaithful  to  her  trust ;  and  neglectful  of  the  first  law  of 
politeness,  and  thus  not  unfrequently  obliges  the  members  of  her  family 
to  seek  that  home  comfort  elsewhere,  that  they  should  enjoy  beneath  their 
own  vine  and  fig  tree.  All  will  admit  that  no  lady  la  Just  the  same  when 
in  her  dishabille,  as  when  tastefully,  neatly  attired.  In  the  latter  case, 
she  announces  her  self-respect,  and  it  does  not  fail  to  win  dignified  regard 
from  others.     Then — 

"  Costly  thy  habits  as  thy  parse  will  buy, 

But  not  expressed  in  fancy  ;  rich,  not  gaudy  ; 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  woman." 

The  feminine  mind,  in  its  normil  condition,  naturally  reaches  after  the 
beautiful  in  everything.  We  would  not  limit  its  legitimate  scope,  even  in 
"  Outward  Adornment."  No ;  rather  let  woman  add  taste  to  skill  in  multi- 
plying those  means,  by  which  she  makes  her  home  attractive  ;  but  never 
let  her  forget  that  the  ornament  of  her  "  nieek  and  quiet  spirit "  is  the 
crowning  embellishment.  Let  her  follow  fashion  sufficiently  to  avoid  sin- 
gularity. "  There  are  rules  of  taste — standards  of  grace  and  beauty — 
boundaries  of  modesty  and  propriety — restraints  of  Christian  benevolence" 
-    12 
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— by  which  she  may  be  guided  in  a  general  way ;  her  own  judgment  being 
free  to  arrange  details  to  suit  her  circumstances. 

It  were  always  more  noble  to  point  out  dangers,  and  thus  essay  to 
shield  the  inexperienced,  than  to  lend  them  a  helping  hand  after  they 
have  been  ensnared  by  the  seductive  charms  of  the  syren.  Hence  the 
importance  of  concerted  action,  on  the  part  of  mothers  and  the  guardian 
instructors  of  female  youth,  with  regard  to  **  Outward  Adornment."  How 
many  young  women,  endowed  with  native  good  sense,  trained  in  habits 
of  industry  and  economy,  the  fruitful  sources  of  virtue,  and  possessing 
withal  the  cfowning  grace  of  modesty,  leave  home  for  a  few  months  to  be 
spent  in  some  fashionable  boarding-school,  in  order  that  they  may  receive 
the  polish  usually  bestowed  by  such  institutions.  What  is  the  result  ?  They, 
in  many  instances,  return  to  their  parents  full  of  "style,"  it  is  true;  but 
restless  and  dissatisfied,  with  an  utter  distaste  for  the  simpler  joys  of 
home,  they  yearn  for  "Adornment,"  and  the  excitements  of  society  in 
which  it  may  be  displayed.  They  have  acquired  a  smattering  of  much 
that  is  artificial,  but  a  practical  knowledge  of  nothing  lisefuL  Is  that  not 
a  poor  preparation  for  their  profession  ?  In  this  particular  we  speak  that 
we  do  know  to  be  the  case  in  too  many  instances.  We,  therefore,  say  to 
every  affectionate  Christian  mother,  choose  cautiously — ^yea,  prayerfully, 
a  training  school  for  your  daughter,  would  you  spare  yourself  disappoint- 
ment— ah !  more,  bitter  regret. 

Hannah  More  says,  religion,  or  the  adornment  of  the  meek  and  quiet 
spirit,  is  a  science;  to  be  successfully  tau2;ht,  we  must  begin  with  the 
alphabet,  and  continue  the  study  through  life.  The  lives  of  such  noble 
women  all  remind  us:  "We  too  can  make  our  lives  sublime."  They  first 
humbly  s^t  at  the  feet  of  the  "Great  Teacher; "  having  there  been  taught 
themselves,  they  go  forth  to  bless  others  in  the  dissemination  of  such  truths 
as  that  just  quoted.  Wisdom  hath  made  their  faces  to  shine;  they  need 
no  external  application  to  lend  attraction  to  their  features ;  they  possess 
the  oruMment  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit.  Having  their  lives  hid  with 
Christ  in  God,  they  manifest  it  by  their  veneration  for  all  things  sacred. 
They  rise  before  the  hoary  head  and  lower  their  souls  in  the  presence  of 
affliction;  ornaments  which  "in  the  sight  of  God  are  of  great  price** 
Certainly  such  a  gem  is  worthy  a  struggle  to  obtain.  Such  ornaments 
have  increased  usefulness  for  their  object.  Their  possessor  has  a  grow- 
ing disposition  to  forget  self ;  a  constant  going  out  of  herself  for  the  ben- 
ofit  of  others.     Like  Christ — her  pattern — 

"  To  spread  the  rays  of  heav'nly  light, 
To  give  the  mourner  joy; 
To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor, 
Is  her  divine  employ." 


Danger  op  Tampering. — If  you  once  begin  to  tamper  with  the  au- 
thority of  the  Bible,  you  have  no  ground  to  stand  upon.  Your  feet  are 
already  gone.  Your  treadings  have  already  slipped.  To  give  up 
miracles  and  prophecy,  and  all  that  is  supernatural  in  Christianity,  and 
attempt,  notwithstanding,  to  retain  what  is  natural,  is  impracticable  and 
preposterous.  The  natural  portion  falls  at  once  to  the  ground  if  the 
supernatural  be  removed. 
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KOSCIUSZKO. 


Translated  from  the  German  of  the  Garten  Lauhe,  hy  J,  S.  II, 

In  Zuchwil,  Switzerland,  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  walk  from  Solothurn, 
the  traveler  finds  a  quiet  village  cemetery,  which  you  are  all  invited  to 
visit  with  the  writer.  This  cemetery  is  not  introduced  to  rival  world- 
renowned  cemeteries,  such  as  the  Pere  Lachaise  of  Paris,  or  those  of 
Berlin,  Frankfort,  and  Munich,  with  their  splendid  monuments,  nor  to 
he  compared  with  the  classic  Campi  Santi  of  Italy,  where  an  eternal 
azure  sky  and  the  reflex  of  the  sea  ever  give  the  dark  cypress  a  milder 
hue.  A  simple  church,  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  graves  adorned  with 
boxwood  and  wild  carnations,  and  shaded  by  a  few  weeping  willows  and 
elms — such  is  the  cemetery  of  Zuchwil.  A  monument  carved  out  of 
Jura  chalk  bears  the  simple  inscription —  Viscera  Thaddei  Kosciuszko. 
Beneath  this  stone  rests  the  heart  of  the  great  Polish  hero,  the  victor  of 
Dubienka. 

On  the  15th  of  October,  1867,  it  was  fifty  years  since  he  breathed  his 
last  in  Solothurn.  Here  the  weary  wanderer,  whose  name  had  become 
celebrated  in  both  hemispheres,  found  a  new  home  and  the  long  sought 
for  resting-place.  When  Kosciuszko  is  spoken  of,  it  is  only  the  glowing 
patriot,  the  excellent  strategist,  the  lion-hearted  hero ;  the  Kosciuszko  of 
History,  But  in  Solothurn  his  picture  lives  in  the  memory  of  the  people 
like  the  legendary  hero — the  good  Eckard — the  friend  of  children  and 
of  the  poor.  When  we  speak  of  our  Kosciuszko,  it  is  not  the  soldier,  but 
the  old  man  with  the  blue  overcoat,  bearing  a  gentle  smile  upon  his  lips ; 
the  great  benefactor  and  messenger  of  peace,  who  sought  the  cottages  of 
misery  and  of  poverty  on  his  little  black  pony. 

The  battle  of  Maciejowice  (Oct.  10,  1794)  was  the  last  he  fought  in 
defense  of  his  native  land.  Covered  with  wounds  he  fell  from  his  horse, 
crying  aloud,  "finis  Poloniae"  (end  of  Poland).  He  was  cast  into  prison 
by  the  Empress  Catharine,  but  delivered  immediately  afler  Paul  ascended 
the  throne.  He  returned  his  sword,  and  presented  him  with  fifteen  hun- 
dred serfs,  together  with  twelve  thousand  rubles. 

As  soon  as  his  health  permitted  him,  he  sailed  to  America,  where  he 
was  received  with  great  pomp  by  his  paternal  friend,  Washington.  He 
lived  in  France  some  time  with  Zeltner,  the  Swiss  ambassador,  until  the 
latter  returned  to  his  native  land.  He  made  Solothurn,  the  home  of  Zelt- 
ner, his  permanent  residence. 

Solothurn  is  a  quiet  little  village,  charmingly  situated  in  full  view  of 
the  blue  Jura,  with  its  beautiful  firs  and  charming  profile  on  the  one  hand, 
and  on  the  other  the  extended  chain  of  the  Swiss  Alps.     The  vicinity 
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offered  shady  promenades  (wliich  have  since  disappeared),  fir  groves,  and 
beautiful  prospects  for  the  friend  of  nature.  Although  the  town  num- 
bered only  five  thousand  inhabitants,  yet  being  the  seat  of  government  and 
of  a  gymnasium,  it  possessed  a  certain  degree  of  culture  and  intelligence. 
The  citizens  were  distinguished  for  kindness  towards  strangers.  But  the 
fact  that  it  was  his  friend  Zeltner's  home,  made  it  doubly  interesting  to 
Kosciuszko. 

The  citizens  hailed  his  arrival  with  joy,  but  he  refused  a  public  recep- 
tion. The  aged  hero,  weary  from  long  suffering,  and  content  with  the 
kind  family  and  place,  laid  aside  his  traveling  staff.  He  never  loved 
pomp  or  show,  and  as  he  lived  the  simple  life  of  a  soldier  when  dictator 
of  the  Poles,  so  he  shared  the  frugal  meal  of  the  Zeltner  family,  retained 
but  one  old  servant,  and  a  small  pony  for  his  visits  to  surrounding  places. 

He  led  a  simple,  well-regulated  life.  A  portion  of  his  time  was  devoted 
to  scientific  culture ;  to  his  favorite  studies,  geography  and  history.  He 
devoted  special  attention  to  the  education  of  Amelia  Zeltner,  a  young 
girl  about  twelve  years  of  age.  He  called  her  "sa  chere  petite  amie" 
(his  dear  little  friend).  He  was  a  special  friend  of  children,  and  as  he 
never  rode  out  without  a  pocket  full  of  candies  for  the  little  ones  along 
the  route,  so  he  never  failed  to  remember  Amelia  on  every  occasion.  He 
arranged  children's  parties  and  joined  heartily  in  their  amusements. 

He  lived  a  retired  life;  limiting  his  circle  to  a  few  devoted  friends, 
scholars,  merchants,  and  soldiers,  who  took  a  cup  of  tea  with  him  every 
evening.  He  made  no  fashionable  calls.  He  loved  to  while  away  his 
time  with  peasants,  mechanics,  and  day  laborers,  watching  them  for  hours 
and  asking  questions.  He  was  a  frequent  and  welcome  visitor  to  the  cel- 
ebrated quarries  of  Solothurn.  When  necessary,  he  put  his  shoulder  to 
the  wheel  at  such  times.  His  visits  were  made  on  horseback,  and  avoid- 
ing the  public  highway,  he  took  unfrequented  byways,  and  sought  the 
abodes  of  poor  masons  and  laborers,  along  the  foot  of  the  Jura.  When- 
ever he  found  a  sick  person  or  family,  he  stepped  from  his  horse,  entered 
the  humble  cottage,  and  offered  consolation  and  gifts.  He  never  went 
out  without  several  bottles  of  old  wine  in  his  saddle-bags  for  the  sick. 
The  beggar,  the  traveling  journeyman,  and  the  invalid  were  not  forgot- 
ten. He  always  carried  a  handful  of  small  change  in  his  pocket.  These 
trips  were  made  irrespective  of  rain  or  snow. 

The  winter  of  1816-17  was  a  hard  test  for  the  poor;  yea,  even  those 
in  better  circumstances  were  compelled  to  limit  themselves.  Ho  con- 
tinued his  visits  with  redoubled  zeal,  furnished  fifty  persons  with  money, 
caused  collections  to  be  taken,  and  succeeded  in  establishing  dispensato- 
ries for  the  poor.  He  frequently  devoted  large  sums  to  the  preservation  of 
the  deserving  poor  from  ruin.  Late  one  evening  he  learned,  that  two  noble 
families  were  to  be  driven  from  their  homes  in  a  few  days,  on  account  of 
a  large  debt.  He  furnished  Mrs.  Zoltner  with  the  money  and  recjueated 
her  to  send  it  the  same  evening,  saying:  ^'Do  not  delay  forwarding  the 
money  at  once  to  the&e  noble  people ;  they  must  not  be  left  a  moment 
longer  in  such  distress.  Should  they  be  asleep  have  them  roused  up. 
Their  slumbers  will  be  more  refreshing  after  misery  has  ceased  to  hover 
over  their  heads." 

No  circumstance  places  his  genuine  hnmaoe  feelings  io  a  brighter  light 
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than  the  following:  In  March,  1817,  an  old  country  parson,  who  had 
performed  the  duties  of  a  pastor  all  his  life  ia  one  of  the  poorest  parishes 
of  the  Canton,  was  honored  by  the  Board  with  an  offer  of  one  of  the  rich- 
est benefices,  in  order  that  he  might  spend  the  evening  of  life  without 
sorrow  or  trouble.  His  letter  of  appointment  contained  an  honorable 
mention  of  his  services  in  the  church.  The  aged  man  determined  not  to 
abandon  his  beloved  fold  for  his  own  comfort's  sake,  and  gratefully  ac- 
knowledging the  honor,  declined  it.  Koseiuszko  had  scarce  heard  of  this 
noble  act  of  self-denial,  when  he  started  out  to  make  the  acquaintance  of 
this  genuine  priest  of  Christ.  When  he  arrived  at  the  humble  parson- 
age, the  preacher,  being  in  the  act  of  shaving,  had  himself  excused  that 
he  was  not  in  a  condition  to  receive  so  distinguished  a  visitor.  But  Kos- 
eiuszko rushed  into  the  room  of  the  noble  country  parson  with  youthful 
impetuosity,  embraced  him  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  besought  him  for  his. 
friendship,  and  exhibited  his  esteem  in  every  way.  He  was  ever  after  a 
frequent  visitor  at  the  parsonage. 

During  the  two  years  he  spent  in  Solothurn,  he  made  more  extended 
tours  on  horseback  through  Switzerland.  He  visited  the  institute  of  Pes- 
talozzi,  in  Yverdon,  and  longed  for  the  establishment  of  such  schools  in 
Poland. 

In  a  nunnery  of  Solothurn  lived  a  Polish  nun,  of  whom  Koseiuszko  had 
heard  shortly  before  his  death.  He  visited  her  incognito,  and  addressed 
her  in  her  native  tongue.  After  a  short  conversation,  she  burst  forth  as 
from  a  dream,  and  stepping  back  reverently  a  few  feet,  exclaimed :  '•  You 
are  Koseiuszko !  When  I  was  a  girl  I  saw  your  picture  as  a  m^daille  gn 
the  breast  of  almost  every  Polish  lady,  and  there  is  no  second  face  on  earth 
like  yours,  uniting  so  much  that  is  magnanimous  and  noble.'' 

In  anticipation  of  his  speedy  end,  he  performed  a  deed  that  astonished 
all  p]urope — the  emancipation  of  his  serfs  in  Siechnowice.  The  docu- 
ment was  drawn  on  the  2d  of  xVpril,  1817.  All  who  lived  on  his  posses- 
sions were  declared  free  citizens  and  proprietors  of  the  land  they  occu- 
pied, free  from  all  excise  to  the  proprietor  of  the  plantation.  His  niece, 
Catharine  Estkowa,  raceived  his  Polish  possessions  His  Swiss  friends, 
the  Orphans'  Home,  and  various  benevolent  institutions  were  not  forgot- 
ten in  his  last  will.  He  enjoined  expressly  that  all  pomp  be  avoided  at 
hLs  burial,  and  that  the  coffin  be  borne  by  six  poor  men.  Typhoid  fever 
terminated  the  life  of  this  benevolent  man.  Although  the  symptoms 
were  not  very  threatening,  he  felt  that  his  days  were  numbered.  After 
he  had  made  all  the  above  mentioned  arrangements  he  said,  "  Now  I  feel 
well."  His  mind  was  clear  to  the  end.  Poland's  future  engaged  his 
thoughts  even  on  his  death  bed.  As  death  drew  nigh  he  bade  the  Zelt- 
ner  family  farewell  in  an  expressive  manner.  All  knelt  around  his  bed, 
he  pronounced  hb  blessing,  and  added  a  word  of  love  to  all.  His  sword 
was  handed  to  him,  and  after  looking  at  it  a  few  moments  with  a  melan- 
choly expression  on  his  face,  he  put  it  down  by  his  side.  He  expired 
on  the  evening  of  the  15th  of  October.  With  an  effort  he  raised  him- 
self, extended  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Zeltner  his  hands,  greeted  the  daughter 
Amelia  with  a  smile — fell  back  with  a  sigh  on  his  pillow,  and  expired. 

His  body  was  embalmed  the  following  day.  Traces  of  old  wounds  were 
everywhere  visible.  On  his  breast  they  found  a  white  handkerchief,  the 
significance  of  which  is  not  generally  known.     It  was  the  last  token  of 
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love  of  Louisa  Sosnowska,  the  daughter  of  the  Marshal  of  Lithuania, 
which  he  hore  upon  his  hreast  as  the  precious  relic  of  his  pure  and  only 
love.  Fortv  years  hefore  this,  when  he  was  an  unknown  captain,  he 
sought  the  hand  of  the  ahove  named  young  lady.  Her  proud  parents  re- 
fused the  request  of  the  poor  nohleman.  In  consequence  of  this  decision 
they  eloped  in  the  dead  of  night,  hut  armed  men  were  soon  sent  in  pur- 
suit. When  hrought  to  a  halt  Kosciuszko  defended  himself  like  a  lion, 
hut  was  overcome  and  left  covered  with  wounds.  When  he  awoke  to  a 
sense  of  his  condition,  nothing  was  left  of  his  beloved  one  but  a  hand- 
kerchief that  she  had  dropped,  stained  with  his  blood.  This  is  the  very 
handkerchief  they  found  upon  him  after  his  death.  On  account  of  this 
unfortunate  love,  the  young  officer  left  the  Polish  service,  and  devoted 
his  sword  to  the  liberation  of  America  from  the  English  yoke.  In  faith- 
ful remembrance  of  his  love,  he  never  entered  the  holy  bonds  of  matri- 
mony. Louisa  afterwards  became  the  wife  of  a  distinguished  Pole,  but 
shfe  retained  her  friendship  to  her  beloved  Thaddeus. 

The  funeral  obsequies  were  simple  and  devoid  of  military  pomp,  bat 
touching  on  account  of  the  universal  mourning  of  those  in  attendance. 
Six  poor  men  were  his  pall-bearers,  as  he  had  requested.  The  coffin  was 
preceded  by  a  band  of  orphans,  bearing  flowers  in  their  hands.  Several 
young  men  walked  by  the  side  of  the  coffin  carrying  his  sword,  his  hat, 
his  staff,  the  badge  of  the  American  order  of  Cincinnatus,  and  several 
wreaths  of  laurel  and  of  oak.  His  remains  were  placed  in  the  vault  of  the 
Jesuit  Church  of  Solothurn. 

All  Poland  mourned  over  the  death  of  the  lamented  Kosciuszko.  They 
yearned  to  see  the  body  buried  beneath  native  soil.  In  compliance  with 
the  request  of  the  Polish  people  Alexander  allowed  his  remains  to  be 
taken  to  Poland.  When  he  was  embalmed,  they  placed  his  heart  in  a 
metal  vessel,  and  buried  it  in  the  cemetery  at  Zuchwil.  Mr.  Zeltoer, 
who  had  ordered  this  to  be  done,  refused  the  surrender  of  this  relic  to 
the  Poles  in  the  following  words  :  "  The  heart  of  the  Polish  General  beat 
for  the  whole  world,  may  it  therefore  remain  accessible  here  to  all." 

We  have  returned  again  to  the  place  where  we  began ;  the  cemetery 
of  Zuchwil  by  the  simple  monument,  whither  hundreds  of  Polish  fugi- 
tives have  made  pilgrimages.  The  funeral  obsequies  in  the  principal 
capitals  of  the  world,  the  addresses  and  poems  on  Kosciuszko,  the  monu- 
ments erected  in  Cracow  and  West  Point,  belong  to  the  hero  and  patriot, 
but  this  brief  sketch  relates  to  the  life  of  the  patient  Kosciuszko,  the 
benevolent  friend,  and  the  father  of  the  poor. 


A  Noble  Sentiment. — Dr.  Chalmers  once  said:  "The  little  that  I 
have  seen  in  the  world  and  known  of  the  history  of  mankind  teaches  me 
to  look  upon  their  errors  in  sorrow,  not  in  anger.  When  I  take  the 
history  of  one  poor  heart  that  has  sinned  and  suffered,  and  represent  to 
myself  the  struggles  and  temptations  it  passed  through — the  brief 
pulsations  of  joy;  the  tears  of  regret;  the  feebleness  of  purpose;  the 
scorn  of  that  world  that  has  little  charity;  the  desolation  of  the  soul's 
sanctuary,  and  threatening  voices  within;  health  gone;  happiness  gone 
— I  would  fain  leave  the  erring  soul  of  my  fellow-man  with  Him  from 
whose  hands  it  came.'' 
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THE  WBONG  TUBNINQ. 


When  I  was  a  boy — ^but  it  is  a  long  time  ago;  for  many  a  crop  of  com 
lias  been  gathered  into  the  garner,  and  many  a  fall  of  snow  has  covered  the 
hills  and  valleys  since  then  ;  aye  !  and  many  a  friend  and  companion  have 
been  carried  to  the  cold  grave ;  but  as  I  said,  when  I  was  a  boy,  my  father 
sent  me  on  an  errand  to  a  farm  house  a  few  miles  in  the  country.  '*  You 
must  go,"  said  he,  '*  straight  along  the  turnpike  road  till  you  come  to  the 
second  milestone,  and  then  passing  the  big  house  with  the  rookery  in  the 
elm  tree,  you  must  take  the  first  turn  to  the  right,  which  will  lead  to 
Farmer  Gilbert's  house ;  but  mind  whatever  you  do,  be  sure  that  you  do 
not  take  the  wrong  turning.^* 

Boy-like,  I  was  so  pleased  with  the  prospect  of  a  pleasant  walk  into  the 
country  that  I  did  not  attend  so  carefully  as  I  ought  to  have  done  to  the 
directions  which  my  father  gave  me ;  so  that,  when  I  had  passed  the 
second  milestone,  and  arrived  at  the  big  house  with  the  rookery  in  the 
elm- tree,  T  could  not  at  all  remember  whether  I  was  to  take  the  first  turn 
to  the  right  hand  or  to  the  left.  After  pausing  for  some  time,  I  made  up 
my  mind  to  take  the  left.     I  did  so,  and  thereby  took  the  lorong  turning. 

Well,  on  I  went  as  I  thought,  for  Farmer  Gilbert's,  till  the  lane  got  very 
narrow,  and  the  road  was  very  dirty.  At  one  part  there  was  a  gate  across 
it,  and  in  getting  over  the  gate  I  did  not  perceive  that  the  bottom  hinge 
.was  off  it;  no  sooner  had  1  mounted  the  gate  than  it  swung  on  one  side 
and  flung  me  into  the  mire,  and  a  fine  dirty  state  I  was  in.  A  dog  came 
growling  out  of  a  cottage  by  the  road  side ;  to.  get  rid  of  the  dog  I  clam- 
bered over  a  hedge,  and  in  my  haste  almost  tore  off  the  skirt  of  my  jacket. 
With  the  intention  of  defending  myself  from  the  dog  when  I  should  re- 
turn, I  pulled  out  my  pocket  knife  to  cut  a  stick;  but  in  doing  this,  I  cut 
my  finger,  and  dropped  my  knife  into  the  ditch,  and  could  not  find  it  again. 
Afler  all  my  misfortunes,  no  Farmer  Gilbert's  could  I  find.  Indeed,  it 
would  have  been  strange  if  I  had;  for  every  step  I  had  taken  since  leaving 
the  turnpike  road  had  led  me  further  and  further  from  his  house.  At 
last  I  asked  a  man  who  was  working  in  a  field  to  tell  me  the  nearest  way 
to  F'armer  Gilbert's,  mentioning  at  the  same  time  which  way  I  had  come. 
"  I  do  not  wonder,"  said  the  man,  "  at  your  being  puzzled;  why,  my  lad, 
you  have  taken  the  wrong  turning.** 

I  soon  set  off  back  again,  blaming  myself  for  not  having  paid  more  at- 
tention to  the  directions  of  my  father.  I  found  no  further  difficulty  in 
my  way  to  Farmer  Gilbert's,  and  having  done  my  errand,!  returned  home, 
heartily  repenting  the  error  I  had  committed  in  taking  the  wrong  turning. 

No  sooner  did  my  father  see  rtie  than  he  began  thus :  "  Why,  Robert, 
where  have  you  been?     You  have  been  long  enough   to  do  the  errand 
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twice  over.  What  a  pickle  your  shoes  and  stockings  are  in  ;  and  the  skirt 
of  your  jacket  is  almost  oflF !     What  have  you  been  about  ?" 

I  then  told  my  father  the  whole  of  my  mishaps,  just  as  they  had  occurred 
to  me  ;  how  the  gate  had  flung  me  into  the  mire;  how  the  dog  had  at- 
tacked me  ;  and  how  I  tore  my  jacket,  cut  my  finger,  and  lost  my  pocket 
knife  ;  and  I  acknowledged  that  all  these  things  had  been  brought  about 
by  my  foolishly  taking  the  wrong  turning, 

"  Ah,  my  lad,"  said  mf  father,  *'you  are  not  the  first  by  a  great  many, 
who  have  smarted  by  neglecting  their  father's  directions,  and  by  taking 
the  wrong  turning" 

All  of  us  who  live  in  the  world  have  an  errand  to  perform,  and  hav-e  to 
find  our  way  to  heaven.  The  path  of  duty  is  the  road  along  which  we  go  ; 
and  the  Bible  contains  the  instruction  of  our  heavenly  Father,  giving  us 
the  plainest  directions,  that  we  may  not  be  pained  and  perplexed  by  losing 
our  road.  Those  who  attend  to  these  directions  find  their  way  easily ;  but 
those  who  neglect  them  get  into  a  thousand  troubles.  When  traveling 
heavenward,  it  is  a  terrible  thing  to  take  a  wrong  turning. 

As  the  young  are  travellers  as  well  as  the  old,  it  is  necessary  that  they 
should  be  led  and  guided,  according  to  their  ages,  until  they  are  able  to 
read  and  understand  the  directions  given  in  the  Scriptures.  When  chil- 
dren are  old  enough  to  comprehend  God*s  Holy  Word,  that  word  should 
be  their  guide  continually,  and  woe  be  to  them  if  they  neglect  it ;  for  if, 
in  looking  about  you  in  the  world,  you  behold  want,  misery,  and  despair, 
in  almost  every  case  they  have  been  brought  about  by  people  taking  the 
wrong  turning. 


REFLECTIONS. 

BY   MARY. 


Were  I  an  artist  it  should  be  my  highest  ambition  to  paint  the  scene 
which  to-day  lies  open  before  me,  in  all  the  gentle  peace  of  early  spring- 
time. It  is  but  an  extract  from  the  sublime  poem,  traced  by  the  hand 
of  the  Infinite  throughout  His  universe,  a  choice  page  of  which  surrounds 
our  little  village,  and  whicn  may  be  taken  up  at  any  line,  and  read  from 
any  point,  by  a  lover  of  the  beautiful,  with  ecstatic  delight. 

Yet  who,  though  he  wield  the  pencil  of  a  Raphael,  could  paint  the 
soft,  mellow  tinge  which  overhangs  all  nature  like  a  veil,  subduing  .the 
April  sun-light,  whose  life-giving  beams  shift  through  all  tranquil  and 
serene. 

Not  yet  have  the  trees,  scattered  through  the  fields  and  adorning  the 
near  mountains,  assumed  their  spring  foliage ;  but  every  trace  of  a  recent 
snow  has  disappeared,  and  the  fields  present  in  its  stead  an  exquisite 
patchwork  of  varied  hue.  There  are  wheat-fields  of  a  bright  green,  mead- 
ows of  a  less  brilliant  shade,  but  delightful  freshness  ;  fields  overspread 
with  the  slightest  tint  of  green,  and  others  still  brown  and  bare,  but  look- 
ing so  rich  and  hopeful,  that  we  imagine  we  see  the  bursting  of  germs,  and 
the  springing  up  of  future  verdure. 
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Between  these  are  fences,  aod  many  a  cozy  farm  house  nestled  down 
among  the  hills,  and  surrounded  with  trees,  mingling  with  the  beauties  of 
nature  pleasant  thoughts  of  happy  homes.  At  one  which  lies  near,  I  can 
see  the  family  out  in  the  garden,  sowing  in  hope  seeds  for  the  future. 

To  the  right  of  the  scene,  edged  with  feathery  willows,  is  a  Sparkling 
meadow-stream,  toward  which  the  fields  slope  gently  downward,  and  whose 
scarce  is  somewhere  among  the  rocks  of  the  mountains  that  form  the 
grand  frame  or  margin  of  the  whole  picture. 

In  the  foreground,  not  far  from  the  window  by  which  I  sit,  is  an  old 
walnut  tree,  whose  knarled,  gaunt  limbs  stand  out  in  stubborn  resistance 
to  the  gentle  influences  surrounding  it.  Beyond  it  stands  a  group  of 
elms,  the  most  graceful  in  form  of  all  our  native  trees.  They  yielded  to 
the  first  sweet  call  of  spring,  and  are  now  clothed  in  a  delicate,  autumnal- 
tinged  coat  of  blossom. 

Then,  there  stands  the  mountains,  stern  and  rugged  in  winter,  but  now 
gentle  and  motherly,  soft-hued  and  tender.  Here  and  there,  over  their 
brow,  are  little  smiling  spots,  revealing  sunny  fields  and  little  rustic 
homes;  and  toward  the  point  where  two  mountains  come  in  neighborly 
contact,  may  be  seen  the  white  gleam  of  an  infant  village. 

With  this  perfection  of  beauty  for  the  eye,  sweet  spring  music  comes 
to  the  ear.  Over  the  fresh  green  meadows  cattle  are  wandering  perfectly 
at  ease,  the  tinkling  of  their  bells  mingling;  with  the  carols  of  the  robin, 
the  twittering  of  blue-birds,  and  the  voices  of  dear  little  boys  and  girls  at 
play ;  and  to-day  brings  the  chirp  of  a  little  wren,  a  stranger  here  since 
last  summer. 

This  '^  treasury  of  sweet  sounds  "  is  accompanied  with  wind  music,  soft 
and  low.  It  glides  by  my  window,  toying  with  the  shutter,  and  hum- 
ming the  same  old  tune  it  never  grows  weary  of ;  which  Mrs.  Hemans  has 
set  to  measured  notes  in  her  "Voice  of  the  Wind",  and  "Voice  of 
Spring." 

Among  such  beauty,  how  can  any  one  feel  otherwise  than  happy  ? 
How  can  he  help  thanking  his  God  for  making  him  a  rational  being,  ca- 
pable of  appreciating  and  loving  His  fair  works?  Looking  over  this  lit- 
tle expanse,  this  atom  in  God's  universe,  I  see  men  at  ^rork  in  the  fields 
looking  like  insects;  and,  standing  out  prominently,  the  gravestones  in  a 
qaiet.  country  burying-ground,  glisten  white  and  spectre-like.  All  this 
reminds  me  of  David's  query — "  What  is  man  that  thou  art  mindful  of 
him?"     I  think  also— 

**  What  strange  perplexities  are  centered  in  his  make  ; 

An  heir  of  glory,  a  frail  child  of  dqst ; 
Helpless,  immortal,  insect  infinite  ; 

A  worm,  a  god !  " 

This  is  a  day  well  suited  for  reflection ;  in  fact,  it  is  a  day  of  reflections. 
All  nature  reflects  the  glory  of  God,  its  Maker  and  Ruler.  Dark,  in- 
deed, must  be  the  mind  and  heart  that  sees  not  in  this  natural  world,  so 
beautiful,  notwithstanding  the  curse,  the  reflection  of  the  supernatural 
and  heavenly  kingdom. 

While  the  earth  reflects  the  curse  brought  on  man  by  his  own  pride  and. 
disobedience,  it  also  bears  some  bright  traces  of  its  original  purity. 
Through  these,  especially  at  this  time,  reflections  of  its  final  deliverance 
and  redemption  shine  through. 
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But  above  all  others  the  earth  at  this  season  reflects  the  resurrection 
of  man  from  the  long  winter  of  the  tomb.  Not  unmeet  is  it,  that  the 
Church  at  this  season  of  all  others,  celebrates  the  resurrection  and  glori- 
fication of  her  Head;  thus  joining  the  voice  of  revelation  with  that  of 
nature,  in  assuring  man  of  his  resurrection.  And  though  the  bodies  of 
the  dead  lie  still  and  cold,  while  everything  around  is  awaking  to  fresh 
life,  we  know  that  our  Redeemer  liveth,  and  that  the  spring  shall  surely 
come,  in  its  appointed  order  and  time,  to  those  who  sleep  in  Him. 

In  the  meantime  be  it  ours  to  image  forth,  in  our  human  nature,  the 
reflection  of  that  love,  which  is  the  author  of  all  that  is  true,  beautiful ,  and 
good,'  both  in  nature  and  revelation. 


LOUIff  IX.  KING  OP  PRANCE, 


BY   L.    H.    8. 


^From  the  German  of  A.  Rische,) 

Louis  IX — the  son  of  Louis  VIII — was  born  while  his  father  was  Dau- 
phin, in  the  same  year  (1215)  in  which  Pope  Innocent  III  attained,  at 
the  Fourth  Lateran  Synod,  the  pinnacle  of  papal  power  and  magnificence. 
He  lived  in  an  age  when  the  Papacy  had  its  struggle  for  universal  power 
with  the  Emperor  Frederick  II.  Ilis  grandfather,  Philip,  and  his  father 
served  the  Papacy  with  their  troops  against  the  Albigenses,  whilst  his 
wise  and  pious  mother,  Blanche,  gave  him  secretly  the  most  careful  in- 
struction. When  scarcely  eleven  years  old  he  inherited  the  crown,  his 
father  having  fallen  at  the  siege  of  Avignon  (1226V  The  piety  of  the 
mother  kept  watch  over  the  soul  of  the  royal  child,  and  her  wisdom 
guarded  his  crown  against  the  rebellious  Barons  of  the  Kingdom.  In 
these  struggles  tne  thirteen-year  old  King,  who  could  not  be  restrained 
from  leading  his  army,  showed  such  spirit  and  firmness  of  character,  that 
the  enemies  of  his  throne  lost  their  courage,  and  besought  peace  and 
pardon. 

When  he  was  nineteen  years  of  age  Louis  took  charge  of  the  Govern- 
ment, and  was  soon  thereafter  married  to  Marguerite,  the  oldest  daughter 
of  Count  Raymond  of  Provence,  who  was  honored  by  her  contemporaries 
both  for  her  undaunted  courage  and  piety.  That  the  queen  mother  ex- 
erted frequent  and  decided  influence  upon  him,  was  attributable,  not  to 
any  weakness  on  his  part,  but  to  the  great  piety  of  the  good  King.  An 
evidence  of  his  independence  is  furnished  in  a  thorough  reform  of  the 
laws,  undertaken  after  his  accession,  the  abolition  of  the  prevalent  abuses 
of  the  administration,  strong  protection  of  the  military  honor  of  his  ofli- 
cers  from  the  unspiritual  demands  of  a  corrupt  priesthood,  and  the  defense 
of  the  special  rights  of  the  Gallican  Church  from  all  encroachments  of 
the  Papal  See.  In  a  royal  order  he  says  :  "  We  herewith  expressly  for- 
bid the  insufferable  exaction  of  taxes,  imposed  by  the  Eoman  Court  upon 
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the  Church  of  our  Kingdom  (through  which  the  latter  has  heretofore 
been  mi8erablj  impoverished),  whfirever  these  taxes  are  imposed  without 
shoV  of  law,  and  without  our  consent  and  that  of  the  Kingdom."  And 
in  this  he  was  successful,  not  as  other  Princes  in  league  with  the  Papacy, 
who  could  not  deny  him  the  credit  of  sincere  piety  and  ecclesiastical  fidel- 
ity. His  uprightness  and  love  of  peace  often  secured  him  the  office  of 
umpire  between  other  Princes.  The  pious  King  loved  peace  ;  but  he 
was  not  afraid  of  war. 

In  the  year  1244,  the  Khorasmians,  in  connection  with  the  Sultan  of 
Egypt,  invaded  the  Holy  Land,  after  the  fight  at  Gaza ;  plundered  Jeru- 
salem, destroyed  the  Holy  Sepulchre,  threw  the  bones  of  the  Kings  into 
the  fire,  and  inflicted  the  most  awful  abominations  and  destruction  upon 
the  people  and  the  land.  When  the  heart-rending  news  reached  the 
West,  King  Louis  was  laboring  under  severe  illness.  His  last  campaign 
with  England  had  left  him  on  a  sick  bed  in  December,  1244.  The  phy- 
sicians were  doubtful  as  to  his  recovery.  His  wife  and  mother  were 
plunged  in  the  greatest  grief,  which  was  sympathized  in  by  all  France. 
In  the  churches  of  the  cities  prayers  were  oflFered  in  his  behalf.  The 
Bishops  and  Barons  of  the  Kingdom,  living  in  the  neighborhood,  betook 
themselves  to  Paris,  where  they  awaited  with  anxious  expectation  what 
was  God's  will  as  to  the  King.  On  the  23d  of  December  Louis  lay  al- 
most the  whole  day  rigid  and  insensible.  One  of  the  two  ladies  of  the 
Court,  who  were  in  attendance,  considered  him  as  already  dead,  and  was 
about  to  cover  his  face  with  a  cloth,  when  the  other  declared  that  she 
noticed  a  slight  breathing.  In  an  instant  the  Lord  restored  speech  to  the 
eick  man.  He  requested  that  a  cross  should  be  fastened  on  his  clothing, 
in  order  to  show  what  had  been  passing  through  his  thoughts.  The 
Queen  mother,  rejoicing  at  the  news  of  his  approaching  convalescence, 
hastened  to  him,  but  was  confounded  at  the  appearance  of  the  cross,  which 
they  had  cut  out  of  a  piece  of  silk,  and  fastened  upon  his  shoulder.  All 
representations  and  requests  were  of  no  avail  to  change  his  resolution. 
During  the  following  year  he  became  a  patticipant  in  the  crusade.  By 
an  artifice  he  forced  the  dissatisfied  courtiers  to  take  part.  The  robes  of 
fur,  which  it  was  customary  for  them  to  receive  at  the  Christmas  festival 
as  a  royal  present,  he  pr3sented  them  in  a  dimly-lighted  hall,  from  which 
they  went  to  matins.  In  the  brilliantly-lighted  church,  they  observed  on 
each  other's  shoulders,  to  the  consternation  of  all,  a  cross  embroidered  in 
gold.  "  Half  laughing,  half  weeping,''  they  yielded  ;  but  not  without 
rewarding  the  King  with  the  nickname  of  "  the  new  fisher  of  men." 

Among  the  hinderances  to  the  fitting  out  of  the  expedition,  not  the  least 
was  the  historically  great,  but  yet  personally  often  very  little  strife  exist- 
ing between  Pope  Innocent  IV  and  the  Emperor  Frederick  II,  who, 
since  his  crusade  (1228),  was  properly  recognized  as  the  King  of  Jeru- 
salem. Pending  negotiations  that  consumed  two  years,  Louis  experienced 
practically  how  thankless  a  task  it  was  to  mediate  between  two  such  oppo- 
nents. When  at  length,  in  1247,  ho  had  completed  his  negotiations  with 
Frederick,  although  not  with  the  Pope,  and  had  no  fear  of  a  German 
invasion  of  his  land,  he  believed  that  he  n^ed  no  longer  delay  the  execu- 
tion of  his  plan.  He  called  a  meeting  of  the  nobility  at  Paris,  to  arrange 
the  affairs  of  the  Kingdom.  Queen  Blanche  and  the  Bishop  of  Paris,  at 
the  instance  of  the  Barons,  undertook  once  more  to  dissuade  him  from 
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his  design,  showing  him  the  invalidity  of  the  vow,  which  he  had  taken  at 
a  time  when  he  was  not  capable  of  cftlm  reflection.  "  Well,  then,"  ex- 
claimed the  King,  "  if  you  think  so,  I  return  you  the  cross."  And  he 
tore  it  from  his  shoulder  and  handed  it  to  the  Bishop.  Before  they  had 
time,  however,  to  express  their  joy,  he  continued  with  a  firm  voice :  "Do 
you  believe  now,  that  I  am  neither  sick  of  body  nor  weak  of  mind  ?  Well, 
then,  I  now  demand  the  holy  symbol,  and  shall  take  no  more  food  until 
you  have  fulfilled  my  wish."  Neither  the  Bishop  nor  his  mother  dared 
now  say  a  word. 

In  the  spring  of  1248  earnest  preparations  for  the  crusade  were  made 
throughout  all  France.  It  was  the  sixth  in  the  order  of  these  ex|^ edi- 
tions, of  which  we  might  say  by  way  of  brief  characterization  :  **  If  made 
with  deficient  light,  yet  they  were  rich  in  energy  and  fire."  As  in  this 
undertaking  of  Christianity,  ecclesiastical  and  secular  tendencies,  spirit- 
ual and  non-spiritual  thoughts  were  curiously  commingled,  so  the  prepa- 
rations consisted  of  a  wonderful  admixture  of  merry  parting  festivals  and 
earnest  devotional  exercises.  The  pious  King  summoned  all  his  vassals 
to  bring  forward  any  cause  of  complaint  they  had  against  him,  and  prom- 
ised redress  unconditionally.  Most  of  the  Barons  followed  his  example. 
Prayers  for  a  successful  expedition  were  oflfered  up  throughout  the  land. 
From  St.  Denis,  where  the  King  performed  his  last  devotions,  he  went 
with  the  most  simple  attire  and  armor,  which  he  did  not  change  through- 
out the  whole  of  his  after  life,  to  the  harbor  of  Aiques-Mortes.  He  wore 
from  that  time  forward  neither  furs,  nor  scarlet  robes,  but  spurs  of  iron, 
&c.  The  Barons  imitated  him,  and  no  costly  robes  were  to  be  found  in 
the  whole  army.  On  the  25th  of  August,  which  the  Church  afterwards 
dedicated  in  its  calendar  to  the  memory  of  Louis,  he  entered  the  vessel. 
We  cannot  here  follow  the  expedition  throughout  the  minute  points  of  its 
history,  although  the  picture  of  the  King  would  there  be  presented  to  us 
in  many  of  its  minor  peculiarities.  The  unfortunate  attack  upon  Egypt, 
which  Louis  rightly  considered  the  key  to  the  Holy  Land,  the  fruitless 
detention  in  Palestine  for  four  years,  whence  he  only  departed  on  hearing 
m  his  mother's  death — these  testify  to  his  magnanimous  bravery  as  well 
as  to  his  modest  endurance  of  suffering.  We  shall  limit  ourselves  to  a 
statement  of  some  of  his  characteristic  traits,  taken  from  the  biography 
of  his  faithful  Seneschal,  Joinville. 

The  care  and  intense  anxiety  shown  by  his  pious  Catholic  mother,  as 
to  his  education,  left  an  abiding  impression  upon  his  whole  life.  She 
secured  teachers  and  confessors  for  him  from  the  most  austere  orders. 
Even  when  King  he  had  one  of  the  latter,  who  tormented  him  insuffera- 
bly by  the  imposition  of  regular  penances.  He  submitted  himself  pa- 
tiently to  them,  and  only  after  his  death  left  his  successor  to  understand 
that  he  had  been  unfairly  dealt  with  by  his  confessor.  His  wife  was 
also  subject  to  great  sufferings.  It  was  only  with  the  permission  of,  and 
in  company  with,  the  queen  mother,  that  she  was  permitted  to  visit  Louis. 
Once  he  went  to  see  her  without  such  permission,  when  she  was  on  a  bed 
of  sickness.  As  they  were  conversing  earnestly  together,  the  King  heard 
the  footsteps  of  his  mother.  It  was  impossible  to  fiy,  and  he  concealed 
himself  behind  the  curtains  of  the  bed.  The  mother  entered;  examining 
the  room  in  her  usual  manner,  she  discovered  her  son,  drew  him  out  of 
his  hiding-place,  and  conducted  him  to  the  door,  saying  that  he  had  no 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  •  Louis  IX,  King  of  France.  193 

business  there.  Marguerite,  indignant,  cried  out:  "Mother,  mother! 
what  are  you  doing?  Don't  you  wish  me,  either  living  or  dying,  to  see 
my  husband?"  Then  she  swooned  away.  Louis,  anxious  for  the  life  of 
his  wife,  turned  immediately  back,  not  without,  however,  being  made  to 
feel,  by  a  look  from  his  mother,  the  indecorum  of  his  conduct. 

The  piety  of  Louis,  it  is  true,  was  mostly  of  the  Roman  Catholic  stamp. 
If  we  see  him  in  the  train  of  pilgrims,  at  the  fortification  of  Csesarea, 
bearing  a  basket  of  earth  upon  his  shoulders,  for  which  the  Papal  Legate 
bad  promised  special  absolution,  it  was  thus  he  paid  tribute  to  the  Church 
of  the  age,  whose  child  he  was.  But  through  the  study  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures  and  the  church  fathers  he  obtained  much  purer  knowledge. 
He  was  accustomed  to  quote  the  words  of  Count  Simon  de  Montfort, 
touching  the  thirst  for  superstition.  When  the  latter  was  invited  to  see 
bow  Christ  appeared  in  the  form  of  a  babe  in  the  consecrated  host,  he 
replied:  '*  You  who  do  not  believe,  depart  hence  ',  I,  for  my  part,  believQ 
what  the  Lord  has  said,  without  sight.  This  is  the  advantage  toe  have 
over  the  angels;  they  believe  that  which  they  see,  but  we  believe  what 
we  do  not  see."  And  to  his  son  Louis,  he  once  said :  "  You  are  greatly 
in  error,  if  you  believe  that  charitable,  legacies,  presents  to  monks,  &c., 
free  from  the  effects  of  sin ;  a  life  of  faith,  a  habit  of  love,  and,  above  all, 
the  grace  of  G-od,  can  only  make  us  happy."  Such  an  expression  was  a 
great  deal  for  that  age. 

The  fear  of  God  was  prominent  in  all  his  actions ;  it  was  to  him  a  sure 
norm  in  the  earnest  undertakings  of  his  life,  a  fixed  limit  in  occasions  of 
rejoicing.  He  did  not  allow  this  limit  to  be  passed  in  his  presence.  At 
the  table,  when  the  conversation  ^was  once  touching  disease,  he  asked 
Joinville  the  question:  *' Whether  he  would  rather  commit  a  mortal  sin  or 
have  the  leprosy  ?  "  Joinville,  in  horror  of  the  loathsome  disease,  ex- 
claimed :  "Twenty  mortal  sins,  rather  than  the  leprosy."  The  King  be- 
came silent,  but  allerwards  said  to  him  aside :  "  How  could  you  talk  so  ? 
Bo  you  not  kuow,  that  there  is  no  worse  leprosy  than  sin  ?  If  a  man  dies, 
he  is  free  from  bodily  leprosy  ;  but  sin  cleaves  to  his  soul  and  takes  him 
to  eternal  condemnation,  unless  he  repents  and  is  pardoned  by  Grod."  An 
earnest  admonition  followed  these  words. 

He  sought  to  instill  a  like  fear  of  God  into  his  children.  He  collected 
them  together  every  evening  *'  to  teach  them  the  fear  of  God,"  showed 
them  the  promises  and  threats  of  God,  and  gave  them  accounts  of  good 
and  bad  Princes.  He  told  his  oldest  son,  Louis,  who  died  before  him, 
on  such  an  occasion :  '^  I  would  rather  that  a  Scotchman,  or  any  other 
foreigner,  should  govern  the  people  of  my  Kingdom  righteously  after  I 
am  gone,  than  that  you  should  reign  as  a  wicked  and  unrighteous  Prince." 
A  letter  to  his  daughter,  the  Queen  of  Navarre,  begins  with  these  words  : 
"  My  dear  daughter,  I  entreat  you  to  love  our  Lord  with  all  your  might; 
for  without  this  man  can  do  no  good ;  there  is  nothing  so  much  deserv- 
ing our  love  as  the  Lord,  to  whom  every  creature  can  say :  0  Lord,  Thou 
art  my  God,  and  hast  only  done  good  unto  me  ;  the  Lord,  who  sent  His 
only  Son  into  the  wbrid,  that  He  might  die  to  free  us  from  everlasting 
death.  Let  love  for  Him,  my  daughter,  be  your  only  care,  and  the  mea- 
sure of  your  love  must  be  to  love  Him  without  measure.  He  is  worthy 
to  b«  loved  by  us,  because  He  first  loved  us.'' 
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It  is  known  that  Louis  devoted  himself  wholly,  on  many  Fast-days,  to 
reading  and  meditation  of  God's  word,  and  a  passage  of  Scripture  was 
often  of  special  influence  on  his  actions.  Once  the  relatives  of  a  notori- 
ous criminal,  selecting  a  Good  Friday,  on  whieh  the  King  was  always  ac- 
customed to  read  the  whole  of  the  Psalter,  sought  access  to  ask  a  pardon 
for  him.  Louis  ceased  reading  as  the  petitioners  entered,  laid  his  finger 
on  the  passage  he  was  reading,  and,  after  he  had  heard  their  petition, 
gave  a  favorable  answer.  Scarcely  had  they  left,  when  the  King  began 
reading  again,  and  found  this  sentence  under  his  fingers :  **  Righteous 
art  Thou,  0  Lord,  and  upright  are  Thy  judgments."  Immediately  he 
commanded  the  presence  of  the  Chief  Justice,  and,  when  he  had  heard 
from  him  what  wickedness  the  prisoner  had  committed,  he  ordered  him 
to  suffer  the  sentence  imposed.  With  equal  firmness  he  subjected  him- 
self to  the  Word  of  God,  in  opposition  to  tbe  feelings  of  his  heart. 

As  a  knowledge  of  divine  things  fitted  him  to  decide  secular  matters 
properly,  in  like  manner  a  more  thorough  acquaintance  with  the  truth 
and  -the  will  of  God,  gave  him  greater  zeal  in  performing  his  secular  du- 
ties with  fidelity.  The  Lord  had  endowed  him  with  natural  gifts,  which 
His  grace  could  increase  and  glorify.  Without  flattery  his  counsellors 
could  give  him  praise  for  wisdom  and  penetration.  In  important  matters 
he  listened  attentively  to  all  opinions,  then,  without  saying  anything,  took 
some  days  for  reflection,  and  finally  produced  his  decision  in  an  uncom- 
monly comprehensive  manner,  as  the  mature  fruit  of  his  thought. 

With  great  readiness  and  certainty  he  saw  through  the  most  compli- 
cated relations,  on  which  account  he  was  frequently  called  upon  by  other 
Princes  to  act  as  umpire  in  their  difficulties.  "Almost  the  whole  of  Eu- 
rope," says  a  modern  historian,  "  traveled  to  the  Oaks  of  Vincennes, 
where  Saint  Louis  practised  Christian  justice,  often  betrayed  by  arms." 
The  expression  indicates  that  Louis  granted  to  every  one  of  his  subjects 
the  right  to  come  to  him  directly.  He  took  his  seat  under  one  of  the 
trees  in  his  park,  in  order  to  deliberate  on  matters  and  to  pronounce  his 
decision.  For  a  long  time  such  places  at  Vincennes,  and  other  capital- 
cities,  were  preserved  and  exhibited  with  great  veneration. 

If  we  form,  from  these  characteristics,  the  picture  of  Louis,  it  will  be- 
come clear  to  us  why  he  was  loved,  rather  than  eulogized,  by  his  contem- 
poraries. He  did  not  astonish  the  mediseval  world  by  brilliant  deeds ; 
but  he  filled  posterity  with  admiration  at  his  radiant  virtues.  The  his- 
torian's pen  does  not  picture  him  with  the  glories  of  worldly  renown,  but 
with  the  sacred  glow  of  upright  piety. 

After  his  return  from  the  crusade,  Louis  found  his  Kingdom  somewhat 
disorganized  in  all  its  relations  and  parts.  A  female  hand  had  not  been 
powerful  enough  to  hold  self-will  and  refractoriness  in  check.  The  sub- 
sequent years  were  hence  not  years  of  rest,  but  of  the  severest  labor,  un- 
der which  his  health  was  made  to  suffer.  During  this  time  he  founded, 
for  the  better  education  of  the  clergy,  the  celebrated  school  of  Paris ; 
which  bears  to  this  day  the  name  of  '*  The  Sorbonne,"  from  his  confessor, 
Robert  Sorbon.  But  amid  all  his  labors,  cares,  and  troubles,  tbe  burning 
zeal  for  the  liberation  of  the  Holy  Land  was  not  extinguished  in  his  heart. 
The  renewed  cry  for  help  of  the  Christians  in  the  East,  since  1260,  fanned 
this  zeal  into  a  flame  of  resolution.  The  needs  of  his  people  and  his  coun- 
try did  not  change  his  purpose ;  the  dissuasive  requests  oT  his  compao- 
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ioDS;  the  bold  refusal  of  his  faithful  Joinville,  who  declared  he  thought 
he  could  serve  God  better,  if  he  would  defend  and  govern  his  own  sub- 
jects,  were  of  no  avail.  Joinville  expressed  the  opinion  in  his  book 
that  those  who  advised  the  King  in  this  second  attempt  were  guilty  of 
mortal  sin,  because  it  was  certain  death  to  the  King.  In  fact  he  was  so 
much  broken  down,  that  he  could  neither  bear  to  ride  on  horseback,  or 
in  any  other  way. 

After  a  preparation  of  three  years^  in  1270,  he  took  leave  of  his  King- 
dom and  his  wife.  The  plan — first  to  conquer  Tunis  and  to  go  thence  to 
Egypt — increased  the  dissatisfaction  of  his  companions;  in  fact  it  aroused 
the  suspicion  of  a  dynastic  interest  (on  account  of  the  apostasy  of  the 
Sultan  of  Tunis)  with  Naples  and  Sicily,  which  his  brother,  Charles  of 
Anjou,  had  acquired.  Shortly  after  his  arrival  in  Africa,  Louis  was 
seized  with  the  fever,  which  the  heat  of  an  African  summer  had  devel- 
oped in  his  army.  For  three  weeks  he  struggled  ineffectually  with  all 
the  might  of  his  restless  spirit  against  it,  but  at  last  broke  down.  ^'  Let 
us  take  care,  that  the  Gospel  shall  be  preached  and  planted  in  Tunis.  -Oh 
who  is  sufficient  to  perfect  this  work  ?  ''  This  was  his  last  wish.  Then 
the  delirium  of  fever  seized  him,  in  which  he  was  often  heard  to  ex- 
claim :  **  We  are  going — we  are  going  to  Jerusalem  ! "  We  can  perceive 
through  the  scanty  covering  of  this  longing  for  the  earthly,  the  higher 
longing  of  his  heart  for  the  heavenly  Jerusalem. 

Early  in  the  morning  of  the  25th  of  August,  the  shrill  sound  of  trum- 
pets from  the  sea,  penetrated  the  sultry  air  of  the  mournful  silence  in  the 
Royal  camp.  Charles  of  Anjou  found  his  brother,  whom  he  had  sailed 
to  meet,  no  longer  alive.  *'At  the  same  hour  in  which  his  Saviour  died," 
the  pious  King,  upon  a  couch  strewn  with  ashes,  his  hands  crossed  upon 
his  breast,  his  eyes  directed  heavenwards,  departed  with  the  words :  **  O 
Lord,  I  will  come  into  Thy  house;  I  will  worship  in  Thy  holy  temple, 
and  magnify  Thy  name." 

Shortly  before  his  end  he  gave  a  letter,  which  he  had  written  with 
trembling  hands  during  the  last  days  of  his  life,  to  his  son  and  successor, 
Philip,  who  soon  thereafter  returned  to  France  with  the  earthly  remains 
of  his  father,  his  own  wife,  a  brother,  an  uncle,  and  a  brother-in-law,  to 
deposit  them  in  the  royal  vaults  of  St.  Denis  We  give  this  memorable 
testament,  which  appears  in  different  historical  treatises  in  fragments,  in 
a  more  complete  form.     It  reads  thus  : 

"  My  dear  son !  The  first  thing  to  which  I  exhort  you  is,  that  you  love 
God  with  your  whole  heart;  for  without  this  no  man  can  be  happy;  and 
carefully  avoid  doing  that  which  will  displease  Him.  You  should  rather 
be  willing  to  suffer  all  manner  of  torture,  than  to  commit  a  mortal  sin. 
If  God  sends  trouble,  endure  it  willingly,  and  thank  Him  for  it.  Think 
that  you  have  deserved  it,  and  it  will  all  turn  out  for  your  good.  If  He 
sends  you  prosperity,  then  be  modestly  thankful,  and  suffer  yourself  not 
to  be  seduced  by  it  into  pride  or  haughtiness,  or  any  other  vice ;  for  we 
should  not  provoke  God  with  His  own  gifts.  Be  careful  to  surround 
yourself  only  with  wise  and  brave  men,  who  are  not  controlled  by  avarice. 
Select  wise  confessors  for  yourself,  who  shall  counsel  you  well  in  your 
actions  and  deeds.  So  conduct  yourself,  that  your  confessors  and  friends 
may  not  fear  to  tell  you  your  faults  Assist  in  the  worship  of  God  with 
all  reverence.     Avoid  vain  distraction  of  thoughts,  and  pray  to  God  with 
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heart  and  mouth  ;  listen  to  the  reading  of  the  Scriptures,  and  apply  them 
to  your  heart.  Towards  the  poor  be  compassionate,  have  a  heart  full 
of  sympathy  in  their  nee  i^,  and  be  ready  to  aid  them  according  to  your 
ability.  Sadness  will  as  little  be  spared  you  as  other  men,  and  at  such  a 
time  apply  to  your  confessor,  or  some  other  true  man,  who  will  sympa- 
thize in  your  sorrow.  Be  careful  to  have  men  of  trath  and  experience, 
whether  clergy  or  laymen,  about  you.  Keep  the  bad  at  a  distance,  and 
listen  with  gladness  to  pious  discourses,  whether  public  or  private.  Rec- 
ommend yourself  to  the  prayers  of  the  pious.  Love  goodness,  hate  wick- 
edness. Allow  no  one  to  be  so  bold  in  your  presence,  as  to  utter  an  ob- 
jectionable word.  Injure  no  one's  honor,  in  public  or  in  private.  Allow 
no  one  to  speak  disrespectfully  of  God,  or  His  Saints  in  your  presence. 
Do  not  forget  to  thank  God  for  all  the  benefits  you  receive  from  His 
kindness,  in  order  that  you  may  receive  more.  Be  untiring  in  the 
practice  of  justice,  and  look  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  but 
decide  always  in  accordance  with  right  and  conscience.  Aid  the  com- 
plaints of  the  poor  against  the  rich,  so  that  the  truth  may  come  to  light. 
Do  even  this  in  all  legal  proceedings  that  are  brought  against  yourself,  be- 
cause t  will  give  more  force  to  your  own  counsels  in  the  practice  of  justice. 
If  another's  property  be  in  your  possession,  whether  taken  by  yourself, 
your  ofi&cers,  or  your  ancestors,  and  the  ownership  is  proven,  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  give  it  up ;  if  the  case  is  doubtful,  investigate  it  carefully  with  the 
aid  of  honest  and  intelligent  persons.  Take  great  pains  to  ensure  peace 
to  the  subjects  under  your  government.  Towards  your  servants  be  hon- 
est, liberal  and  a  man  of  your  word,  that  they  may  fear  and  love  you  as  their  . 
lord.  Preserve  intact  the  rights  and  liberties  of  the  cities,  which  your 
ancestors  have  conferred  upon  them,  and  do  not  lose  their  favor,  so  that 
your  enemies  and  your  Barons  may  fear  you.  Grant  the  clerical  benefices, 
conscientiously  only  to  well  qualified  men.  Refrain  from  beginning  wars, 
especially  against  Christians,  unless  you  are  forced  to  it.  Seek  to  allay 
dissensions  and  quarrels  among  your  subjects  in  every  possible  manner. 
Be  careful  to  find  good  judges  and  other  officers,  and  diligently  direct 
them  in  the  performance  of  their  duties.  Try  to  exterminate  vices,  es- 
pecially blasphemy.  Direct  your  own  household  economically  and  order- 
ly. Finally,  I  beg  you,  my  dear  son,  that  you  will  bear  in  mind  my  end, 
have  masses  said  for  my  soul,  offer  up  prayers  and  distribute  alms  through- 
out the  whole  kingdom.  I  give  you  all  the  blessing  that  an  affectionate 
father  can  give  his  son.  May  God  give  you  grace  to  do  His  will  daily, 
that  He  may  be  honored  by  you  in  every  way,  so  that  we  may  be  ^gether 
with  Him  after  this  life,  and  fear,  love,  and  praise  Him  without  end  in 
His  heavenly  kingdom.     Amen." 

What  evidence,  what  a  monument  of  a  God-fearing  king,  do  these  words 
furnish  as  much  by  their  unadorned  simplicity  as  by  their  spiritual  mean- 
ing !  Sanctified  earnestness  and  hearty  love,  clear  knowledge  and  rich 
experience  of  heart  and  life  are  alike  exhibited  in  them.  Bossuet  attri- 
butes to  the  grandfather  of  Louis  XV,  whom  ho  instructed  as  Dauphin, 
these  words  with  reference  to  this  letter  of  Louis  IX :  "  It  is  the  most 
glorious  inheritance  of  our  House,  and  we  must  esteem  ^it'  as  a  greater 
treasure  than  the  kingdom,  which  he  handed  down  to  his  posterity." 
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ILL-MANNERED  PEOPLE  AT  CHURCH, 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


Some  offensive  things  are  much  more  offensive  in  some  places  than  in  oth- 
ers. On  a  lady's  white  dress  a  speck  of  dust  is  more  noticeable  and  unplea- 
sant, than  on  the  grey,  threadbare  pants  of  a  teamster.  Sweet-scented  oint- 
ment is  spoiled  by  the  admixture  of  the  least  impurity.  Or,  as  Solomon 
hath  it,  **  Dead  flies  cause  the  ointment  of  the  apothecary  to  send  forth  a 
stinking  savor." 

Ill  manners  are  out  of  place  everywhere.  Yet  they  seem  more  so  in  the 
sanctuary  of  God  than  anywhere  else.  Devout  persons,  who  have  correct 
ideas  of  religious  propriety,  and  who  themselves  conform  to  them  in  their 
practice,  have  their  comfort  and  devotion  disturbed  by  the  slightest  marks 
of  rude  irreverence.  We  show  our  good  and  ill  manners  by  the  way  in 
which  we  enter  the  church.  To  me  it  is  a  great  help  to  devotion,  when 
I  see  persons  enter  the  house  of  God  with  becoming  religious  decorum. 
*'  Keep  thy  foot  when  thou  goest  to  the  house  of  God.''  When  thoughtlss 
men  jostle  through  the  door  and  aisles  as  if  they  were  at  a  political  meeting, 
keeping  their  hats  on  till  they  reach  their  pews,  gadding  about  all  over  the 
congregation,  and  when  seated  take  a  general  survey  of  the  whole  audi- 
ence, Ui  see  who  is  there  and  how  all  are  dressed,  one  painfully  feels  that 
they  are  out  of  place.  There  is  no  sin  in  admiring  pretty  clothes,  and 
the  taste  of  those  who  come  honestly  by  them.  But  the  church  is  not  the 
place  for  their  parade  and  exhibition. 

It  is  said,  that  the  late  eccentric  *'  father  Gruber,"a  Methodist  minister 
of  .some  notoriety  in  certain  counties  of  Pennsylvania,  was  a  man  of  great 
plainness  of  dress  and  speech.  It  seems  in  matters  of  dress,  however,  he 
and  his  wife,  Polly,  were  not  always  of  the  same  mind.  Once  upon  a 
time,  it  happened  that  the  goodly  matron's  bonnet  was  rather  the  worse 
for  the  wear,  besides  being  somewhat  out  of  date  in  style.  Vainly  she 
hinted  for  a  bonnet.  He  plead  a  want  of  funds.  Moreover  be  was  op- 
posed to  his  wife  making  any  display  of  fineness.  She  ought  to  be  a 
blameless  example  of  godly  matrons.  At  length  she  proposed  to  sell  a 
13  197 


Digitized  by 


Google 


198  Ill-Mannered  People  at  Church.  [July, 

certain  old  bureau,  which  they  could  dispense  with.  The  old  man  omi- 
nously shook  his  head.  Nothing  daunted,  Mrs.  Gruber  sold  the  bureau, 
and  with  the  price  of  it  bought  a  bonnet.  And  a  fine,  well-finished  boa- 
net  it  seems  to  have  been.  Now  she  could  go  to  church  like  other  ladies, 
arrayed  in  apparel  suitable  for  her  station.  So  thought  Polly  Gruber,  but 
not  so  her  plain  husband. 

My  lady  readers  know  full  well  that,  for  some  reason  or  another,  not  a 
few  of  their  sex  come  late  to  church  when  they  wear  a  new  dress  for  the 
first  time.  Now,  why  they  should  come  in  time  all  the  year  round,  save 
when  newly  rigged  oif,  we  must  let  wiser  people  decide.  But  that  there 
are  such  people  no  one  will  blame  me  for  saying.  Now,  sister  Gru}»er 
belonged  to  these  kind  of  people.  Whether  from  accident  or  design,  she 
entered  the  church  and  walked  down  the  aisle  with  her  new  bonnet,  when 
her  husband  was  about  opening  the  services.  As  lie  saw  her  coming,  he 
calmly  announced  to  the  congregation,  "  There  comes  Polly  Gruber,  with 
a  bureau  on  her  head."  Probably  the  earnest  old  man  wished  to  tell  his 
congregation,  that  they  should  never  make  a  parade  of  a  new  dress,  and, 
if  possible,  never  be  late  coming  to  church.  In  olden  times,  when  pas- 
tors "  spoke  right  out  in  meetinV  a  clergyman  in  Scituate  thus  addressed 
the  late  Mr.  Bryant :  "  Neighbor  Bryant,  it  is  to  your  reproach  that  you 
have  disturbed  the  worship  by  coming  late,  living  as  you  do,  within  a 
mile  of  this  place,  and  especially  so  since  here  is  Goody  Barstow,  who  has 
milked  seven  cows,  made  a  cheese,  and  walked  five  miles  to  the  house  of 
God  in  good  season." 

These  late  arrivals  at  church  distract  the  attention  of  the  worshipers. 
And  as  people  sit  with  their  backs  towards  the  doors,  it  is  no  easy  matter 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  all  that  enter.  A  curious  story  is  told  of  an  eccen- 
tric old  minister,  who  was  sorely  annoyed  by  a  habit  his  people  had  ac- 
quired of  twisting  their  necks  round  every  time  anybody  entered  the  door 
and  passed  up  the  aisle  of  the  church,  to  see  what  manner  of  person  it 
might  be.  VVearied  with  the  annoyance,  the  old  man  exclaimed,  one 
Sunday  ;  "  Brethren,  if  you  will  only  cease  turning  your  heads  round 
whenever  the  door  opens,  and  you  will  keep  your  attention  on  me,  I  will 
promise  to  tell  you,  us  I  preach,  who  it  is  that  comes  in."  Accordingly 
he  went  on  with  the  services,  and  presently  made  a  stop  as  one  of  the 

deacons  entered,  saying,  *'  That  is  Deacon ,  who  keeps  the  grocery 

opposite."  And  then  he  a.nnounced  in  turn  the  advent  of  each  individ- 
ual, proceeding  the  while  with  the  sermon  as  composedly  as  the  circum- 
stances would  admit,  when  at  last  a  stranger  came  in,  and  he  cried  out : 
*'A  little  old  man  in  green  spectacles,  and  a  drab  overcoat — don't  know 
him — ^you  can  all  look  for  yourselves."  It  is  hardly  necessary  to  add,  that 
the  good  man  carried  his  point,  and  there  was  but  little  neck-twisting  in 
his  congregation  after  that  day. 

Last  summer  I  was  called  upon  to  preach  at  the  consecration  of  a  cem- 
etery, in  one  of  the  rural  districts  of  Pennsylvania.  Several  thousand 
people  were  present.  Although  the  church  will  scarcely  seat  six  hun- 
dred persons,  the  building  was  not  filled.  More  than  half  of  the  people 
strolled  around  the  outside  of  the  church,  engaged  in  conversation,  to  the 
great  annoyance  of  the  congregation  inside.  In  vain  the  deacons  urged 
them  to  enter  the  unoccupied  pews.  They  had  not  come  there  to  worship 
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God.  Presently  the  clouds  came  to  the  help  of  church  officers.  A  copi- 
ous shower  of  raia  scattered  the  giddy  multitude,  many  of  whom  sought 
shelter  in  the  pews  and  aisles  of  the  church.  Of  course  their  tumultuous 
entrance  greatly  disturbed  the  worshiping  congregation,  and  disturbed 
me,  too,  in  my  endeavors  to  preach  the  Gospel.  It  is  said  that  Robert 
Hall  once  met  with  a  similar  instaoce.  While  he  was  preachin^Ti  groups 
of  persons  rushed  in  the  church  door  for  shelter  from  the  rain.  The  great 
man  paused  in  his  sermon  and  remarked :  "  I  have  often  heard  of  and 
known  people,  who  made  a  cloak  of  their  religion,  but  never  before  have 
I  seen  anybody  use  the  church  as  an  umbrella.'' 

Some  churches  are  afflicted  with  well-dressed  loafers,  who  form  long 
lines  aronnd  the  door^  to  stare  at  the  people  as  they  come  out,  and  make 
rude  remarks  as  they  pass.  It  of  course  betrays  a  sad  want  of  good  man- 
ners and  good  sense,  but  some  young  men  do  not  know  what  that  means. 
With  the  aid  of  the  gas-light,  you  can  see  their  faces.  They  look  perfectly 
calm,  as  if  unconscious  that  they  are  guilty  of  conduct  of  which  many  a 
rude  pauper  boy  would  be  ashamed.  Of  course  none  of  the  readers  of  the 
Guardian  ever  served  in  this  vulgar  army.  Help  us,  dear  friends,  to 
disband  this  ignominious  force.  By  your  example  and  argument  teach 
them  better  manners. 

Church-doors  were  made  for  a  specific  purpose ;  to  enable  people  to  go 
into  and  out  of  the  house  of  God.  For  that  let  them  be  used,  and  S)r 
that  only.  Do  not  stand  around  the  door  when  you  arrive  at  church,  but 
enter  at  once,  offer  a  short  prayer  as  you  reach  your  pew  for  yourself, 
your  pastor  and  the  congregation.  At  the  close  of  the  services  go  di- 
rectly home,  without  lingering  around  the  door. 

The  vile  use  of  tobacco  has  made  sad  havoc  with  many  churches. 
Whether  the  use  of  tobacco,  in  any  form,  is  a  sin  ;  whether  its  use  per 
se,  or  per  anything  eUe,  is  wrong  ]  whether  smoking,  chewing,  or  snuffing 
is  its  vilest  form  in  use,  is  not  the  question  here.  But  that  a  person,  who 
pollutes  a  carpet  or  floor  of  the  sanctuary  of  God  with  tobacco  filth,  is 
guilty  of  the  dirtiest  kind  of  irreverence,  which  is  tolerated  in  a  Christian 
community,  is  conceded  by  all  right-thinking  people.  Just  look  at  them. 
There  sits  one  trying  to  hit  the  spittoon  in  his  pew.  Many  a  time  he 
misses  the  mark,  but  leaves  an  ugly  mark  on  the  floor.  There  is  another, 
his  cheeks  distended  with  an  accumulation  of  saliva.  He  is  ashamed  to 
be  seen  spitting  on  the  floor.  He  cannot  hold  in  much  longer.  He  looks 
nervously  around  whether  any  one  will  be  likely  to  see  him.  See — there 
goes  a  stream  on  the  bare  floor.  The  poor  fellow's  mouth  is  relieved 
more  than  his  conscience.  Then,  as  you  go  out  of  the  church,  you  are 
shocked  with  the  appearance  of  the  pews  around  the  door.  Some  prefer 
to  occupy  these,  so  as  to  enjoy  their  tobacco  unnoticed.  I  am  not  giving 
a  description  of  my  own  church.  To  their  praise,  be  it  said,  the  congre- 
gation does  not  need,  and  would  not  tolerate  spittoons.  True,  occasionally 
one  sees  the  vile  trail  of  some  ill-mannered  being  near  the  church  door. 
A  few  days  ago  I  read  a  fiery  article  in  one  of  our  dailies,  written  by 
some  indignant  lady.  It  seems  some  brutal  rowdy  had  spat  tobacco  on 
her  dress,  as  she  passed  along  the  street.  She  avers  that  ladies'  dresses 
are  frequently  ruined  by  the  wilful,  outrageous  pollutions  of  low-bred 
men,  and  appeals  to  the  public  for  protection.     She  feels  keenly  insulted; 
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and  evidently  wields  her  pen  under  the  influence  of  a  towering  rage  , 
writing,  if  not  *'  in  thoughts  that  breathe,"  at  least  "  in  words  that  burn." 
I  can  sympathize  with  her  outraged  feelings.  Whenever  I  come  to  speak 
or  write  about  this  tobacco  nuisance  in  the  sanctuary,  I  am  tempted  to 
throw  a  club,  stone,  or  battle-axe  at  the  heads  of  the  dirty  offenders.  Of 
course,  figuratively  speaking,  oven  now  my  boiling  blood  admonishes  me 
to  close  this  article,  lest,  by  my  violent  language,  I  apply  a  remedy  which 
might  be  worse  than  the  disease. 

I  will  yet  remark,  that  this  last  specimen  of  bad  manners  is  distinctively 
and  exclusively  an  American  infirmity.  One  never  sees  an  Irishman  nor 
a  German,  be  he  Protestant  or  Catholic,  soil  the  floor  of  a  church  with  to- 
bacco. Both  these  classes  have  their  national  vices.  The  Irishman's  white 
clay  pipe — or.  at  least,  what  was  once  white — is  inseparable  from  his  being. 
Yet  he  never  smokes  in  church.  The  German,  too,  loves  his  long  pipe, 
but  never  desecrates  the  sanctuary  by  its  use.  The  Scotchman  loves  his 
pipe  and  snuff'-box — *•  his  luntin  pipe  and  sneshin-mill " — but  never  stains 
the  house  of  God  with  them.  One  can  travel  from  Bremen  to  Malta,  and 
from  London  to  Constantinople,  without  finding  a  single  church  defiled 
in  this  style.  It  is  no  wonder,  thut  European  tourists  in  this  country  are 
disgusted  with  people,  who  can  indulge  in  this  filthy  practice  in  the  most 
refined  society,  and  the  most  sacred  places.  On  his  first  visit  to  this 
country  Dickens  rebuked  it  with  unsparing  severity. 


A  PEASANT'S  FREAK,  AND  ITS  RESULTS. 


BY  MISS  R.  H.  8HIVELY. 


The  following  pleasing  story  (from  Von  Horn's  Spinnstube),  originally 
appeared  in  the  Chambersburg  Valley  Spirit,  Its  translator,  Miss  R.  H. 
Shively,  has  already  become  known  to  some  of  our  readers  through  an 
excellent  Sunday-school  book  (recently  issued),  entitled,  "The  Cottage 
by  the  Lake,"  which  she  translated  from  the  German.  *'The  Peasant's 
Freak,"  is  one  of  Von  Horn's  best  stories,  and  in  its  English  dress,  re- 
tains all  the  characteristic  charm  of  the  genial  original. 

For  the  benefit  of  our  younger  readers,  we  will  state,  that  on  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe,  both  Protestant  and  Catholic  churches  publish  the  ban 
of  marriage.  When  two  persons  are  affianced  to  be  married,  they  must 
inform  their  pastor,  who,  for  several  successive  Sundays,  reads  their  names 
and  intentions  to  marry,  from  the  pulpit,  in  connection  with  the  relig- 
ious services,  and  prays  God  to  give  them  much  joy.  This  announcement 
is  called  reading  or  publishing  the  "  bans,"  an  expression  which  occurs  in 
the  following  article.  With  the  views  and  feelings  prevailing  on  the  sub- 
ject of  marriage  in  this  country,  such  a  blowing  of  trumrets  about  one's 
matrimonial  intentions,  would  scarcely  be  relished.  What  a  tittering 
and  tattling  commotion  such  an  announcement  would  excite  in  the  congre- 
gation. A  great  flushing  of  faces,  and  fluttering  of  hearts,  too,  would  it 
produce  among  the  happily  affianced.     It  is  very  different  in  the  father- 
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land.  Such  an  announcement  causes  no  more  sensation,  tban  the  reading 
of  the  names  of  persons  to  be  confirmed.  And  ao  the  pastor  prays  for 
the  betrothed  pair,  many  a  heart  responds  a  devout  Amen. 

Miss  Shively,  and  Miss  Katherine  E.  Heyser,  have  kindly  consented  to 
contribute  regularly  to  the  pages  of  the  "  Guardian  "  Both  have  at  differ- 
ent times,  furnished  translations  for  the  press,  which  have  been  well  re- 
ceived. And  we  feel  confident  that  their  contributions  will  add  much  to 
the  entertainment  and  instruction  of  our  readers. — Ed.  of  Guardian. 

It  is  absolutely  impossible  for  the  most  skilful  story-teller  to  weave  a 
fiction   half  as  interesting  as  the  simple  tales  of  every-day  life  oflen  are. 

About  the  year  1862,  on  account  of  ill  health,  I  visited  the  Mineral 
Springs  in  the  Duchy  of  Nassau.  In  the  vicinity  resided  two  good  friends 
of  mine,  from  whom  I  heard  many  incidents,  both  grave  and  gay,  that 
had  occurred  ia  their  own  experience.  The  following  little  story  was 
among  these,  and  the  loved  and  honored  friend  who  related  it  to  me,  posi- 
tively assured  me  of  its  truth. 

In  a  certain  orderly  village  of  the  Upper  Wetteran  lived,  in  184:9,  a 
farmer,  who  was  the  guardian  of  a  rather  pretty  girl ;  she  was  good,  she 
was  rich,  and  she  was  approaching  the  age  at  which  she  might  be  sought  for 
a  wife.  Iler  guardian,  unfortunately,  had  so  little  conception  of  his  du- 
ties as  such,  or  rather,  so  much  too  large  an  idea  of  them,  that  he  fairly 
tyrannized  over  the  pretty  Barbara;  nothing  could  she  do,  except  what 
he  commanded.  As  concerns  marriage,  this  is  rather  a  bad  case;  for 
with  affairs  of  the  heart,  commands  have  nothing  to  do ;  the  sacred  con- 
tract must  be  founded  on  mutual  love  and  esteem,  and  no  command  on 
earth  can  change  indifference  to  esteem,  nor  aversion  to  love. 

Besides,  there  was  one  whom  Barbara  secretly  held  dear,  the  only  son 
of  a  poor  and  excellent  widow,  a  good,  brave  young  man;  but  this  match 
would  have  been  very  displeasing  to  the  guardian,  because  he  had  other 
plans  for  her;  and  the  maiden,  long  accustomed  to  his  tyrannical  will,  had 
not  now  the  courage  to  dispute  it. 

The  guardian  had  agreed  with  a  widower  of  his  acquaintance,  a  man  fifty 
years  of  age,  and  childless,  to  make  the  blooming  young  girl  accept  him  for 
her  husband.  Whether  this  compact  had  been  made  through  friendship, 
or  whether  in  consideration  thereof,  a  handsome  share  of  Barbjra's  inheri- 
tance was  to  find  its  way  into  her  honorable  guardian's  money-bags,  the 
gossip?  of  the  village  could  not  decide;  but  it  was  well  known,  that  an  ofb- 
repeated  saying  of  the  guardian  was :  "  No  pay,  no  work."  As  to  one 
thing,  however,  all  were  agreed,  which  was,  to  do  whatever  lay  in  their 
power  to  prevent  Barbara  from  becoming  the  old  sinner's  wife;  for  he 
was  a  miser  and  usurer,  with  a  reputation  considerably  damaged  in  other 
respects  besides. 

All  had  hitherto  gone  on  so  quietly,  that  no  one  had  dreamed  that  the 
old  widower  had  cast  his  red  eyes  upon  the  fair  young  girl  and  her  dowry. 
But  the  guardian  had  reduced  the  poor  child  to  such  an  extremity,  by  his 
persecutions,  that  she  was  at  last  obliged  to  consent,  if  she  would  have 
any  peace  in  her  life.     People  now  began  to  understand  how  matters  were 

foing;  for  the  roses  paled  on  the  cheeks  of  the  silent  and  suffering  girl; 
er  bright  eyes  grew  lustreless,  and  seemed  never  free  from  tears;  and 
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there  was  an  ezpressioD  of  distress  in  her  countenance  that  none  conld 
misunderstand.  By  the  next  Sunday,  all  was  clear  as  day-light;  the  hans 
were  published  in  the  church.  Usually,  when  the  bans  are  read,  people 
put  their  heads  together,  smiling,  and  whispering  to  each  other;  but  on 
this  occasion,  you  might  have  almost  said  that  an  ^^AchT'  of  fear,  surprise 
and  aversion^  sounded  through  the  whole  congregation.  One  alone  sat 
still  and  pale  as  a  corpse,  the  tears  that  flowed  down  his  cheeks  telling 
of  life's  joy  departed.     It  was  the  widow's  son,  whom  Barbara  loved. 

His  young  friends,  who  well  understood  those  silent  tokens  of  distress, 
whispered  to  him : 

"Don't  be  so  distressed,  Jacob!  We  are  not  at  the  end  of  the  affair 
yet,  and  your  comrades  will  not  desert  you.  The  girl  has  been  forced  to 
this;  in  eight  weeks  she  will  be  of  age,  her  guardian's  control  will  be  at 
an  end,  and  she  will  b^  free  I" 

"  What  difference  does  all  that  make,"  sighed  the  poor  fellow,  "  now 
that  the  bans  are  published  ?" 

"Don't  give  up  yet,  Jacob!  Let  them  publish!  There  is  some  time  yet 
before  the  wedding.  Things  must  go  on  until  the  day  before — only  trust 
to  us  and  say  nothing." 

That  Sunday  afternoon,  there  was  almost  an  uproar  in  the  village. 
The  people  stood  in  little  groups  in  the  street,  and  discussed  the  affair. 
The  glances  cast  towards  the  houses  of  the  guardian  and  the  bridci^room, 
had  so  little  of  love  or  of  pleasure  in  them,  that  the  two  were  uncomforta- 
ble enough,  even  within  their  own  four  walls,  nor  could  they  venture  to 
meet  each  other,  or  to  go  out  among  the  people.  But  they  comforted 
themselves  with  the  thought: 

"  Be  as  angry  as  you  please,  good  people !  Our  plans  are  laid;  and  you 
cannot  overthrow  them!" 

So  all  the  usual  forms  went  on,  but  the  discontent  of  the  people  in- 
creased. The  guardian  snapped  his  fingers  in  the  air,  and  said  to  himself, 
"  Let  them  chatter,  I  will  have  my  way !"  He  went  with  the  bridegroom 
to  the  Pastor,  and  appointed  the  wedding  day.  Two  days  before  it  ar- 
rived, his  wife  began  to  buy  meat,  and  to  bake  cakes;  and  the  guardian 
went  in  his  Sunday  clothes  to  invite  all  the  aunts  and  cousins,  far  and 
near,  to  Barbara's  wedding.  And  withal,  he  looked  around  so  proudly, 
and  self  complacently  upon  the  villagers,  as  who  should  say,  "  See  what  I 
have  brought  to  pass,  in  spite  of  all  your  ill-will  and  wrath !" 

Poor  Jacob  became  every  day,  more  dejected  and  comfortless, — for 
what  would  the  young  men  do,  what  could  they  do,  that  would  make  old 
gray-haired  red-eyed  Leonhard  give  up  his  bargain? 

They,  however,  knew  well  enough  what  they  intended;  even  the  young 
married  men  were  in  the  complot  against  the  old  sinner,  whom  nobody  in 
the  village  could  endure,  except  Barbara's  guardian,  just  such  another  as 
himself.  But  none  were  in  the  secret  except  those  that  had  laid  the  plan, 
and  brought  it  to  maturity. 

I  must  make  my  esteemed  reader  aware  of  two  things;  first,  that  Leon- 
hard,  the  proposed  bridegroom,  lived  alone  in  a  rather  large  one  storied 
house,  having  dismissed  his  servant  girl,  that  his  young  wife  might  re- 
duce his  expenses  by  doing  the  housework.  His  house  stood  with  the 
gable  end  toward  the  open  square  in  which  was  the  village   linden-tree — * 
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the  long  side  formed  the  corDer  of  a  street.  Oq  the  opposite  side,  was  a 
larjre  yard,  which  extended  also  across  the  other  gable-end.  This  is  the 
first  thing.  The  second  is  a  circumstance  closely  connected  with  the 
events  to  be  related.  The  community  owned  a  certain  wood,  which  was 
quite  near  the  village  on  the  north  side;  the  part  nearest,  however,  was 
rather  a  clearing,  than  a  wood ;  for  only  a  few  patriarchal,  almost  decayed 
oaks,  had  been  left  standing  there,  too  far  apart  even  to  touch  each  other. 

la  the  preceding  Spring,  the  town  had  cut  up  all  the  undergrowth  of 
this  wood,  into  small  sticks,  which  were  made  up  into  fagots.  This  was 
the'vay  in  which  the  clearing  had  been  made.  Thousands  of  these  fagots, 
made  principally  of  light  wood,  still  remained  on  the  spot  where  they 
had  been  tied;  for  the  peasants  intended  to  take  them  home  after  their 
field-labors  of  the  summer  should  be  over.  From  the  clearing  to  the  vil- 
lage was  not  a  distance  of  more  than  about  a  thousand  paces. 

So  much  of  explanation  is  necessary  for  the  understanding  of  the  events 
which  brought  old  Leon  hard  to  a  state  of  desperation. 

Well  aware  how  distasteful  his  marriage  was  to  the  villagers,  and  know- 
ing also,  that  the  young  people  would  be  glad  to  play  any  trick  upon  him, 
he  took  care,  on  the  eve  of  the  wedding-day,  to  close  his  shutters  tightly. 
The  moon  shone  bright,  and  it  was  almost  as  light  as  dav. 

The  old  man  had  cleaned  his  house  as  well  as  he  could  himself;  for  his 
servant-girl  had  already  left,  and  he  was  too  stingy  to  employ  any  one  by 
the  day;  he  was,  therefore,  quite  tired  out,  went  to  rest  early,  and  imme- 
diately fell  sound  asleep. 
,      Little  did  he  know  of  what  was  going  on  around  his  house  I 

As  soon  as  Leonhard  had  closed  his  shutters;  some  forty  men,  from 
different  directions,  went  hurrying  toward  the  clearing.  Each  one  took 
up  as  many  bundles  of  fagots  as  he  could  carry,  and  then^hastened  back 
to  the  village,  to  Leonhard's  house,  before  which  they  d  posited  the  fag- 
ots, as  quietly  and  as  close  as  possible.  A  number  still  remained  there, 
and  built  up  the  fagots  into  a  wall  as  high  as  the  eaves  of  the  house,  and 
close  against  it.  As  soon  as  the  work  was  finished  on  the  sides  toward 
the  square  and  the  street,  one  jumped  over  the  wall  into  the  yard 
and  opened  the  gate  for  the  rest,  and  did  the  same  thing  on  the 
other  long  side  and  gable-end.  At  last  all  was  finished.  Leonhard  was 
hlockaded  in  his  own  house.  In  the  most  perfect  silence,  all  had  been 
completed,  and  none  but  those  engaged,  suspected  what  was  going  on. 
The  few  who  had  passed  by,  carefully  repressed  their  laughter,  and  prom- 
ised to  keep  the  secret. 

Leonhard  had  slept  soundly.  How  long,  he  could  not  tell,  but  he  was 
suddenly  awakened  by  a  peculiar  crackling  sound.  Tiie  first  thought  was 
of  fire,  and  filled  with  unspeakable  terror,  he  sprang  out  of  bed  and  rushed 
to  the  window.  He  attempted  to  push  open  the  shutters,  but  met  with 
resistance  from  without.  A  fresh  terror,  a  new  cry  of  dismay !  Pitch- 
darkness,  as  high  as  the  roof,  where  the  crevice  let  in  the  moonlight  The 
shutter  was  far  enough  open  to  allow  him  to  put  his  arm  through. 

Fagots  everywhere,  as  far  as  he  could  reach ! 

"They  are  going  to  burn  me  alive,  in  my  own  house  !*'  he  exclaimed, 
and  commenced  shrieking  with  all  his  might,  *'  Help,  help,  fire !" 

Oaly  a  shout  of  laughter  from  many,  many  voices,  answered  his  cry. 
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He  stood  dumb.  Then,  in  familiar  tones,  he  heard  wishes  of  happiness 
for  his  wedding  on  the  next  morning, — questions  as  to  how  he  was  going 
to  the  bride,  or  how  she  could  get  to  him  ?  then  again  a  roar  of  uncon- 
trollable merriment. 

All  the  villagers  ran  to  the  spot;  the  laughter  increased;  a  hundred 
voices  took  up  the  chorus  of  derision  and  abuse. 

Weeping  with  rage  and  terror,  he  pulled  the  shutter  close  again,  struck 
a  light,  and  dressed  himself  *'  Perhaps  the  other  sides  of  the  house  are 
free !"  thought  he,  and  went  from  one  window  to  another,  softly  opening 
the  shutters,  but  everywhere  the  same  terrible  wall  of  fagots,  blocking  up 
every  outlet  to  the  house.  A  prisoner  in  his  own  house, — the  object  of 
crushing  mockery,  ridicule,  and  jeers,  without  means  of  helping  himself, 
without  hope  of  help  from  any  other  quarter,  where  he  was  universally 
detested!  He  knew  it  all,  and  the  knowledge  brought  despair.  He  ran 
up  and  down  as  though  he  were  crazy,  while  the  wild  uproar  without,  was 
never  intermitted.  It  was  too  much !  He  sank  upon  his  bed;  buried 
his  head  in  its  feathery  covering,  cursed  the  very  thought  of  his  marriage 
with  Barbara,  and  wept  aloud  in  his  rage  and  fear. 

As  already  said,  all  the  villagers  had  gathered,  and  were  giving  vent 
to  their  feelings  in  taunts  and  laughter. 

Barbara's  guardian  was  in  bed  when  the  hallooing  commenced.  He 
could  not  tell  \^rhat  the  noise  meant, — but  the  first  thought  with  him,  too, 
was  that  of  fire.  He  quickly  dressed,  called  Barbara,  ordered  his  wife  to 
pack  up  in  baskets,  chests  and  bags,  every  thing  of  value  in  the  house, 
and  hurried  away  in  the  direction  of  the  noise. 

Dumb  with  amazement,  with  mortification  and  anger,  he  stood  staring  * 
at  the  gigantic  wall  of  fagots.     He  was  immediately  surrounded  by   a 
crowd  of  people,  and  some  venerable  old  men  took  him  to  task  for  his 
shameful  dealing,  and  with  no  leniency,  but    in  the   severest   manner. 

They  indicated  to  him  what  threatened  himself,  if  he  did  n  .t  prevent 
the  intended  marriage,  and  pointed  out  the  disgrace  which  rested  upon 
the  bridegroom.  So,  pressed  on  all  sides,  he  spoke  out  in  the  presence  of 
the  crowd  of  villagers,  "  Never  shall  Leonhard  be  the  husband  of  Barba- 
ra!" 

"  Woe  to  you,"  responded  many  voices,  "  if  you  do  not  keep  your  word !" 

He  had  not  the  courage  to  tell  of  it,  but  several  men  accompanied  him 
home,  and  stood  as  witnesses  while  he  announced  to  Barbara,  that  the  be- 
trothal was  null  and  void.  They  brought  the  intelligence  back,  and  now 
arose  the  cry, 

"Leonhard!  To  the  window!" 

Not  until  the  cry  had  been  repeated  over  and  over  again,  accompanied  by 
threats  that  the  pile  of  fagots  should  be  lighted  if  he  did  not  comply, — 
not  till  then  could  he  overcome  the  feelings  that  sti  uggled  within  him, 
and  listen  to  their  demands.  Then  the  proposal  was  made  to  him,  that 
if  he  would  give  up  Barbara,  the  fagots  should  be  immediately  removed, 
otherwise — !     The  threat  was  sufficient, — he  vowed  compliance. 

"To  the  work  then,  townsmen!"  cried  a  power' ul  voice,  in  which 
Leonhard  thought  he  recognised  that  of  the  magistrate,  and  instantly 
boys,  youths  and  men,  girls  and  women,  set  about  carrying  back  the  fag- 
ots to  the  clearing  whence  the  builders  of  the  wall  had  brought  them ; 
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and  before  the  day  broke,  onlj  a  few  broken  splinters  of  wood  remained 
of  a  wall,  the  like  of  which  I  suppose,  has  never  before  or  since  been 
built. 

The  promises  were  kept;  for  the  fear  of  public  opinion  sat,  like  an  incu- 
bus, astride  of  the  shoulders  of  both  guardian  and  bridegroom. 

Leonhard  could  not  endure  the  ridicule  of  his  towns  people.  The  very 
Dext  week,  he  put  up  his  house  and  field  at  auction ;  Jacob,  the  poor 
widow's  son,  and  Barbara's  lover,  at  a  hint  from  the  latter,  bid  for  both, 
aod  for  the  best  of  the  moveables.     No  one  opposed  him. 

When  the  eight  weeks  were  gone,  which  made  Barbara  mistress  of  her 
hand  and  her  will,  the  Pastor  again  read  the  bans  for  her  and  the  good 
Jacob,  and  joy  beamed  from  every  countenance  in  the  church. 


DEB  ALTE  PENNSYLVANISCHE  BAUEB. 

(From  the  English  of  Bayard  Taylor.) 


BY    PERKIOMEN. 


I. 


Well,  well !  'sis  doch  plessierlich  now,  die  Luft  is  sanft  wie  Moi. 
Doch  steht  juscht  Martz,  der  zwanzigt  erscht,  dort  rum,  sure,  in  der  Roi. 
Der  Reuwen  plugt  schun's  Welschkorn  Land  ;  hab  g'denkt  es  wJlr  noch  zeh, 
Seh  awer  now  die  Farcht  rum,  ich  denk  es  muss  doch  geh. 

IT. 

So  ei'g'spart  sey  is  schier  net  g'lebt ;  en  Offa  is  keh  Sun. 
Wann  ich  net  selver  noh  geh  kann,  trag  ich  Verluscht  davun  ; 
Ich  b&tt  juscht  g'rad  fort  bauVe  soUe;  niei  Lout'  hen  queer  gedenkt, 
A  Is  wann  en  Mann  vun  achtzig  Johr  ah  nimme  bosse  kennt  I 

III. 

Erscht  wie  mei  Fatter  achtzicj  war  \xx\funfy  wees  ich,  war's  mei ;  ^ 
Un  er  hot  schlechte  Auge  g'hat  un  Rheumatis  debei. 
Ich  hab  fort  g'schafft  im  alte  Style,  noh  war  er  doch  gepleast ; 
Mei  Reuwen  machtder  Faschuii  noh,  un  wann's  michah  verdreast. 

IV. 

Die  fudlich  Porch  hab  ich  cebaut;  ich  frai  mich  noch  devor ; 

Mer  hen  ah  keh  so  Friih-Johr g'hat,  die  fii'if  un  zwanzig  Johr! 

Wie  schnell  geht  ah  die  Zeit !    VA\  Woch,  war  niir's  (un  des  unner  Ait,) 

Doh  hen  sie  uf  em  Feld  gebascht,  now  seh !  der  Plug,  der  geht. 


Wie  ich  noch  yung  war  gieng  die  Zeit  noch  langsam  Ox-gang  fort, 
Now  awer  is  sie'm  Race-Gaul  gleich,  der  springt  for's  Geld  so  hart. 
Un  doch  full  ich  mei  Zeit  schleht  uf,  war  mud  wann  ich  doh  buck  ; 
Wollt  liewer  ploge  Arm  un  Beh*,  aiS  denke  mit  meim  Kup. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


206  Der  AUe  Pennsylvanische  Bauer.  [July, 

VI. 

Dort  is  der  Marshall  un  sei  Soh,  sie  fange  now  juscht  ah  ; 

Fer  was  nehmt  er  net's  anner  Feld?  Dart  is  nix  drin  und  dra. 

Sell  sollt  'mohl  gut  gekallickt  sei, — sie  sin  en  arrig  Set ! 

Sie  maine  Schwam-Dreck  war  ah  gut,  keh  Welschkorn  gebt's  ich  wett ! 

VII. 

Dort  in  der  Fern  macht's  Browne-Haus  ah  ball  e  Mohl  en  show  j 
iSei  Baum,  sie  ware  arrick  kleh;  now  waxe  sie  net  schlo  ! 
Sie  iia5e*8  scho,  zwe  Acker  voll  mit  Ever-greena  un  Schmous  ; 
Doch  so  viel  Land  I  dea  bringt  ihm  sure  enough,  keh  Brodt  in's  Haus. 

VIII. 

Er  hot  en  Recht  zu  thu  mit  seim,  ich  g'steh's,  wie  es  ihm  suit, 

Doch  is  sei  Beispiel  l»63,  un  for  die  Yunge  Leute  net  gut ; 

Die  Whip-Hand griekt  die  Bu-her-Kunscht,  des  Schaffe,  des  sterbt  aus, 

Un  fer  die  wu  lang  noch  uns  sin,  werd  es'  Mohl  ivveraus  I 

IX. 

Der  Reuwen  is  uf  derer  Seit,  die  Fuhr  kummt  widder  her; 

Ich  seh  wie  tief  er's  Schaar  nei  lust,  es  strainM  die  Gaul  un's  G*scherr  ; 

Es  war'  ke  Steh'  uf  sellem  Feld.  now  plugt  er  so  tief  uf. 

Er  griekt's  ball  wie  en  Turupike-Stross,  die  Schoof  verhungre  druff. 


Der  Fatter  wann  er  lawe  th5t,  wie  war's  ihm  doch  en  Graul, 
Des  yunge  Lent  so  Noschuns  hen,  un  bau're  now  "  in  style  ^^'^ 
'Sis  ann'rer  **  Stock"  un  anner  Grass ;  patent  Pliig  un  Reclie. 
Funf  hunnert  Thaler  fer  en  BulII  des  that  ihm's  Hertz  breche. 

XI. 

Die  Zucker-Mople  laufe  ball;  ich  seh  en  rolher  Topf, 
Dort  drunne  wu  der  klor  Strich  geht  ivver  dem  Schwam  sei  Kopf. 
Hoch  Schwam-Kraut  waxt  als  an  der  Run  ;  mer  seht  so  Giiiaes  gem. 
Der  Waitze  awer  hot  die  Farb,  sell  is  der  Lewens-Kern. 

XII. 

Sie  lowe's  als,  wie  sch6  ich's  het ;  un  Alles  war  so  gut, 
Konnt  watsche  uf  der  Porch  beim  Tag,  die  Sens,  es  Reff  un  Plug  ; 
Konntschlofe  Summers  dort  am  Baum,  un  Winters  in  der  Sun, 
That  Hewer  selver  Alles  thu,  ooh  wisst  ich  ah  davun. 

XIII. 

Well,  denk  wohl  ich  bin  now  alt,  doch  wie  kurtz  is's  mir  entfernt, 
Doh  hut  der  Reuwen  Grass  versprait ;  der  Jess  hut's  Maye  g'lernt  ; 
Der  William  g'recht,  der  Isr'l  g'hackt,  der  Joe  hotg'schaflfb  mit  mir  j 
Doch  sin  mei  Buwa  net  wie  ich,  sie  ware's  net  bei  near  ! 

XIV. 

Ich  hass  em  Bill  sei  Luschta  net,  noch  Bucher  un  meh  Licht; 
Nie  hut  er  G'schick  zum  Bau're  g'hat,  es  weist  sich  ah  im  G'sicht ; 
Jah,  scho  is  der,  der  ah  scho  thut,  der  Bill  der  thut  ah  des  ; 
Un  was  fer  Fraid  war's  mir  wann  ich  so  sage  konnt  vum  Jess. 
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XV. 

'Sis  e  Schwartz  Schoof  in  jedem  Stall,  bei  mir  schlagt's  ah  net  fail. 
Doch  war  ich  letz  zum  zwette  Mohl,  ufs  Bond  zu  geh  fer  Bail ; 
'Sis  wohl  sei  ffanze  Erbschaft  net,  doch  Interesse  sin  fort ; 
In  zehe  Johr  nUt  ich  now  schun  zwe  tausend  Thaler  g'hat. 

XVI. 

*Si8  net  der  Werth  des  ich  noch  heil ;  un  doch  macht's  mich  ganz  krank  ? 
Wu  g'spart  un  g'shafiY  werd  wie  ich  hab,  sollt  mehner  sei  im  Schank. 
Ea  war  mir  keh  Zoll  Land  Yerluscht,  sell  is  mir  noch  zur  Ehr, 
Un  wann  ich  ah  keh  Keicher  bin,  Armuth  is  net  mei  Schare. 

XVII. 

Well,  well !  schnn  zehe  tausend  Mohl  hav  ich  all  des  gedenkt : 
Wann  ich  mei  Waitze  g'schnitte  hab,  un  an  meim  Kleh  gewendt : 
Ich  war's  ah  schun  ganz  sat  gewest,  un  wunsch  fer  Eppea  achunscht 
Doch  was  schunscht  hav  ich  g'lernt  un  g*h6rt,  des  is  mei  enz'ge  Kunscht. 

XVIII. 

Verleicht  is  ah  mei  Zeit  ball  aus,  ich  iS-ircht  mich  ah  gar  net ; 
I^iemand  betroge, — Schulde  frei, — wie  jeder  Mann  sei  i^olt. 
Sie  h&se's  Rah  wu  mir  dort  hen.  doch  Schaffe  is  keh  Sun  ; 
Wann  Wasser  dort  is,  un  en  Feld,  dann  is  ah  Land  darin. 


OUB  HAND-WBITING. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


An  eminent  British  writing-master,  of  the  last  century,  considered 
writing  one  of  the  tine  arts.  And  a  fine  art  it  is  to  be  able  to  write  a  fine 
hand.  Whilst  the  matter  of  a  man's  writing,  the  thoughts  which  he  has 
to  write,  are  the  chief  thing,  the  manner  is  likewise  of  great  importance. 
Lavater  and  others  are  of  opinion  that  a  person's  disposition  and  talent 
can  be  seen  in  part  from  his  letters  and  his  hand-writing.  Shenstone 
Fays,  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  I  want  to  see  Mrs.  Jago's  hand  writing,  that 
I  may  judge  of  her  temper." 

An  able  writer  says  :  "Assuredly  nature  would  prompt  every  individual 
to  have  a  distinct  sort  of  writing,  as  she  has  given  a  peculiar  countenance, 
a  voice,  and  a  manner.  The  flexibility  of  the  muscles  differs  with  every 
individual,  and  the  hand  will  follow  the  direction  of  the  thoughts,  and 
the  emotions  and  the  habits  of  the  writers.  The  phlegmatic  will  portray 
his  words  while  the  playful  haste  of  the  volatile  will  scarcely  sketch  them ; 
the  slovenly  will  blot,  and  efface,  and  scrawl,  while  the  neat  and  orderly- 
minded  will  view  themselves  in  the  paper  before  their  eyes.  The  mer- 
chant's clerk  will  not  write  like  the  lawyer  or  the  poet.  Even  nations  are 
distinguished  by  their  writing ;  the  vivacity  and  variableness  of  the 
Frenchman,  and  the  delicacy  and  suppleness  of  the  Italian,  are  perceptibly 
distinct  from  the  slowness  and  strength  of  pen  discoverable  in  the  phleg- 
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matic  German,  Dane,  and  Swede.  When  we  are  in  grief,  we  do  not  write 
as  we  should  in  joy.  The  elegant  and  correct  raind  which  has  acquired 
the  fortunare  habit  of  a  fixity  of  attention,  will  write  with  scarcely  an 
erasure  on  the  page,  as  Fenelon,  and  Gray,  and  Gibbon,  while  we  find  in 
Pope's  manuscripts  the  perpetual  struggles  of  correction,  and  the  eager 
and  rapid  interlineations  struck  off  iu  heat." 

In  the  Advocate's  Library,  in  Edinburgh,  Scotland,  a  letter  of  Charles 
I,  of  England,  is  preserved.  He  was  born  in  the  year  1600,  and  at  the 
.time  of  writing  it,  may  have  been  eight  or  ten  years  old.  This  letter  was 
written  to  his  father,  while  Charles  was  away  at  school.  It  is  short,  and 
the  letters  and  words  are  laboriously  scrawled  on  the  paper,  just  as  a  boy, 
who,  in  the  pride  of  his  first  attempt  at  letter-writing,  would  be  likely  to 
make.  The  paper  has  turned  yellow,  as  well  it  may,  after  250  years  have 
passed  over  it.     Charles  writes  : 

''  Sweet  Sweete  Father  i  learae  to  decline  substantiroa  and  adjeotires  give  me  your 
blessing  i  thank  jou  for  my  beet  man. 

•' Your  louTely  Son,  YORK." 

The  same  Library  contains  the  original  article  of  confession  and  pro- 
test which  the  Scotch  Covenanters  signed  in  1580.  They  were  persecuted 
for  con.-cience'  sake,  and  were  ready  to  endure  and  to  die  in  defence  of 
their  convictions.  Not  a  few  of  them  evidently  had  more  zeal  than  learn- 
ing. It  is  said  that  some,  not  having  pen  and  ink,  wrote  their  names  to 
this  paper  with  blood,  which,  by  a  cut,  they  extracted  from  the  tip  of  a 
finger.  Thus  finger  and  blood  took  the  place  of  pen  and  ink.  Some  of 
the  signers  were  either  very  nervous,  or  had  not  learned  to  write,  their 
names  being  crooked  and  very  poorly  written. 

No  wonder,  indeed,  that  the  name  should  be  written  with  a  trembling 
hand,  when  one  knows  that  the  writing  of  it  just  there  and  then  will  cost 
him  his  head.  While  Sir  Thomas  More  was  awaiting  his  execution  in 
London  Tower,  he  wrote  a  few  lines  of  affection  to  his  beloved  wife,  Mar- 
garet. As  pen  and  ink  were  denied  him,  he  wrote  with  a  piece  of  clear 
coal  taken  from  the  hearth.  He  tells  her  that  ''  This  letter  is  written 
with  ooal,  but  that  to  express  his  love  a  peck  of  coals  would  ni)t  suffice." 
Although  he  knew  that  his  head  would  be  cut  off  a  few  days  later,  he 
wrote  with  a  steady  hand,  and  a  firm,  hopeful  heart. 

Very  interesting  and  instructive  are  the  signatures  affixed  to  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence.  The  original  copy  of  this  historical  document 
furnishes  a  curious  sample  of  the  penmanship  of  Thomas  Jefferson.  But 
rarely  crossing  the  letter  t,  or  dotting  i,  interlining  and  erasing,  one  would 
scarcely  infer  from  this  paper  that  he  was  one  of  the  most  accurate  and 
erudite  statesmen  which  America  has  produced.  Every  name  to  this 
document  is  a  sort  of  an  index  to  the  character  of  the  person  whom  it 
represents.  John  Hancock's  bold  and  hopeful  name  is  a  joy  to  behold. 
Good  Stephen  Hopkins  suffered  with  a  nervous  disease,  which  his  name 
clearly  shows.  Washington  writes  his  name  in  a  rapid,  running  hand, 
clearly  legible,  yet  with  some  of  the  letters  imperfectly  formed.  John 
Quincy  Adams*  signature  has  every  letter  carefully  and  distinctly  drawn, 
without  any  sign  of  dash  or  hurry.  With  a  firm  hand  it  is  written,  just 
as  he  was  a  firm  man,  unshaken  in  his  principles,  and  fearlessly  proclaim, 
ing  them  in  the  face  of  intimidating  majorities.  Gray  writes  a  soft,  even- 
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femiQiQe  hand,  just  sach  as  we  might  expect  from  the  author  of  the 
Elegy;  a  man  of  gentle  mould,  loving  to  recline  on  the  shaded  banks  of 
favorite  streams,  dreamily  listening  to  the  rustling  of  the  leaves,  and  the 
rippling  ot'  the  water. 

Sydney  Smith  writes  a  miserable  scrawl.  A  signature  before  me  has 
an  e  blotted,  an  m  converted  into  an  n,  and  the  whole  name  looking  like 
the  work  of  a  man  being  full  of  fun  and  frolic,  who  is  never  happier  than 
am(fng  a  circle  of  friends  around  a  leg  of  mutton. 

Washington  Irving's  hand  discloses  little  of  his  characteristic  peculiari- 
ties. After  writing  twenty  volumes  of  the  most  fascinating  reading  which 
American  authorship  has  produced,  we  need  scarcely  wonder  that  his  sig- 
nature should  bear  the  marks  of  a  careless  hurry.  Longfellow's  name,  like 
his  face,  is  pleasant  to  behold. 

Here  is  a  note  I  received  from  Lydia  Jane  Pierson,  a  few  years  before 
her  death  : 

*'  Editors  MetMcnger: 

(iKHTLBMES^— Your  kind  letter  did  not  reaoh  me  nntil  Saturday  evaning,  the  15th  inst. 
I  bare  done  my  best  to  oblige  yoa,  but  it  has  seemM  to   me,  that  all  my  indifferent  ac- 
qnaintanoes  have  made  it  their  busineHS  to  call   on  me  morning,  afternoon,  or  evening, 
thifl  week.     ...     I  fear  this  will  be  late.         Yours  truly, 
Adrian,  Dec.  2l8t,  lb60.  L.  J.  PIERSON." 

The  above  is  written  in  a  somewhat  masculine  hand.  The  L  of  her 
name  looks  like  a  j.  At  thir^  time  her  hand  felt  the  weight  of  years,  and 
still  more  the  cross  of  uncomplaining  sorrow.  Some  of  her  mental  pecu- 
harities  were  perceptibly  masculine,  which  are  reflected  in  her  manner  of 
writing.  The  note  was  sent  with  a  poem  which  she  wrote  for  the  *'  Re- 
formed Messenger." 

Since  commencing  this  article,  a  friend  placed  a  work  into  my  hands 
containing  the  autographs  of  the  Rulers,  Statesmen,  and  Scholars  of  the 
earth.  What  a  singular  specimen  of  name-writing  the  sovereigns  of 
France  present.  Louis  XIV  writes  his  name  like  a  school-boy  making 
his  first  attempt  at  "  large  hand/'  who,  with  trembling  hands,  tills  up  the 
space  between  two  lines  of  his  copy  book.  Louis  XVI  is  little  better. 
Louis  Philippe's  is  written  with  greater  care  and  skill,  with  the  i's  dotted 
and  the  curves  carefully  drawn.  Napoleon's  name  is  written  with  a  bold, 
half  careless  daph,  as  much  as  to  say,  **  get  out  of  my  way ;  I  will  have 
nothing  or  all." 

Queen  Elizabeth,  of  England,  writes  a  name  not  unlike  some  of  the 
hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  monuments.  Of  its  kind,  it  is  an  original, 
unlike  anybody  else's  signature  of  ancient  or  modern  times,  just  as 
"  Queen  Bess"  herself  was  an  original  character.  Mary  Queen  of  Scots 
writes  her  name  with  a  clearer  and  bolder  hand.  And  so  Marie  An- 
toinette, wife  of  Louis  the  XIV,  both  of  whom  were  slain  as  royal  mar- 
tyrs. Victoria's  name  looks  more  feminine  than  any  of  the  above.  In- 
deed -none  of  these  royal  hands  write  with  the  neatness  and  delicacy  com- 
mon to  their  sex. 

Talleyrand,  the  great  French  statesman,  held  that  language  was  de- 
signed to  conceal  and  disguise  our  thoughts^  and  he  writes  his  name  as  if 
he  intended  to  puzzle  all  who  might  attempt  to  decipher  it.  It  looks  not 
anlike  a  specimen  of  Arabic.     Robespierre  writes  his  name  as  we  might 
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expect  of  one  who  flooded  the  streets  of  Paris  with  human  blood.  The 
small,  black  letters  are  drawn  with  crabbed  care. 

Apart  from  the  moral  significance  of  our  writing,  all  young  people 
ought  to  cultivate  a  neat  and  legible  hand.  We  have  received  letters 
from  graduates  of  colleges,  written  in  a  hand  of  which  many  a  Sunday 
School  boy  would  be  ashamed.  The  letters  towards  the  end  of  words 
were  a  mere  dash  of  the  pen.  The  t,  1,  h,  and  b  were  all  alike.  The  u, 
n,  m,  w,  r,  and  v  could  not  be  told  apart.  From  a  few  brethren  we  re- 
ceive letters  that  are  beautiful  specimens  of  writing.  In  my  admiration 
of  the  hand  I  sometimes  become  indifferent  about  the  thoughts.  Every 
letter  is  as  perfectly  formed  as  those  printed  with  type. 

Our  lady  contributors  all  write  a  neat,  precise  hand,  without  erasures 
or  interlineations.  Indeed  they  far  excel  "  Queen  Bess  "  in  this  accom- 
plishment. We  advi*ie  our  yonng  readers  to  cultivate  this  branch  of  the 
*'  fine  arts.''  Not  only  learn  to  write  a  neat,  distinct  hand,  but  see  to  it 
that  you  will  have  something  to  write  about.  For  the  best  hand  in  the 
world  cannot  atone  for  a  want  of  ideas. 


WILLIAM  OF  OBANGE. 

From  the  German  of  neinrich  Heppe. 

BT  L.  H.  s. 

*"  The  seventeen  Provinces  of  the  Netherlands,  which  had  become  a 
possession  of  the  house  of  Hapsburg  towards  the  close  of  the  fifleenth 
century,  were  a  bright  pearl  in  the  shining  crown  worn  by  the  Emperor, 
Charles  V. 

There  lived  in  the  numerous  and  well-fortified  cities  of  that  land  an 
active,  energetic  people,  who  had  acquired  wealth  and  cultivation  by  their 
skill  in  every  variety  of  handicraft,  their  diligent  attention  to  commerce, 
and  their  attendance  upon  excellently-managed  schools. 

The  Reformation-movement  of  the  fifteenth  century  had,  from  the 
very  commencement,  found  such  sympathy  in  the  Netherlands,  that  when 
it  burst  like  a  storm  upon  the  people  of  the  West,  a  door  was  already 
open  for  the  Gospel  in  many  other  parts  of  the  Netherlands  besides  the 
Augustinian  cloisters.  Luther's  version  of  the  Bible  was  soon  translated 
into  Low  Dutch,  and  was  diligently  studied ;  and  soon  afterwards  small 
Evangelical  congregations  were  formed  here  and  there,  especially  in  the 
cities.  Then  the  Keformation  current,  particularly  of  jthe  Calvinistic 
stamp,  streamed  from  France  through  the  Provinces.  Lutheran  elements, 
which  came  over  from  Germany,  were  also  not  wanting. 

The  Emperor,  Charles  V,  having  been  born  in  Ghent,  was  specially 
devoted  to  his  Netherland  Provinces.  Wherefore  he  believed  he  must 
accomplish;  at  any  price  in  the  Netherlands,  that  which  he  vainly  tried 
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in  Germany,  viz. :  the  purification  of  his  empire  from  the  stain  of  heresy. 
And  hence  Charles  suffered  the  confessors  of  the  Gospel  in  the  Nether- 
lands to  he  butchered  by  hundreds  and  thousands.  After  this  countless 
sacrifice  had  been  made,  the  Inquisition  of  the  Emperor  commenced,  in 
the  year  1550,  the  bloody  work  with  still  more  fearful  severity  In 
accordance  with  the  Edict  of  September  25  of  that  year,  all  heretics 
were  to  be  punished  with  death,  Anabaptists  and  renegades  burned  alive 
female  heretics  buried  alive ;  their  heads  were  to  be  impaled,  their  pro* 
perty  confiscated,  etc. 

Two  years  later  the  treaty  of  Passau  was  made,  and,  afterwards,  the 
religious  peace  of  Augsburg.  The  Emperor  saw  that  his  struggles 
towards  the  establirthment  of  true  Catholic  universal  monarchy  were 
fruitless.  He  had  become  weary.  Exactly  four  weeks  after  the  ratifica- 
tion of  the  religious  peace  at  the  Imperial  Diet  of  Augsburg,  on  the 
twenty-eighth  day  of  October,  1555,  the  Emperor  seated  upon  his  throne, 
iu  Brussels,  the  Brabantian  capital,  surrounded  by  the  dignitaries  of  the 
land,  surrendered  the  government  into  the  hands  of  his  son,  Philip. 

The  history  of  nearly  every  people  gives  us  an  account  of  some  princes, 
who  have  ruled  as  tyrants,  and  history  places  among  these  tyrants  the 
name  of  Philip,  of  Spain.  Among  such  tormentors  of  the  people  in 
modern  history,  he  stands  forth  as  a  very  peculiar  phenomenon.  For 
while  the  history  of  all  other  rulers,  who  have  rendered  themselves 
.  notorious  by  the  merciless  severity  and  unbridled  licentiousness  of  their 
government,  exhibits  still  some  traits  of  character  through  which  a 
nobler  manhood  faintly  gleams,  not  the  slightest  trait  is  to  be  found  in 
Philip,  that  might  invest  with  any  attraction  the  picture  of  the  most 
dreadful  tyrant  ever  seen  by  a  Christian  people. 

Even  in  the  first  year  of  his  reign  he  re-enacted  the  terrible  edict 
proclaimed  by  Charles  Y,  in  1550,  against  the  heretics.  It  was  the  wish 
of  the  tyrant  to  exterminate  heresy  in  the  Netherlands  by  the  extermin- 
ation of  the  heretics. 

Philip,  indeed,  did  not  deceive  himself  as  to  the  difficulties  which  the 
execution  of  his  plans  would  provoke.  He  saw  that  he  would  be  obliged, 
above  all,  to  have  peace  with  other  nations,  on  which  account  he  brought 
the  war,  in  which  he  was  involved  with  France,  to  an  end  as  <|uickly  as 
possible.  Lamoral,  Count  of  Egmont,  Prince  of  Garvro,  had  routed  the 
French  army,  in  August,  1557,  at  St.  Quentin  and  Gravelines.  Instead 
of  pushing  the  advantage  gained,  Philip  extended  his  hand  for  the 
establishment  of  peace.  In  his  name  the  notorious  Bishop  of  Arras, 
•  Granvella,  a  cold,  crafty,  sharp-sighted  diplomat,  not  a  hair  of  whose 
head  was  spiritually  inclined,  represented  to  the  Cardinal  of  Lotheringen, 
in  an  interview  at  Peronne,  that  the  extermination  of  heretics  was  the 
imperative  duty  of  both  Spain  and  France,  and  opened  up  the  negotia- 
tions which  were  afterwards  conducted  by  the  Duke  of  Alva  directly 
with  King  Henry  II  of  France.  In  consequence  of  this,  William  of 
Orange,  with  some  other  nobles  of  the  land,  came  to  the  French  Court, 
as  personal  hostages  for  the  complete  execution  of  the  conditions  of 
peace  agreed  upon.  King  Henry  imagined  him  to  be  thoroughly  ac- 
quainted with  the  thoughts  and  plans  of  his  King,  and  henoe  did  not 
hesitate  to  speak  with  him,  during  a  hunt  in  the  forest  of  Vincennes,  of 
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•the  plot  sketched  out  by  him  and  the  Duke  of  Alva.  William  of  Oraoge 
learned  with  horror,  that  it  involved  nothing  less  than  a  "  Sicilian  ves- 
per," in  which  the  principal  Protestants  of  the  two  kingdoms  were  to  be 
destroyed  on  one  fixed  day.  The  execution  of  the  fearful  plot  was  pre- 
vented by  the  splinter  which  Henry  II  received  in  his  eye  from  the  lance 
of  Montgomery  in  a  tilt,  and  which  put  an  end  to  his  life.  This  plot 
was,  however,  of  world-historical  importance,  since,  on  account  of  it, 
William  of  Orange  was  stimulated  ta  enter  upon  a  path,  in  which  he 
was  gradually  compelled  to  wage  war  with  a  reaction^  against  the  new 
civilization  of  the  people,  that  threatened  simultaneously  the  whole  west 
of  Europe;  also  to  become  the  preserver  of  Protestantism  in  the  Nether- 
lands, and  the  founder  of  the  present  Netherland  States,  as  the  shield  of 
religious  and  political  liberty. 

In  the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Dill,  which  empties  at  Wetzlar,  into  the 
Lahn,  lies  the  little  town  of  Dillenburg,  with  the  ruins  of  its  long  de- 
serted castle.  Here  William  first  saw  the  light  of  the  world,  in  April, 
1533,  as  the  oldest  son  of  Count  William  the  elder  of  Nassau- Dillenburg 
and  his  second  wife,  Juliana,  of  Stollberg.  While  yet  a  boy  (1544),  he 
inherited,  from  his  cousin  Ren6,  the  sovereign  Principality  of  Orange. 
His  education  was  entrusted  to  Queen  Mary  of  Hungary,  a  sister  of  the 
Emperor  Charles,  who,  as  a  Stadtholder  of  the  Nethei lands,  resided  in 
Brussels.  His  special  instructor  here  Wiis  a  brother  of  Granvella,  the 
Bishop  of  Arras.  In  this  way  it  happened  that  William,  the  son  of  a 
decided  Protestant  father,  was  brought  up  in  the  Catholic  faith. 

Among  the  many  young  cavaliers  residing  at  the  Court  of  Brussels, 
the  stately  Prince  of  Orange  soon  became  prominent,  on  account  of  his" 
extraordinary  talenfs  and  practical  skill.  The  Emperor  paid  him  special 
attention,  and  overloaded  him  with  favors  and  proofs  of  his  confidence, 
which  William  justified  by  his  conduct  as  general-in-chief  and  diplomatic 
agent.  After  Charles*  abdication,  William,  although  scarcely  twenty 
years  old,  was  raised  by  King  Philip  to  the  dignity  of  a  Stadtholder  of 
Holland,  Zealand  and  Utrecht, 

The  position  of  the  Prince  had  thus  become  one  of  prominence  in 
Brussels.  Those  qualities  which  fit  a  man  to  govern  and  to  become 
"  master  of  the  situation*'  were  his  in  an  extraordinary  degree.  Of  quicK 
discernment,  he  scrutinized  thoroughly  the  thoughts  and  actions  of  those 
about  him,  showing  always  such  imperturbable  gaiety  and  bouhommie  in 
connection  with  reserve  and  reticence,  that  he  acquired  the  surname  of 
"  the  Silent."  He  was  cavalier  and  courtier  in  the  fullest  sense  of  these 
words.  He  was  to  be  seen  in  the  saloons  of  the  imperial  palace  at  Brus- 
sels, moving  about  gaily  and  with  the  most  polished  manners  of  the 
Court.  There  it  pleased  him  to  appear  as  a  wealthy  Prince.  He  sur- 
rounded himself  with  a  princely  retinue,  in  which  German  nobles  figured. 
He  loved  the  luxury  and  splendor  that  appertained  to  his  station,  and 
expended  for  these  more  than  his  private  means  justified — not  only  when 
he  appeared  as  the  representative  of  his  lord,  but  also  in  his  own  house, 
where,  at  all  times,  the  most  sumptuous  entertainments  were  served.  He 
contracted  debts  for  a  long  time  without  giving  himself  trouble  about 
them.  The  interests  of  religion  were  strange  to  him.  It  can  be  said, 
that,  up  to  a  certain  time  of  his  life,  he  was  perfectly  indifferent  to 
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religion.  He  had  no  other  interests  than  those  of  an  elegant,  accom- 
plished statesman,  who  occupied  a  most  influential  position,  and  to  secure 
this  end  he  employed  all  the  means  he  possessed.  The  inner  life  of 
the  Prince  of  Orange  gradually  assumed  a  new  meaning,  when,  in  the 
busy  press  of  his  external  life,  a  problem  presented  itself  for  him  to  solve. 

The  first  presentiment  of  this  problem  dawned  upon  the  youthful  Prince 
in  the  Forest  of  Vincennes. 

When  William  returned  to  Brussels,  King  Philip  had  resolved  to  leave 
the  Netherlands.  At  an  assembly  of  the  Estates  at  Ghent,  he  proposed 
the  demand  for  a  levy  of  three  millions.  The  Estates  granted  the  de- 
mand, under  the  conditions  that  the  Spanish  troops,  arbitrarily  quartered 
in  the  Netherlands,  should  be  removed.  The  nobles  of  the  land  (at  the 
head  of  whom  were  William  of  Orange,  Stadtholder  of  Holland,  Zealand 
and  Utrecht;  Count  Egmont,  Stadtholder  of  Flanders  and  Artois,  and 
Count  Von  Horn,  Admiral  of  Flanders)  seconded  the  expressed  wish  of 
all  the  Provinces  concerning  the  illci^ality  of  the  quartering  of  strange 
troops  in  Holland,  and  the  intolerable  excesses  which  these  practised  upon 
the  citizens.  The  King  felt  himself  compelled  seemingly  to  yield  to  the 
Estates,  and  Sailed  for  Spain  with  the  view  of  no  more  seeing  the  Neth- 
erlands His  cunning  half-sister,  Margaret  of  Parma,  who  was  under  the 
control  of  her  confessor,  Ignatius  Loyola,  and  was  well  acquainted  with 
the  Machiavellian  policy  of  the  King,  assumed  the  government.  William 
of  Orange,  and  both  his  friends,  Counts  Egmont  and  Horn,  were  attached 
indeed  to  her  State,  Privy  and  Financial  Councils ;  but  the  King  left  as 
the  special  advisers  of  Margaret,  the  mo?t  eminent  representative  of 
absolutism,*  Bishop  Granvelle  (made  Cardinal,  February  24,  1561), 
alono^  with  Count  Berlaymont  and  the  dexterous  jurist,  Vigilius  D'Aytta 
Zuichern  (President  of  the  Privy  Council  and  member  of  the  State 
Council),  both  of  them  wholly  devoted  to  the  Bishop.  Margaret  and 
Granvelle  at  once  secretly  determined — in  disregard  of  the  chartered 
liberties  and  rights  of  the  Provinces — not  to  remove  the  Spanish  gar- 
risons from  the  Netherland  States,  to  call  together  the  General  Assembly 
of  the  Estates  as  rarely  as  possible,  to  impose  the  sums  demanded  upon 
the  Provinces,  and  to  proceed  against  the  heretics  with  the  most'  relent- 
less rigor. 

The  accomplishment  of  this  last  point  was  desired  by  the  King  and 
the  Prelate  above  everything  else.  The  execution  of  the  project  devised 
by  the  Emperor  Charles  seemed  to  be  specially  desirable.  For  a  long 
time  it  had  been  acknowledged,  that  the  four  existing  Episcopates  in  the 
Netherlands  were  too  large  for  an  efficient  performance  of  Episcopal 
functions.  A  diminution  in  size,  and  increase  in  number  of  Episcopal 
dioceses  was  indeed  a  necessity,  and  accofdingly,  in  accordance  with  an 
understanding  with  the  Roman  Chair,  which,  by  the  Bull  of  May  12, 
1559,  reconstructed  the  diocese  of  the  Netherlands,  fourteen  new  dioceses 
were  added  to  those  already  existing,  and  were  endowed  with  the  revenues 
of  several  very  rich  abbeys.  The  newly  appointed  Bishops  received  in- 
structions to  further  the  Inquisition  most  vigorously  in  their  respective 
dioceses. 

This  innovation  was  unpopular,  since  it  was  acknowledged  by  all  classes 
and  conditions  of  people,  as  an  arbitrary  measure  adopted  in  the  interest 
14 
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of  the  Inquisition,  and  as  a  Revolution  instituted  by  the  higher  authori- 
ties. The  old  Bishops  complained,  because  it  had  arbitrarily  diminished 
their  districts  and  income  j  the  Abbots  were  enraged  at  the  illegal  appro- 
priation of  the  revenues  of  their  foundations,  contrary  to  the  very  charter 
of  the  same ;  the  nobles  expressed  themselves  opposed  to  it,  because  the 
number  of  Bishops  was  now  increased  so  as  to  have  a  prejudicial  influence 
upon  the  nobility  at  the  Diet,  and  the  people  lamented  the  stream  of 
blood  which  the  many-headed  hydra  of  the  Inquisition  'Would  cause  to 
flow  all  over  the  land.  The  political  stratagem  of  the  King  appeared 
already  to  have  introduced  a  general  overthrow  of  the  old  order  of 
things.  The  people  arose,  and  in  many  dioceses  refused  admission  to  the 
new  Bishops. 

In  the  meantime  Protestantism  increased  in  the  land,  despite  all  the 
butcheries  of  the  Inquisition.  Many  of  the  young  nobles,  who  had 
studied  at  Ghent,  carried  away  with  them  Evangelical  preferences ; 
preachers  were  sent  from  France  to  the  Netherlands ;  in  Antwerp  many 
Huguenot  exiles  had  settled,  after  the  battle  of  Vassy,  in  1562.  The 
Calvinistic  tendency  increased  more  and  more.  A  confession  of  faith, 
prepared  by  one  of  the  Walloon  preachers — Guido  de  Bres — in  company 
with  others,  was  revised  in  1561,  with  the  approbation  of  the  Genevan 
preacher,  and  transmitted  to  Philip.  Amid  the  heroic  struggles  of  mar- 
tyrdom under  the  Spanish  Inquisition,  while  religious  assemblies  were 
still  held  in  the  woods  and  other  hiding-places,  the  Evangelical  Church 
began  to  organize  upon  the  Presbyterial-synodal  basis  after  the  plan  of 
the  Genevan  Church  government.  The  articles  of  a  Synod,  assembled 
May  1,  1564,  at  Antwerp,  contain  already  a  complete  Church-organiza- 
tion of  the  Calvin istic  type. 

This  quiet,  and  tor  the  most  part  absolutely  secret,  progressive,  Evan- 
gelical movement,  which  was  going  on  in  nearly  all  the  cities  of  the  land, 
must  be  distinguished  from  the  everywhere  loud  and  stormy  bitterness 
of  feeling,  that  prevailed  against  the  Inquisition  and  Granvelle,  who  was 
the  very  soul  of  the  Spanish  tyranny.  The  Prince  of  Orange  became 
now  conspicuous  as  the  leader  of  a  strong  faction  of  the  nobles,  formed 
to  resist  the  Spanish  tyranny.  By  his  side  stood  Counts  Egmont  and 
Horn.  To  this  triumvirate  there  were  attached  the  Counts  Hoogsiraeten, 
Meghem,  Arenberg,  Ernst  Von  Mansfeld,  still  later  the  Marquis  Voq 
Berghes,  the  Baron  Von  Montigny,  Henry  Von  Brederode,  etc.  The 
Prince  of  Orange  united*  with  the  two  Counts  in  an  urgent  request 
(March  11,  1563)  to  the  King,  for  the  removal  of  Granvelle  from  his 
post,  and  as  the  King  would  not  grant  their  request,  they  absented 
themselves  from  the  State  Council  for  one  whole  year,  until  at  length,  in 
March,  1564,  the  recall  of  Granvelle  from  the  Netherlands-was  secured. 

But  the  Inquisition  continued  its  bloody  work;  the  decisions  of  the 
Council  of  Trent,  decreeing  the  condemnation  and  persecution  of 
Heretics,  were  published  in  spile  of  the  most  powerful  opposition  of  the 
Prince  of  Orange  and  the  nobility.  The  increasing  confusion  and  com- 
plication of  affairs  at  length  threatened  such  danger,  not  only  to  the 
citizen,  but  even  to  the  State,  that  a  large  number  of  the  nobility  finally 
entered  into  a  league,  called  the  Compromise^  with  the  view  of  protect- 
ing themselves  from  the  extreme  danger.     The  real  leader  of  this  was 
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the  chivalrous  and  highly-cultivated  Philip  de  Marnix,  Baron  of  St. 
Aldegonde,  who  had  studied  in  Geneva,  and  there  learned  the  way  to 
the  Evangelical  faith.  It  was  declared  in  the  act  of  confederacy  :  That 
when  a  foreign  House,  employing  the  Catholic  religion  as  a  pretext  to 
carry  out  its  own  thirst  for  empire  and  avarice,  had  persuaded  the  King, 
contrary  to  his  oath  and  the  expectations  of  his  subjects,  to  increase  the 
penalties  of  law,  and  to  introduce  the  Inquisition  by  force^  it  became  the 
vassals  of  the  King  and  the  nobles  of  the  land  to  form  a  solemn  cove- 
nant, in  which  they  bound  themselves  by  an  oath  to  prevent  the  introduc- 
tion of  the  Inquisition,  to  the  best  of  their  ability.  At  the  same  time 
they  declared  solemnly,  that  they  had  nothing  in  view  contrary  to  the 
honor  of  God,  the  service  of  the  King,  and  the  welfare  of  the  land. 

The  Queen-Regent  was  terrified,  when  the  confederates,  about  four 
hundred  in  number,  with  swords  at  their  sides,  appeared,  April  5,  1566, 
in  a  long  procession,  before  her  palace,  (Berlaymont  nicknamed  them 
Gueux,  or  bego:ar8),  and  presented  their  respectful  request  for  the  with- 
drawal of  the  Religious  Edict. 

This  imposing  appearance  of  the  nobility  must  have  been  full  of  peril. 
The  Prince  of  Orange  had  foreseen  that,  and  had  advised  against  the 
step  taken  on  the  fifth  of -April.  He  had  also  not  subscribed  to  the 
Compromise.  He  was  opposed  to  any  act  of  violence,  or  that  would 
lead  to  new  complications.  As  the  head  of  the  nobility,  he  wished  to 
defend  its  interesta  without  violating  his  obligations  as  a  civil  officer  in 
any  manner.     This  was  very  difficult,  and  events  forced  him  further. 

At  a  meeting  held  at  St.  Tron,  July,  1566,  a  formal  and  solemn  fra- 
ternization of  the  nobility  was  made  with  the  Protestants  of  Antwerp, 
who  had  been  holding  their  meetings  publicly  for  about  four  weeks.  In 
this  the  Prince  saw  very  great  danger.  The  Calvinists  were  too  stormy 
and  radical  for  him.  He  believed  that  he  could  rather  go  with  the  sup- 
porters of  the  Augsburg  Confession.  The  Prince  wrote  in  this  spirit  in 
his  letters  to  the  confederates,  warning  them  against  lawlessness,  when 
the  indignation  of  the  people  of  the  Netherlands  being  aroused  by  the 
Inquisition,  and  by  preaching  against  the  worship  of  images  and  the 
fallacy  of  transubstantiation,  in  August,  1566,  had  manifested  itself  in 
a  wild  iconoclastic  uprising  of  the  masses,  who  despoiled  the  churches, 
destroyed  the  pictures  and  altars,  plundered  the  gold  and  other  valua- 
bles, burned  the  missals  and  robes,  and  threatened  to  execute  extreme 
punishment  even  upon  the  hierarchy  itself. 

The  Prince  recognized  anew  the  fact,  that  religious  fanaticism  might 
be  the  ruin  of  the  State,  wherefore  he  not  only  advocated  the  abolition 
of  the  Inquisition,  but  equal  rights  to  all  the  Confessioos.  In  Novem- 
ber, 1566,  he  issued  a  memorial  from  Utrecht  to  the  Estates  of  the 
Province  of  Holland,  in  which  he  advised,  as  the  best  means  of  re- 
establishing peace,  liberty  in  religion,  sufferance  to  the  Augsburg  Con- 
fession, or  at  least  freedom  of  private  worship  to  the  Protestants.  From 
that  time  forward  '*  Toleration"  was  his  watchword. 

The  Queen-Regent,  however,  resolved  to  manage  affairs  in  another 
way.  She  believed  that  she  might  well  make  some  political  capital  out 
of  the  iconoclasm,  with  which  many  members  of  the  **  Compromise**  had 
DO  sympathy.     The  spirit  of  the  nobility  and  of  the  land  must  be  reso* 
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lately  tamed.  All  Protestant  worship  was  forbidden,  and  wherever  it 
might  appear  Spanish  garrisons  were  to  be  quartered  on  the  cities,  the 
Protestant  chapels  were  torn  down,  out  of  their  timbers  gallows  were 
made  for  the  Protestants,  and  all  knights  of  the  Order  of  the  Golden 
Fleece  were  summoned  to  declare  on  oath  that  they  would  be  faithful  to 
the  King  against  every  one  else,  and  that  they,  along  with  this  oath, 
would  renounce  all  connection  with  confederations  a^iinst  him.  Egmont 
took  the  oath,  and  the  others  with  him ;  but  the  Prince  of  Orange  re- 
fused it. 

For  the  Prince  who,  through  his  office  as  Privy  Councillor  at  the 
Royal  Court,  had  always  been  most  accurately  informed  of  its  designs, 
the  decisive  hour  had  arrived.  The  Compromise,  had  been  denied  his 
influence  in  the  year  1566 ;  Count  Egmont,  the  frivolous  and  fickle,  had 
been  won  over  to  the  Spanish  interest.  In  his  present  isolated  position, 
the  Prince  felt  himself  now  forced  to  the  Protestant  congregation'*.  He 
recognized  the  solidarity  of  his  own  interest  and  of  those  united  with 
him,  and  said  that  the  problem  assigned  him  was  to  defend  the  political 
liberty  of  the  Netherlands  through  religious  liberty  in  the  same.  Later, 
it  became  evident  to  him  that  such  a  struggle  victoriously  made,  would 
lead  to  the  foundation  of  a  wholly  new  political  form  of  government. 
For  a  while  his  relation  to  the  Queen  remained  the  same  that  it  always 
had  been.  But  to  be  able  to  oppose  the  cruel  oppression  of  the  land, 
he  resigned  his  official  position,  and  returned  home  to  Germany,  April 
22,  1507.  He  had  previously  sent  a  letter  to.  the  King,  assuring  him, 
that  he  would  never  hesitate  to  expose  his  body  and  life  in  proper  ser- 
vice for  his  majesty. 

The  tyrant  ridiculed  the  utterances  of  such  a  moral  loyalty ;  for  his 
trust  was  reposed  in  the  ten  thousand  Spanish  and  Italian  soldiers,  that 
the  cruel  Duke  of  Alva,  in  the  summer  of  1567,  marched  into  the 
Netherlands. 

Being  received  and  welcomed  by  Egmont  on  the  borders,  Alva  entered 
into  Brussels  in  August,  where,  treading  all  the  rights  and  liberties  of 
the  Estates  under  his  feet,  he  established  the  '^  Cmncil  of  Trouhlez^^ 
called  by  the  people  "  the  Bloody  Council,"  and  began  the  eighteen 
thousand  six  hundred  executions,  of  which  be  boasted  afterwards.  The 
heads  of  Counts  Egmont  and  Horn  (who  had  been  treacherously  seized 
after  a  merry  banquet)  fell  in  the  following  year  (June  5,  1568)  under 
the  axe  of  the  executioner  in  the  market  place  of  Brussels. 

William  of  Orange,  whom  Alva  was  particularly  anxious  to  secure, 
was  summoned  by  an  order  of  the  Bloody  Council,  dated  January  19, 
1568,  to  appear  before  it.  In  case  of  his  non-appearance,  it  was  an- 
nounced that  his  punishment  would  be  perpetual  banishment  and  the 
confiscation  of  his  property.  The  party  summoned  naturally  enough  did 
not  appear,  since  he  was  in  a  situation  as  sovereign  Prince  and  Knight 
of  the  order  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  to  contest  the  competency  of  the 
*^  Council  of  Troubles."  But  Alva  ordered  the  confiscation  of  all  his 
property  in  the  Provinces,  arrested  his  oldest  ^on  (Count  Buren),  who 
was  a  student  in  Lyons,  and  sent  him  to  Spain. 

An  edict  of  February  16,  1568,  published  by  the  Bloody  Council,  was 
80  fashioned,  that  nearly  all  the  Netherlands  were  to  be  looked  upon  as 
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guilty  of  High  Treasoa  and  Heresy,  and  to  bei  subjeot  to  the  judgment 
of  the  Inquisition.  Whilst  the  most  cruel  destruction  was  established 
in  the  Provinces,  almost  the  entire  Reformed  population  of  the  land 
emigrated.  On  this  account,  in  the  northern  provinces,  four  cities  were 
entirely  deserted.  At  the  same  time,  in  the  southern  provinces,  there 
was  brought  about  a  strife  between  the  Walloons  and  the  Hollanders 
proper,  as  an  intrigue  of  the  Catholic  nobility,  so  that  Protestant  life 
here  nearly  died  out  also. 

In  the  meantime  the  Prince  of  Orange,  afler  he  had  seen  that  the 
Netherlands  could  only  be  aided  by  force  of  arms,  was  incessantly  active 
preparing  the  campaign  for  the  liberation  of  the  Provinces.  In  this  he 
never  thought,  in  the  most  remote  manner,  of  a  separation  of  the  Neth- 
erlands from  the  monarchy  of  Philip  II,  but  only  of  a  liberation  of  the 
same  from  the  Inquisition  and  the  arbitrary  rule  of  the  Queen  Regent, 
and  that  his  campaign  was  to  avail  only  in  the  establishment  of  a  con- 
stitutional government. 

With  two  powerful  corps,  which  had  been  collected  in  Germany,  Wil- 
liam and  his  brother  Lewis  now  invaded  the  Netherlands.  The  fortunes 
of  war  seemed  at  first  favorable  to  the  arms  of  Orange,  but  in  a  few 
weeks  all  was  lost,  save  William's  confidence  in  his  cause.  His  brother 
was  slain,  and  he  himself  was  forced  over  the  French  borders. 

Soon,  however,  the  cause  of  freedom  found  a  new  stand-point,  upon 
which  the  Prince  could  base  new  hopes.  Many  of  the  Netherlanders, 
being  exiled  in  England  from  necessity,  opened  up  a  war  in  miniature 
upon  the  sea  against  Spain.  In  fact  it  was  nothing  but  piracy  which 
these  ''Beggars  of  the.sea''  carried  on.  The  Prince,  however,  soon  per- 
ceived what  important  advantages  over  the  Spaniards  could  be  obtained 
upon  the  seas.  He  collected  a  fleet  of  their  ships,  gave  them  letters  of 
Marque,  and  appointed  Count  William  von  der  Mark  as  their  com- 
mander, who  was  so  fortunate  as  to  capture  Briel,  April  1, 1572,  the  key 
of  Holland. 

This  occurrence  made  a  decided  impression  upon  the  minds  of  the 
people  of  the  Netherlands.  Almost  all  the  northern  provinces  now 
arose  and  placed  themselves  under  the  banner  of  Orange,  whom  they 
proclaimed  Stadtholder  of  the  King.  William  crossed  the  Rhine  in  the 
summer  of  1572  with  an  army  of  25,000  men,  and  beghu  a  heroic  cam- 
paign, in  which  he  was  more  than  once  forced  to  the  edge  of  the  pre- 
cipice, but  always  appeared,  as  the  memorial  medals  state,  **  saeves  Iran- 
gidllus  in  undls**  and  after  each  severe  stroke  he  received,  arose  again 
with  unterrified  heroic  courage,  in  order  to  make  the  enemy  feel  anew 
the  weight  of  his  arm. 

Inasmuch  as  the  monarchical  authority  of  Philip  over  the  Netherlands, 
during  the  first  'years  of  the  war  (until  1575)  was  considered  as  arbi- 
trarily exercised,  the  war  is  properly  to  be  called  a  struggle  in  the  cause 
of  religious  liberty — and  indeed  not  only  in  the  interest  of  the  Reformed 
Confession,  or  of  Protestantism,  but  of  religion  in  general.  As  the  per- 
sonal incarnation  of  this  idea  of  Christian  tolerance,  the  Prince  of  Orange 
appears  everywhere,  from  the  time  (1573)  when  he  openly  renounced 
Catholicism  and  attached  himself  to  the  Protestant  Confession. 

The  most  brilliant  results  seem  to  have  been  obtained  by  the  Prince 
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in  the  year  1576,  wben  tbe  successor  of  tbe  Duke  of  Alva,  Don  Luis  de 
Kequesea  (appointed  in  1573),  the  Stadtholder  commanding  in  tbe 
Southern  Provinces,  was  killed.  When  pay  was  no  longer  given  to  the 
Spanish  soldiers,  they  sought  to  remunerate  themselves  by  plundering 
the  country.  In  order  to  protect  themselves  against  the  brutality  of  the 
Spaniards,  the  Southern  Provinces  resolved  to  unite  with  the  Northern. 
Tnus  the  pacification  of  Ghent  was  brought  about  in  the  autumn  of 
1576,  in  which  the  plan  of  a  single  State  organization,  embracing  all  the 
seventeen  provinces,  and  guarding  their  provincial  rights,  was  projected. 

As  regards  religion,  toleration  was  the  fundamental  idea  established, 
if  not  equality  of  privileges  for  the  Roman  and  Evangelical  Confessions 
in  all  the  Provinces.  The  actual  accomplishment  of  this  project  appears 
to  have  been  made  more  certain,  when  the  Prince  of  Orange,  not  long 
afterwards,  was  clothed,  through  election  by  the  States,  with  the  almost 
dictatorial  dignity  of  Ruward  (Maintainer  of  the  Peace)  of  Brabant. 
Spanish  intrigue,  alas,  knew  how  to  excite  the  peculiar  interests  of  the 
provinces  devoted  to  Catholicism,  and  to  manage  them  so  adroitly,  that 
the  Pacification  of  Ghent  was  again  deserted  by  the  Southern  Provinces. 
Artois,  Douai,  and  Hornegan  formed  themselves  in  January  5.  1579, 
into  a  new  league,  in  which  they  bound  themselves  to  support  freedom 
in  the  Netherlands,  but  not  to  permit  Protestant  worship.  The  conse- 
quence of  this  was,  that  the  seven  Protestant  Provinces,  Gelderland, 
Zutphen,  Zealand,  Utrecht,  Friesland,  and  Frisian  Oinmallander,  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  advice  of  the  Prirvce  of  Orange,  united  in  the  "  Union 
of  Utrejht,"  January  23,  1579— the  fundamental  basis  of  the  Nether- 
land  form  of  government  down  to  this  time — us  a  Protestant  State, 
which  separated  completely  from  the  Spanish  authority  in  1581.  The 
basis  upon  which  this  government  rested,  was  the  separate  freedom  of 
the  Provinces,  and  their  union  for  the  good  of  the  whole,  and  of  Pro- 
testantism. Indeed,  the  latter  was  so  important,  that  William  justly 
declared,  in  his  '*  Apology,''  that  the  Republic  of  the  Netherlands  could 
not  hold  together  three  days  without  holding  on  to  the  Reformation 

Whilst  now  the  Reformed  Confession  was  actually  the  dominant  one, 
it  should  h  ive  had  the  freest  liberty.  But  unfortunately,  in  the  political 
situation  of  the  land,  the  thought  gained  ground,  that  an  independent, 
self-governing  Church  was  incompitible  with  a  perfectly  independent 
State.  A  (Church  ritual,  which  was  published  in  1576,  uuder  the  au- 
thority of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  guaranteed  indeed  to  the  Congre'jation$ 
the  right  of  Presbyterial  self-government  and  free  ecclesiastical  disci- 
pline, but  conferred  upon  the  Church  no  Synodal  autonomy,  because  it 
was  doubtful  whether  there  could  be  two  kinds  of  authority  in  a  Con- 
gregation. When  afterwards,  at  the  first  national  Synod  of  Dortrecht, 
(1578),  the  effort  was  made  to  establish  a  complete,  free  Presbyterial 
Synodal  organization,  having  its  head  in  a  National  Synod  (to  meet  every 
two  or  three  years)  as  its  supreme  authority,  this  plan  found  no  en- 
couragement with  the  State  authorities.  At  the  Synod  of  Middleburg, 
(1581),  the  question  of  Church  organization  was  again  discussed.  But 
the  establishment  of  an  independent,  free  Church  organization  was  not 
obtained.  It  was  limited  to  the  establishment  of  Provincial  organi- 
zations, by  which  the  Presbyterial  organization  of  the  congregations  in 
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differeat  portions  of  the  State  Church  miintaiaed  many  anomalous  cus- 
toms and  practices.  The  disturbances  with  which  the  Church  in  the 
Netherlands  were  visited  in  the  commencement  of  the  Seventeenth 
Century,  had  for  the  most  part  thfeir  origin  in  this,  that  the  State  power 
was  also  the  supreme  Ecclesiastical  power. 

It  is  likely  that  the  Ecclesiastical  relatioqs  of  the  Netherlands  would 
have  attained  a  better  shape,  if  the  Prince  of  Orange  had  lived  longer. 
He  had  appointed  a  commission  in  1531,  which  wa-i  to  prepare  a  plan  of 
organization  on  the  basis  of  the  conclusions  of  the  Middleburg  Synod. 
The  plan  was  prepared,  but  before  action  could  be  taken  on  it  the  hand 
of  an  assassin  (July  10,  1584)  put  an  end  to  his  life.  The  murderer, 
Balthazar  Gerard,  a  fanatical  Catholic,  who  approached  the  Prince 
under  the  pretext  that  he  was  an  indigent  Protestant,  and  received 
money  from  him,  confessed  that  he  was  persuaded  to  the  deed  by  a 
Franciscan  and  a  Jesuit.  All  the  Netherlands  were  plunged  in  deep 
sadness  at  his  fall ;  for  the  '*  Father  of  the  Fatherland"  had  been  taken 
away. 

The  contest,  whose  great  leader  had  been  William  of  Orange,  was 
continued  with  untiring  perseverance.  Maurice  of  Orange,  his  son,  took 
the  place  of  his  father;  and  when  Spain,  wholly  exhausted,  granted  a 
twelve  years*  truce,  in  1609,  to  the  Netherlands,  the  freedom  of  the 
latt^T  was  looked  upon  as  perfectly  assured.  The  recognition  of  the 
Seventeen  United  Provinces  as  one  free,  independent  State  on  the  part 
of  Spain  followed  in  the  Westpha|ja  treaty  of  peace.  Thenceforward 
the  form  of  government,  which  the  strength  and  wisdom  of  William  of 
Orange  had  created,  unfolded  the  characteristic  peculiarities  stamped 
upon  it  by  him,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  with  perfect  freedom  and 
safety.  The  Netherlands  were  the  first  State  allowing  freedom  of  con- 
science and  toleration,  in  which  a  distinction  was  made  between  the 
citizen's  civil  obligations  and  his  religious  convictions.  *' Whoever  was 
obliged  to  flee  from  other  lands  on  account  of  his  religion,  Jews  from 
Spain  and  Portugal — like  Spinoza's  parents,  Socinians  from  Poland — 
like  Samuel  Crell,  Huguenots  and  Jansenists  from  France,  Presbyterians, 
Quakers,  Episcopalians  from  England — all  betook  themselves  to  the  pro- 
tection of  the  Netherlands.  The  United  States  were  the  asylums  where 
Cartesius,  Spinoza,  Becker,  Bayle  and  Leclerc  wrote.  To  them  the 
English  nation  owes  the  preservation  of  Protestant  freedom  through 
William  III  and  the  Act  of  Toleration."* 


Sunday  Under  the  Shawl. — A  woman  forgot  to  send  home  some 
work  on  Saturday.  Sunday  morning  she  told  a  little  girl  who  lived 
with  her  to  put  on  her  things,  and  take  the  bundle  under  her  shawl,  to 
the  lady's  house.     "Nobody  will  see  it,"  she  said. 

'•But  is  it  not  Sunday  under  my  shawl,  aunty  ?"  asked  the  child. 

Yes,  it  is  Sunday  in  the  back  yard  as  well  as  the  front  yard,  Sunday 
down  stairs  as  well  as  up  stairs — in  the  kitchen  and  baby-house  as  well  as 
in  the  parlor:  and  so  the  dear  children  must  try  and  let  all  their  beha- 
vior be  in  tune,  and  aot  out  of  tune,  with  the  sweet  quiet  of  the  Lord's 
day. 

*  Lechlcr,  Gosobiohto  des  Englischcn  Deismns,  152. 
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ALTIPETA. 

An  llalian  Story. — From  the  German. 


BT   C.  G.  At  HCLI  BOBST. 


Kat  kdi^aoKev  avrov^ 
tv:Tapaiio7.dlq  7ro}}.a. 

Mare  as. 

Divjs  orte  bonis  optime  Romulse 

Gustos  gentis,  abes  jam  nimium  diu; 

Maturum  reditum  pollicitus  patrum 

•Sane to  concilio  redi. 

Lucem  redde  tuae,  dux  bone,  patriae, 

Instar  veris  enira  vultus  ubi  tuus 

Affulsit  populo,  gratior  itdies 

Et  Soles  melius  nitent. 

Thou,  0  glorious  son  of  heaven,  great  Augustus, 
Do  return,  for  long  is  thy  delay  and  absence- 
Mind  thy  promise  to  the  council  of  the  fathers. 

Hasten,  0  Hasten  thy  return! 
Restore  thy  light,  0  dearest  chieflain,  to  this  earth  I 
Whene'er  thy  countenance  is  beaming  on  our  race 
The  pleasant  days  and  nights  more  gently  glide  away 
The  sun  and  moon  more  brightly  shine. 

Such  were  the  aspiring  words,  sweetly  flowing  from  the  longing  heart 
of  a  fair  maiden,  as  she  was  sitting  in  a  shady  bower  near  the  strand  of 
•the  billowing  sea.  With  the  mellow  tones  of  her  voice  mingled  the  tink- 
ling of  the  classic  lyre,  without  which  she  scarcely  ever  left  her  mansion, 
to  wander  over  the  small,  but  lovely  island. 

She  loved  her  lyre  dearly  j  for  it  seemed  to  her  to  speak,  stronger  than 
the  oracles,  of  a  higher  sphere  of  being,  of  a  happier  existence,  of  the 
world  of  spirits  and  an  all-wise  and  good  being,  who  bad  made  all  nature 
around  her  so  beautiful.  Yet  this  idea  was  only  very  faint  in  her  mind — 
a  dark  and  confused  longing  of  her  soul  for  something  beyond  the  transi- 
toriness  of  this  earth. 

Her  lot  was  cast  in  that  period  of  the  degeneracy  of  the  Roman  em- 
pire, when  heathenism  was  struggling  for  life  with  a  **  new  doctrine  of  the 
gods,"  originated  by  a  poor  man  of  Nazareth  in  Asia  Minor.  Altipeta, 
for  this  was  the  maiden's  name,  bad  indeed  good  reason  to  sing  those 
melancholy,  longing  strains  of  Horace,  where  he  implores  "  divine  Augus- 
tus'' to  return  to  the  earth  and  restore  light  and  peace.  For  all  was  con- 
fusion, and  strife,  and  corruption  around  her;  and  she  felt  with  sadness, 
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that  uDless  some  deliverer  should  come  to  quicken  the  fading  powers  of 
ber  race,  soon  thi8  otherwise  lovely  earth  would  have  to  become  the  scene 
of  endless  woe  and  destruction 

A  short  time  ago  a  decree  had  been  issued  by  the  emperor  Valerian, 
that  no  one  in  his  dominion  should  be  allowed  to  worship  any  other  gods 
than  those  of  the  Romans.  Scopulus,  the  father  of  Altipeta,  held  a  num- 
ber of  slaves  who  had  become  converted  to  the  new  religion  of  the  Naza- 
rene,  through  the  influence  of  one  of  their  number,  whose  Dame  was  Foras. 
This  Foras  had  formerly  dwelt  near  Carthage,  where  he  had  come  un- 
der the  influence  of  Cyprian,  a  zealous  disciple  and  teacher  of  the  new 
religion.  Scopulus  was  a  fearful  enemy  of  the  ^azarenes,  and  be  had 
to-day  punished  severely  several  of  his  slaves,  who  would  not,  in  spite  of 
his  prohibition,  cease  to  worship  their  higher  Master,  who,  as  they  de- 
clared had  died  for  them,  but  arose  from  the  dead  and  was  now  in  Para- 
dise interceding  for  them  with  the  Almighty  Spirit. 

The  cruel  puoishment  of  these  slaves  had  touched  the  tender  heart  of 
AUipeta,  and  she  had  resolved  to  seek  the  open  air,  to  give  expression  to 
her  sadness  in  that  woful  utterance  of  Horace  and  the  solemn  warblings 
of  her  sweet  lyre.  She  was  not  aware  that  this  deliverer,  for  whom  she 
sighed,  had  really  appeared  on  earth,  and  that  it  was  the  same  despised 
Nazarene,  whose  devout  followers  her  sire's  slaves  had  become.  Yet  a 
faint  foreboding  of  this  was  germinating  in  her  soul,  which  was  soon  to  be' 
neurished  and  bloom  into  a  real  and  happy  assurance. 

Scopulus  was  a  civil  magistrate  under  the  cruel  emperor  Valerian,  who 
persecuted  the  Christians  with  torture  and  bloodshed.  He  now  received 
orders  to  come  to  the  mainland,  that  he  might  aid  in  this  hideous  work. 
During  ttie  absence  of  her  father,  A Itipeta  wandered  still  more  frequently 
through  the  leafy  forests,  enlivened  by  the  rippling  brook,  and  resounding 
with  the  melodious  lays  of  light-winged  songsters.  Every  evening,  when 
the  skillful  pencils  of  the  departing  sun  were  tinting  the  fleecy  cloudlets 
above  the  high-cliffed  rocks  with  their  heaven-born  hues,  when  from  the 
misty  swamps  echoed  the  monotonous  chatteriDgs  of  their  inhabitants,  when 
the  weary  slaves  had  retired  from  the  lonely  fields,  then  it  was  that  AUi- 
peta would  silently  seize  her  string- trembling  lyre  and  wander  in  the  lonely 
paths  of  the  Isle  Elysium. 

Although  she  could  well  appreciate  the  glorious  splendor  of  rosy-cheeked 
Aurora,  yet  she  loved  most  fondly  to  behold  nature,  as  she  softly  lulled 
her  children  to  rest  under  the  downy  covering  of  night.  When  she  be- 
held the  dazzling  orb  of  the  sun,  as  it  declined  more  and  more  westward, 
when  she  gazed  on  the  fire-tipped  mountain-peaks  in  the  distant  West, 
this  involuntarily  caused  her  to  reflect  upon  the  unbounded  wonders  of 
this  grand  universe,  until  she  was  entirely  lost  in  her  fanciful  dreams  con- 
cerning the  author  of  all  this  grandeur  and  beauty. 

It  seemed  to  her  as  though  the  majestic  motions  in  the  heavens,  not- 
withstanding their  deep  silence,  were  testifying  most  audibly  of  the  wis- 
dom and  power  of  their  author.  ''What  causes  that  fiery  disk, called  sun, 
to  rise  and  set  so  invariably?  Whence  has  he  those  all- piercing  darts  of 
glowiog  light  and  heat?  Why  does  his  light,  when  poured  against  those 
curly  cloudlets,  shine  in  such  various  colors  ?  Whence  is  that  image, 
seen  in  that  quiet  mirror  of  the  sea  V*     As  she  was  thus  engaged  in  deep, 
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but  very  natural  reflections,  the  full  disk  of  the  moon  would  appear  in  all 
her  unpretending  majesty.     This  would  complete  her  awe  and  adoration. 

In  such  moments  of  solemn  ecstasy,  she  would  seat  herself  on  some 
rocky,  moss-cloaked  prominence,  and  entice  from  her  lyre  charming  notes 
of  sweetlyflowing  melody.     Oh  !  she  then  thought,  how  beautiful,  bow 

enchanting! — How  happy  would  I  be  if  only jhe  knew  not  what  to 

add;  for  with  all  this  beauty  around  her,  she  felt  most  alarmingly  that 
there  was  still  something  wanting:  to  complete  her  happiness;  with  all 
this  plenty  surrounding  her,  she  felt  an  aching  void  in  her  being,  but 
she  knew  not  what  this  something/  was  that  was  still  lacking.  When  at 
this  dazzling  height  of  her  spirit  flight,  her  being  was  thrilled  by  a  slight 
shudder,  followed  by  a  deep,  significant  sigh. 

She  would  then  arise  and  slowly  tread  homeward,  with  a  somewhat 
heavy  heart ;  still,  when  she  would  cast  another  longing,  expressive  glance 
toward  the  star  decked  heavenly  vault,  and  the  melancholy  countenance  of 
the  moon  would  beam  with  friendly  sympathy  upon  her,  a  faint  spark  of 
hope  would  arise  in  her,  and  calm  her  troubled  breast. — Would  this  spark 
be  suffered  to  die,  and  her  faint  hope  be  abandoned  to  frustration  ? 

On  one  of  these  evenings,  whilst  she  was  taking  her  usual  lonely  walk 
along  the  pebbled  sea-shore,  and  her  thoughts  were  soaring  in  regions  of 
fancy,  her  enchanted  ear  was  suddenly  struck  by  strains  of  sweetly  flow- 
ing melody,  re-echoing  from  the  obscure  distance  over  the  gilded  surface 
of  the  placid  water.  At  first  she  fancied  the  graceful  forms  of  nymphs 
gently  ascending  from  the  sea  in  the  dubious  twilight ;  but  after  a  little 
cool  reflection  she  could  clearly  distinguish  the  voices  of  human  beings  as 
they  were  borne  to  her  ears  on  the  wings  ot  the  balmy  evening  zephyr. 

The  reflection  from  the  water  made  it  difficult  to  tell  whence 'came  the 
original  sound;  but  after  walking  short  distances  in  several  directions,  she 
ascertained  the  course  she  must  take,  to  find  the  authors  of  these  wel- 
come notes.  No  fear  of  any  kind  entered  her  mind;  for  the  beings,  who 
could  sing  so  lovely,  must  certainly  be  harmless  and  kind. 

Pressing  her  way  through  thick  bushes  that  edged  ivy  decorated  swamps, 
curving  around  mossy  recesses  and  nooks,  she  suddenly  beheld  the  sea 
spread  out  before  her  view ;  now  she  turned  to  the  left,  always  instinc- 
tively following  the  direction  whence  proceeded  the  sounds,''until  she 
finally  found  herself  at  the  entrance  to  a  spacious  cave;  she  entered  and 
met  here — a  number  of  her  father's  slaves,  who  began  approaching  her 
with  serene  voice  and  countenance,  imploring  her  not  to  expose  them  to 
the  wrath  of  her  father,  when  he  .-hould  return  from  the  mainland.  *'VVe 
can  not  forsake  our  meetings  here;  the  love  of  our  divine  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter constraineth  us  to  worship  and  adore  Ilim.  We  must  meet  here  to 
strengthen  one  another  in  our  holy  Faith."  With  such  words  they  ac- 
costed Altipeta,  who  stood  before  them,  greatly  astonished  at  the  firmoess 
and  candor  of  these  curious  men. 

*'  You  need  fear  no  harm  from  me ;  for  I  love  you  all,  and  will  not  be- 
tray you  to  any  one;  only  tell  me  more  about  your  great  Master  whom 
you  so  ardently  adore*.  What  has  He  done  for  you,  that  He  deserves  such 
love  r 

^^  Our  divine  Master,  Jesus  Christ,  has  suffered  and  died  in  our  stead, 
that  we  might  again  be  brought  into  fellowship  with  the  great  God,  who 
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has  made  us  and  all  that  surrounds  us.  But  lie  arose  from  the  grave  and 
asceuded  into  heaven,  whence  He  has  sfent  His  Holy  Spirit  to  comfort  us 
in  all  our  distresses.^' 

*'  May  I  not,"  replied  Altipeta,  '*  learn  more  concerning  this  Jesus? 
For  I  feel  as  though  I  need  just  such  a  one  to  fill  a  cettain  void  in  my 
heart.  It  seems  to  me,  I  need  such  a  great  Master  and  Saviour,  to  whom 
I  can  cling  at  all  times,  and  present  to  Him  the  manifold  troubles  ot  my 
soul." 

"Thou  art  speaking  truly;  for  we  were  laboring  under  the  same  bur- 
den. Kut  si&ce  we  love  Jesus,  we  feel  perfectly  free  and  peaceful.  We 
will  teach  thee  His  divine  doctrines,  and  pray  to  Him  for  thee." 

From  this  time  forth  Altipeta  attended  their  meetings  regularly.  She 
sang  with  them  their  hymns  of  praise  and  accompanied  them  with  her 
lyre.  She  became  a  Christian.  The  before  inexplicable  void  in  her 
heart  had  now  disappeared,  and  a  heavenly  peace  had  taken  its  place. 


Meanwhile  Altipeta's  father,  Scopulus,  was  executing  the  bloody  de- 
crees of  the  emperor  concerning  the  innocent  Christians.  His  hands  had 
been  stained  with  the  gore  of  many  a  faithful  martyr,  and  he  was  now 
preparing  to  return  home  with  his  ill  gotten  rewards. 

In  the  evening,  before  embarking  on  his  boat,  which  was  to  carry  him 
to  his  island-home,  he  indulged  excessively  in  wine,  making  him  un- 
usually fierce  and  unruly.  When  about  half  of  his  short  voyage  was  com- 
pleted, he  suddenly  perceived,  in  the  bleak  moon-light,  another  bark  at  a 
short  distance  from  them,  sailing  the  opposite  way  toward  the  mainland. 
He  ordered  his  crew  to  approach  in  order  to  ascertain,  who  these  nightly 
adventurers  might  be.  On  drawing  near,  Scopulus  at  once  recognized  a 
number  of  his  own  slaves.  They  had  been  persuaded  by  Altipeta  to  en- 
deavor to  make  their  escape  from  the  rage  of  her  returning  father,  from 
whom  they  would  now  no  longer  be  able  to  conceal  their  meetings  for 
Christian  worship.  She  would  then,  in  their  absence,  intercede  for  them 
with  Scopulus,  and  if  he  should  promise  tolerance,  they  might  then  re- 
turn. A  few  of  the  slaves  had  been  weak  enough  to  yield,  in  order  to 
escape  persecution.  Scopulus,  furious  with  anger,  ordered  the  slaves  to 
be  seized  and  conveyed  back  home.  But  in  his  mad  confusion,  and  in- 
toxicated as  he  was,  he  lost  his  balance,  and  plunged  into  the  equally 
furious  billows.  Just  at  this  moment  a  feeling  of  regret,  for  attempting 
to  escape,  seized  the  slaves,  and  two  of  them,  practised  swimmers,  followed 
the  ill-fated  Scopulus  into  the  water,  and  soon  raised  him  on  board  the 
bark.  Thay  concluded  to  accompany  their  unconscious  master  back  to 
the  island. 

Having  safely  completed  the  voyage,  they  gently  carried  Scopulus  to 
bis  home.  Now  ample  opportunity  was  oflfered  the  slaves  for  manifesting 
the  genuine  spirit  of  their  Saviour  toward  their  earthly  master,  who  was 
lying  severely  ill  with  a  fever.  They  vied  with  one  another  in  attending 
him  with  the  most  arduous  zeal. 

Altipeta  was  likewise  not  idle.  She  would  sit  out  before  the  window 
of  her  sick  father,  singing  and  playing  on  her  lyre  most  pleadingly  of  the 
great  love  of  the  despised  Nazarene. 

As  the  fever  was  gradually  abating,  Scopulus  would  frequently  sink 
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into  deep  refleotioQS  over  his  past  life.  He  also  noticed  bow  a  new  life, 
a  more  active,  ardent  love  was  breathing  all  around  him  from  his  atten- 
dants, and  bis  own  loved  daughter ;  he  beheld  their  joyful  and  serene 
countenances  ;  thej  resembled  such  as  he  had  seen  in  tbe  Christians  he 
had  assisted  executing  not  very  long  ago.  "  Whence  this  peaceful  se- 
renity, this  love,  this  firmness  without  unnatural  rigor?  How  can  they 
love  me  so,  who  have  been  so  cruel  to  them  ?  Why  does  Altipeta  appear 
so  much  more  calm,  and  her  countenance  beam  with  such  evident  delight  ? 
This  Jesus  must,  afler  all,  be  a  wonderful  man  !  What  would  I  not  give 
for  the  manifest  happiness  of  these  people  ?'' 

With  such  thoughts  he  was  often  engaged  for  hours.  When  then,  in 
addition,  Altipeta's  lyre  and  sweet  melting  voice  would  strike  his  ear,  he 
thought  she  sang  sweeter  and  lovelier  than  ever  before.  In  short,  his 
stubborn  heart  was  finally  softened  by  all  these  irresistible  influences  of 
the  flames  of  divine  love,  as  they  blazed  from  the  heartf  orf  the  Naza- 
renes.  When  Scopalus  arose  from  his  bed  of  sickness,  it  was  to  begin  a 
new  life  in  Jesus  Christ,  whom  he  had  before  persecuted.  One  evening 
Altipeta  was  again  sitting  in  her  cool,  shady  bower  with  her  lyre  in  her 
hand.  Her  heart  was  filled  with  ecstasy.  Sun,  moon  and  stars,  seemed 
more  briu;ht  to  her,  the  sqngs  of  the  birds  more  sweet,  the  sea  more  love- 
Jy,  the  distant  hills  more  hopeful,  the  murmuring  brook  more  melodious, 
the  fruit-!aden  orange  trees  more  delicious,  the  zephyrs  more  balmy,  the 
whole  world,  and  especially  her  island,  more  Elysian.  Glorious,  heavenly 
light  had  taken  the  place  of  darkness  in  the  hearts  of  all  its  inhabitants, 
and  nature  seemed  to  have  shared  this  new  light  and  joy.  It  was  just  a 
year,  since  that  evening  when  she  had  given  utterance  to  her  sad  feel- 
ings in  that  Horatian  ode.  Instead  of  this,  she  could  now  sing  the  glad 
song  of  the  redeemed  in  Jesus,  breathing  forth  thanks  for  her  deliverance 
from  the  oppression  of  spiritual  darkness.  Her  sighs  and  prayers,  ex- 
pressed in  that  ode,  had  now  been  more  than  heard.  The  only  true 
'^Augustus*'  had  really  descended  from  heaven,  bringing  glorious  light 
to  her  race. 

Heathen  darkness  has  now  vanished 

Heathen  sadness  all  is  banished 
Glorious  joys  now  with  us  dwell. 


Altipeta  now  is  singing 

*     1  uringing, 
Praise  resounds  through  hiii  and  dell. 


With  her  lyre  praises  bringins 


The  Troubles  op  Life. — Sometimes  I  compare  the  troubles  which  we 
have  to  undergo  in  the  course  of  the  year  to  a  great  bundle  of  fagots, 
far  too  large  for  us  to  lift;  but  God  does  not  require  us  to  carry  the 
whole  at  once.  He  mercifully  unties  the  bundle,  and  gives  us  first  one 
stick,  which  we  are  to  carry  to  day;  and  then  another,  which  we  are  to 
carry  to-morrow ;  and  so  on.  This  we  might  easily  manage,  if  we  would 
only  take  the  burden  appointed  for  us  each  day;  but  we  choose  to  in- 
crease our  troubles  by  carrying  yesterday's  stick  over  again  to-day,  and 
adding  to-morrow's  burden  to  our  load  before  we  are  required  to  bear  it. 
— Rev,  J,  Newton, 
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OTJB  FATHER  WHO  ART  IN  HEAVEN. 


From  the  Gerrfmn, 


BY  K.  E.  H. 


Little  Gotthold  bad  once  a  father  ;  but  he  bad  long  since  slept  under 
the  Alder  bushes  by  the  church-yard  wall. 

Iq  the  evening  when  Gotthold  went  out  for  food  for  his  little  goat,  he 
often  sat  down  there,  and  bowed  his  head  and  listened. 

When  the  Alders  rustled  softly,  he  hoped  that  his  dear  father  had  at 
last  awoke  from  his  long,  long  sleep,  and  moved  in  his  deep,  dark  grave, 
and  that  soon  the  Alder-tree  would  tell  him  that  the  place  by  the  fire 
would  be  vacant  no  longer,  that  his  flowers  would  bloom  more  beautifully, 
and  his  poor  m other* s  cheeks  grow  fresh  and  rosy  again. 

For  a  longtime  his  poor  mother  had  lain  on  her  hard  couch,  and  could 
no  longer  go  to  town  in  the  morning  to  carry  milk  to  a  rich  neighbor,  and 
to  bring  ht-me  to  Gotthold  a  piece  of  white  bread,  or  a  copy  book,  or  once 
in  a  long  while,  a  new  pair  of  shoes. 

But  the  grave  remained  fast  closed,  the  grass  grew  fresh  above  it,  the 
Alders  put  forth  their  leaves  and  Wossoms,  yet  his  dear  father  did  not 
come. 

At  home,  his  poor  mother  was  unable  U)  rise  from  her  sick  bed,  and 
when  she  looked  at  her  little  boy,  bitter  tears  filled  her  eyes,  and  she 
looked  silently  up  to  the  high  heavens  as  though  she  sought  comfort  and 
counsel  from  above. 

At  such  times  Gotthold  brought  his  goat,  his  only  play-fellow,  and  ca- 
ressed it,  and  showed  his  mother  how  large  it  had  grown,  and  how  it  could 
jump.  This  he  did  to  make  her  smile  again  )  for  he  could  not  bear  to  see 
her  weep. 

Once  in.  beautiful  May,  when  the  poor  sick  woman  looked  very  sad  and 
languid,  and  sighed  as  though  she  could  bear  the  burden  upon  her  heart 
no  longer,  little  Gotthold  thought:  "  I  will  go  to  the  great  wood,  and  look 
for  sweet,  red  berries ;  they  will  strengthen  my  mother  and  make  her 
well  again." 

No  sooner  had  he  thought  thus,  than  he  hurried  quietly  out ;  for  his 
mother  was  just  dozing. 

By  the  way,  he  listened  at  the  Alder- tree  in  the  church  yard,  to  hear 
if  his  father  were  not  awake  ;  then  he  ran,  as  fast  as  he  could,  to  the  great, 
great  wood,  to  look  for  berries. 

As  he  looked   eagerly  round  he  saw  no  red,  juicy  berries  peeping 
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through  the  green  leaves,  but  only  little  star-flowers  looking  at  him,  as 
though  they  would  say  :  ♦*  You  good  boy  !  you  must  wait  and  look  a  long 
time  before  you  will  find  berries  for  your  mother." 

Then  the  poor  child  began  to  cry,  and  ran  farther  and  farther,  and  sought 
more  zealously,  until  at  last  he  could  go  no  farther  from  very  weariness. 

Then  he  sat  down  on  the  soft  moss,  laid  his  head  on  his  arm,  and  be- 
fore he  thought,  he  had  fallen  asleep,  and  slept  so  softly  and  soundly,  that 
even  the  thunder  did  not  wake  him,  though  it  rolled  more  wildly  than 
ever  before. 

He  dreamed  a  beautiful  dream.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  was  still 
looking  for  berries,  and  because  he  could  find  none  in  the  wood,  he  went 
farther  and  farther,  till  he  came  to  a  garden  more  beautiful  than  any  that 
he  had  ever  seen  :  there  were  so  many  berries  that  he  scarcely  knew  which 
he  should  gather  first. 

A  strange  boy  stood  by  him,  his  coat  shone  bright  as  the  moon,  and  his 
long  locks  were  like  gold.     He  spoke  to  Gotthold  : 

"  Little  boy,  what  wilt  thou  here  in  our  heavenly  garden  ?  Wilt  thou 
stay  and  play  with  the  angels,  because  it  is  more  beautiful  here  than  on 
thy  earth  V 

But  Gotthold  told  him,  that  he  only  wanted  berries  for  his  sick  mother, 
that  he  had  no  father,  and  was  a  very  poor  boy,  and  must  take  food  to  his 
goat;   for  it  had  waited  so  long  for  him. 

Tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  the  beautiful  stranger,  as  he  said  to  Gotthold  : 

"  Come,  I  will  lead  you  to  our  Heavenly  Father,  who  is  a  Father  to  all 
men.  He  has  given  life  to  all.  He  loves  and  cares  for  all.  True,  He 
lives  here,  above  in  the  high  heavens,  and  is  much  more  glorious  and 
magnificent  than  the  lordliest  of  the  earth,  but  if  men  desire  any  good 
from  Him,  they  must  only  believe  and  pray  to  Him,  and  He  gives  them 
all  they  need." 

Thus  speaking,  he  led  Gotthold  to  a  great  golden  gate;  and  allowed 
him  to  look  in,  and  see  that  it  was  as  bright  as  if  many  suns  shone  there, 
and  the  air  was  filled  with  fragrance  as  from  a  thousand  roses,  while  the 
light  glittered  in  beautiful  gay  colors  as  though  from  a  thousand  rain- 
bows. 

There  was  a  throne,  such  as  earthly  kings  use,  but  much  more  mag- 
nificent, which  was  of  pure  gold,  and  the  loving  God  sat  upon  it;  but 
He  was  so  glorious,  that  none  coul^l  look  on  him,  and  Gotthold  only  saw 
how  He  looked  down  upon  him  with  love,  and  he  knew  that  he  loved  Him 
more  than  any  thing  in  the  whole  wide  earth. 

Pure  angels,  in  glittering  apparel,  stood  around  the  throne,  singing 
sweetly;  they  came  to  embrace  Gotthold,  who  scarcely  knew  what  to  say  to 
express  his  joy. 

The  kind  spirit  who  showed  him  all,  led  him  back  through  the  beauti- 
ful garden,  and  as  they  went,  he  told  him  that  ^^he  no  longer  needed  the 
berries,  but  that  he  should  think  of  the  heavenly  garden,  and  not  forget 
the  kind  loving  Father,  but  pray  earnestly  to  Him." 

Gotthold  promised ;  then  the  angel  kissed  him  for  a  farewell,  and  he 
awoke. 

Full  of  joy,  he  sprang  up,  and  hurried  home  to  tell  his  mother  how 
many  beautiful  things  he  had  seen. 
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When  he  came  to  the  hut,  there  stood  neighbor  Klaus  and  his  wife; 
both  wept  and  led  him  into  the  room :  there  lay  his  dear  mother,  paler 
than  before,  and  so  srill,  she  did  not  move,  and  her  eyes  were  closed. 

Then  Klaus  said  :  *'  See,  my  poor  boy,  thy  mother  sleeps  the  long  sleep ; 
now  thou  hast  neither  father  nor  mother." 

Poor  Gotthold  wept  bitterly,  and  kissed  his  mother's  hand,  and  called 
her  again  and  again. 

When  he  found  that  she  did  not  hear,  he  sat  down  on  the  bed,  folded 
his  hands  and  prayed  : 

"  Thou  loving  God  above  me.  Thou  wilt  give  me  all  for  which  I  pray 
Thee;  give  me  back  my  dear,  good  mother,  that  I  may  not  be  alone  on  the 
earth." 

Then  he  told  neighbor  Kla^  what  a  good  Father  he  had  in  Heaven, 
and  how  he  had  seen  Him,  and  how  He  would  restore  his  mother. 

Neighbor  Klaus  looked  at  his  wife  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  She  smiled 
at  him.  Then  they  tpok  the  child  by  the  hand  and  said :  "  Gotthold,  if 
you  will  always  be  so  good  and  pious,  we  will  be  your  father  and  mother. 
Come  home  with  us  and  live  with  us." 

Then  Gotthold  dried  his  tears  and  promised  to  be  good,  and  as  they 
went,  he  thought  in  his  little  heart :  "  Now  I  am  rich.  I  have  a  Father  in 
Heaven,  and  a  father  and  mother  on  earth,  that  the  kind  God  has  given 
me,  because  I  prayed  to  Him." 

He  became  such  a  good  and  industrious  boy  that  all  men  were  pleased 
with  him ;  he  prayed  so  earnestly  that  God  rejoiced  over  him  and  gave 
him  free  gifts. 

His  mother  slept  near  his  father  in  the  church  yard,  and  when  Gott- 
hold was  grown  up,  he  planted  a  strawberry  bush  on  her  grave,  and  tended 
it  faithfully,  morning  and  evening. 

As  often  as  he  thought  of  her,  he  folded  his  hands  and  prayed,  silently 
and  devoutly  : — **  Our  Father  who  art  in  Heaven. 


'NAE  STRIFE  UP  HERE  J 


It  is  related  that  an  old  Scotch  elder  had  once  a  serious  dispute  with 
his  minister  at  an  elders'  meeting.  He  said  some  hard  things,  and  almost 
broke  the  minister's  heart.  Afterward  he  went  home,  and  the  minister 
went  home  too.  The  next  rooming  the  elder  came  down,  and  his  wife 
said  to  him — "Ye  look  very  sad,  Jan;  what  is  the  matter  with  ye?" 
"  Ah,"  he  replied,  "you  would  look  sad  too,  if  you  had  such  a  dream  as  I 
had.  I  dreamed  I  had  been  at  the  elders'  meeting,  and  had  said  some 
hard  things,  and  grieved  the  minister;  and  when  he  went  home,  I 
thought  he  died  and  went  to  heaven.  And  I  thought  afterward  that  £ 
died  too,  and  went  up  to  heaven ;  and  when  I  got  to  the  gates  of  heaven, 
out  came  the  minister,  and  put  out  his  hands  to  take  me,  saying,  ^  Come 
along,  Jan,  there's  nae  strife  up  here — I  am  happy  to  see  ye.' " 

The  elder  went  to  the  minister  directly,  to  beg  his  pardon,  and  found 
he  was  dead.     The  elder  was  so  stricken  by  the  blow,  that  two  weeks  af- 
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ter  he  also  departed.  "And  I  should  not  wonder/*  said  he  who  related 
the  incident^  ^^if  he  did  not  meet  the  minister  at  heaven's  gate,  and  hear 
him  say,  *Come  along,  Jan,  there's  nao  strife  up' here.**' 

Ah,  no,  they  never  quarrel  in  heaven;  and  when  we  let  our  feelings 
get  on  fire  here,  and  use  harsh  words,  and  hitterness  and  malice  cling  to 
our  hearts,  we  have  not  got  the  Gospel  Spirit.  The  Spirit  that  shoald 
helong  to  the  Church  on  earth  is  the  same  Spirit  of  love  that  rules  in 
heaven. — Preshi/ter, 


LITERABY  NOTICES. 

Creed  and  Customs:  A  popular  Hand-Book,  treating  of  the  "Chief  Doctrines  and 
Practices  of  the  Reformed  Church  in  the  United  States."  By  Geo.  B.  Ru^aell,  A.  AL, 
Philadelphia.     Reformed  Church  Publication  Boardy  No.  54,  North  Sixth  Street. 

W  have  the  pleasure  of  announcing  to  our  readers,  the  appearance  of 
another  book,  from  the  pen  of  a  minister  of  the  Reformed  Church.  It  is 
a  neat  volume  of  467  pages.  The  paper,  type,  and  binding,  are  all  that 
can  be  desired  As  the  title  indicates  the  work  is  intended  to  serve  as  a 
Hand-Book  for  the  members  of  the  Reformed  Church.  Its  fifteen  chapters 
treat  of  a  variety  of  subjects,  and  explain  her  customs,  history,  and  doc- 
trines in  a  nut  shell.  The  Reformed  Name,  The  Reformed  Church,  Re- 
formed Symbols  of  Faith,  Reformed  Tyj)e  of  Religion.  Means  of  Grace, 
Relation  of  Baptized  Children  to  the  Church,  Confirmation,  General  Wor- 
ship, Church  Festivals,  and  Church  Government,  are  among  the  subjects 
discussed  and  explained.  We  bespeak  for  this  volume  a  general  circula- 
tion among  the  membership  of  the  Reformed  Church.  Our  people  need 
to  know  more  about  the  history,  practices,  and  doctrines  of  their  own 
Church.  An  extensive  circulation  of  this  work,  would  help  to  diffuse 
this  knowledge. 

HOUBS  AT  HOME. 

JULY  NUMBKR  READY. 

Contents:  I. — A  Day  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan.  By  the  Ameri- 
can Consul-General  of  Syria;  II. —  The  Romances  of  Arthur.  Their 
Influence  on  English  Literature.  By  Prof.  A.  J.  Curtis;  III. — A  Knight 
in  Armor.  By  Prof.  M.  8  De  Vere;  IV.— The  Divine  Child.  By  Mrs. 
Grace  Webster  Hinsdale;  V. — Reminiscences  of  English  Lawyers.  By 
C.  Linipriere;  VI — Palestine  Explorations.  By  Rev.  Henry  L  Hub- 
bell;  VII.— The  Castle  Ruin  of  CI  sson.  By  G.  M.  Towle;  VIII.— A 
Bargain.  By  Josephine  Pollard;  IX. — The  Books  we  Read.  By  Rev. 
J.  G.  Craijihead;  X. — Froude  on  University  Education.  (Concluded;) 
XI. — Mid-day  in  Summer.  Chambers's  Journal;  XII. — Compton  Friars. 
Chapters  I.— IIL  By  the  Author  of  "Mary  Powell;"  XIII— Sunny- 
bank  Papers.  No.  III.  Afloat,  By  "Marion  Harland;"  XIV.— The 
Night  Wa  ohes.  By  Carl  Spencer;  XV — Christopher  Kroy.  A  Story 
of  New  York  Life.  Chapters  XVII.— XVIII.  By  Miss  S.  J.  Pritch- 
ard;  XVI — Leisure  Moments;  XVII. — Books  and  Authors  Abroad; 
XVIII.— Literature  of  the  Day. 

The  new  and  beautiful  serial  by  the  Author  of  "  Mary  Powell,"  pur- 
chased exclusively  for  Hours  at  Home,  is  begun  in  this  number.  Publish- 
ed by  C.  Scribner  &  Co.,  No.  654  Broadway,  New  York,  at  J3.00  per  year. 
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*«THE  BLUBS/' 


BY  OPAL. 

Not  Prussian  blue,  nor  cobalt  blue,  nor  any  chemical  combination  pro- 
ducing blue,  but  the  Blues;  a  dreary  combination  of  fretfulness,  discon- 
tent, and  ill  humor,  too  well«known  to  need  more  extended  description. 
This  is  not  an  invention  of  our  own  day;  doubtless  the  evil  spirit 
troubling  King  Saul,  and  which  David  was  wont  to  exorcise  with  harp 
and  song,  was  akin  to  our  modern  malady. 

We  have  heard  of  men  in  our  nineteenth  century,  laboring  under  its 
influence  for  days  together ;  refusing  to  eat  or  to  speak,  replying  only  to 
their  anxious  friends :  "  Let  us  alone,  we  have  the  blues,  we  want 
nothing,  we  care  not  what  becomes  of  us."  Neither  age  nor  sex  seem  to 
escape  their  influence ;  they  are  usually  contagious,  chronic,  and  epidemic. 
Lisping  school  girls  lay  down  their  books,  and  declare  they  "  are  so  blue, 
they  don't  know  what  to  do  with  themselves;"  and  we  knew  one  little 
curly  head,  who  was  wont  to  sigh,  and  say  in  most  lugubrious  tones : 
*'  This  world's  a  dreary  wilderness.     I  am  so  blue,  so  blue." 

That  there  are  diseases  "flesh  is  heir  to,"  that  cause  unwonted 
depression  of  spirits  and  melancholy,  is  incontrovertible;  and  for  the 
sufferers  from  such  causes,  we  have  profound  and  tender  sympathy. 
But  that  those  diseases  are,  "  humanly  speaking,"  within  the  reach  of 
prompt,  medical  treatment,  is  equally  certain.  If  anxious  friends  would 
consult  a  good  physician,  instead  of  trying  to  comfort,  and  condole,  with 
grief  and  nervousness  utterly  beyond  their  reach ;  they  would  usually 
find  the  "  sick  brain"  was  only  a  direct  result  of  a  poor,  enfeebled,  "  sick 
body;"  and  would  give  their  physician  a  new  opportunity,  to  illustrate 
the  triumph  of  mind  and  medicine  over  matter;  and  indirectly  over 
mind  also. 

Then,  there  are  our  bilious  brethren,  who  say  they  have  "  the  blues," 
when  they  are  suffering  from  dyspepsia,  for  all  of  which  there  seems  to 
be  no  rational  excuse ;  proper  air,  diet,  and  exercise  will  soon  cure  them, 
if  they  have  will  and  energy  enough  to  be  cured. 
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For  persons  in  good  health,  who  are  thus  afflicted  with  *' spiritual 
rheumatism/'  an  En^jlish  writer  calls  it,  for  which,  says  he,  we  need 
*'  mental  water-proof,"  we  have  less  sympathy.  If  they  counted  their 
mercies,  instead  of  what  they  consider  their  afflictions,  they  would  fiod 
more  cause  for  rejoicing  than  sorrow. 

"Some  marmnr  when  their  stj  is  clear. 

And  wholly  bright  to  view, 
If  one  email  speck  of  cload  appear, 

Amidst  their  heaven  of  blue. 
And  some  with  thankful  love  are  filled. 

If  but  one  ray  of  light, 
One  ray  of  God's  good  mercy  gild, 

The  darkness  of  their  nighu 

"  In  palaces  are  hearts  that  ask. 

In  discontent  and  pride, 
Why  life  is  such  a  dreary  task, 

And  all  good  things  denied? 
While  some  in  poorest  huts  almire. 

How  Love  has  been  their  aid ; 
Love  that  not  ever  seems  to  tire, 

Such  rich  provision's  made." 

There  are  so  many  people  suhject  to  "the  blues"  every  where,  that  it 
may  be  well  for  us  to  consider  their  probable  source ;  to  ask  ourselves 
wherefore  they  come,  and  with  what  manner  of  fetters  they  bind  us. 
Kich  and  poor  are  alike  their  slaves,  only  those  who  have  most  money 
and  leisure,  are  more  apt  to  court  and  yield  to  their  absolute  sway. 

The  real  causes  of  "  the  blues,"  in  healthy  people,  seem  to  be  discon- 
tent, ingratitude- for  what  God  has  given,  murmuring  that  He  sends  them 
an  occasional  sorrow,  instead  of  unceasing  joy. 

The  root  of  the  difficulty  seems  to  be,  that  we  are  so  apt  to  mistake  the 
chief  end  of  our  life.  God  did  not  place  us  here,  intending  that  we 
should  be  perfectly  happy ;  whereas  we  are  apt  to  think  our  own  happi- 
ness must  be  our  first  thought,  the  great  aim  and  end  of  life.  If  we 
profess  to  be  God's  children,  we  must  have  more  faith,  more  trust  in 
Him.  He  tells  us  that  "  the  steps  of  a  good  man  are  ordered"  by  Him ; 
not  only  the  life  journey  as  a  whole,  but  every  step  of  the  way,  rough, 
stony,  hard,  thorny  though  it  be ;  God  leads  us,  and  where  He  leads  we 
must  walk  trustingly,  cheerfully,  even  unto  death.  He  sends  us  at  times 
great  crushing  sorrows,  that  leave  us  stricken,  sore,  sad,  and  desolate; 
but  He  is  "our  Father,"  and  there  is  no  son  He  loveth,  whom  He 
chasteneth  not.  Sometimes  we  say,  "  why  does  God  send  me  this  trial  'i 
Anything  else  I  could  have  borne;  but  this  is  too  hard  to  bear."  We 
carry  our  grief  with  us  everywhere,  nursing  it,  guarding  it  so  tenderly, 
that  it  grows  and  strengthens  with  our  weakness,  and  sometimes  masters 
us  entirely. 

If,  as  children,  we  trust  God,  we  must  believe  that  no  trial  will  be  sent 
us,  that  we  are  not  able  to  bear;  and  that  i*  was  in  His  great,  infinite 
mercy  and  love  toward  us,  that  our  trials  took  the  very  form  that  seemed 
hardest  to  endure.  In  times  like  these,  we  are  in  God's  crucible.  He  is 
trying  us,  makijag  us  fit  for  His  kingdom ;  if  we  by  His  grace  (and  He 
promises,  "  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee")  endure  these  trials  meekly 
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and  patiently,  learning  from  tbem,  and  through  them,  the  very  lessons 
God  designed  to  teach  us,  then  shall  we  truly  find, 

'*  The  olonds  we  so  mach  dread, 
Are  rich  in  mercj ;  and  shall  break, 
In  blessings  on  oar  head." 

Sometimes  our  fondest  hopes  are  blasted.  We  are  left  with  no  hope  for 
the  future,  save  that  of  heaven ;  the  friends  we  loved  best  are  removed 
by  death,  or  worse  than  death,  estranged,  and  we  are  left  hopeless  and 
alone.  We  take  up  the  old  song,  we  have  so  often  thoughtlessly  sung  in 
happier  days,  and  chant  it  over  in  our  hearts. 

"  No  one  to  love — none  to  caress. 
None  to  respond  to  this  heart's  tenderness. 
Sad  is  my  heart — ^joy  is  unknown, 
For  in  my  sorrow — I'm  weeping  alone." 

Over  and  over  we  repeat  the  sad  refrain,  feeling  that  "  Earth  is  a 
desert  drear,''  that  all  the  joy  has  faded  from  our  lives,  and  that  we  are 
and  shall  be  sad  until  death  release  us.  But  ^'  behind  the  clouds  is  the 
sun  still  ahining,"  even  though  we  cannot  see  its  gleams.  Even  as  We 
chant  our  dreary  refrain,  our  good  angel  chants  us  words  of  better  hope 
and  cheer. 

"  No  one  is  so  accursed  by  fate, 
No  one  so  utterly  desolate. 
But  some  heart,  though  unknown. 
Responds  unto  his  own. 

"  Responds  as  if  with  unseen  wings. 
An  angel  touched  the  quivering  strings, 
And  whispers  in  his  song, 
Where  hast  thou  strayed  so  long?" 

The  words  are  like  balm  to  our  wounded  spirits;  *^we  are  lifted  up 

and  strengthened.''     We  realize  once  again,  that  life  has  still  blessings  in 

store  for  us,  that, 

"  In  this  world's  strange  vanishing  show. 
The  one  truth  is,  loving." 

Therefore  let  us  love  God  and  our  neighbor;  be  useful  and  be  happy. 
Let  us  enjoy  the  good  God  gives  us,  thank  Bim  for  the  past,  and  trust 
Uim  for  the  future. 

"  If  thou  could'st  trust,  poor  soul, 
In  Him  who  rules  the  whole, 
Thoii  could'st  find  peace  and  rest, 
Wisdom  and  sight  are  good. 
But  Tru9t  is  best." 

'*  After  what  I  have  seen  of  the  wickedness  of  man,  I  will  never  trust 
living  man  again,"  said  one  who  had  been  basely,  cruelly  deceived.  But, 
because  one  man  or  woman  has  been  faithless,  shall  the  whole  race  be 
condemned?  Shall  we  never  trust  our  neighbor?  There  are,  there 
must  be,  "  even  in  Sardis,"  those  who  "  have  not  defiled  their  garments," 
who  are  good  and  noble,  tender,  trusty,  and  true.  Let  us  gather  them 
around  us,  and  trust  them  unto  death,  doing  what  we  can  to  lessen  the 
sum  of  human  misery  and  of  human  depravity. 

To  one  in  sorrow,  the  friendship  of  a  child  is  very  comforting.     Have 
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you  ever  tried,  my  friend,  when  tired  of  the  vexing,  fretting  cares  of 
life,  to  find  a  little  child,  whose  love  and  trust  you  could  win  ?  If  bo, 
jou  have  surely  found  it  a  joy  and  a  blessing. 

**  Great  gifts  can  be  given  bj  little  hands, 
Since  of  all  gifts — Love  is  still  the  best." 

I  have  known  a  child's  simple  "I  love  you,"  written  in  awkward, 
childish  capitals,  upon  a  torn  scrap  of  paper,  to  cheer  and  encourage  the 
recipient  for  weeks  afterward. 

For  Christian  people  to  be  sad  and  gloomy ;  in  other  words,  to  allow 
and  acknowledge  themselves  to  be  possessed  by  "  the  blues,"  seems  to  us 
to  be  bringing  a  reproach  upon  their  Christian  profession.  They  are  the 
only  persons  who  have  a  right  to  be  always  happy  ;  no  eternity,  no  aveng- 
ing God  to  dread.  Those  who  can  say  with  an  unfaltering  trust,  "  I  know 
that  my  Redeemer  liveth,"  are  the  only  really  happy  people  in  the  wide, 
wide  world.     Their  instructions  are  :  ^'  Rejoice  evermore." 

"  Rejoice  in  the  Lord  always,  and  again  I  say  unto  you,  rejoice." 
Heirs  of  an  inheritance  incorruptible  and  undefiled,  prepared  for  them 
in  heaven,  should  be  joyful  evermore. 

"Yes,  and  before  we  rise 
To  that  immortal  state, 
The  thoughts  of  such  amazing  bliss, 
Should  constant  joy  create." 

Carrying  the  news  of  a  gospel  fraught  with  **  Life,  Light,  and  Love," 
to  those  who  are  perishing  for  lack,  of  knowledge,  Christians  should  be 
cheerful  and  hopeful  wherever  they  go.  They  should  '*be  strong,  and 
of  good  courage,"  bearing  the  Master's  message  to  every  creature,  even 
through  persecution,  remembering  that  "the  sufferings  of  this  present 
time  are  not  worthy  to  be  compared  with  the  glory  that  shall  be  revealed." 
Therefore,  they  have  no  ri^ht  to  be  servants  of  the  blues;  such  sadness 
and  discontent  is  a  blot  upon  their  escutcheon,  a  stain  of  earthsio  upon 
their  garments,  that  they  should  be  very  loth  to  carry  with  them  through 
the  world. 

My  friends,  if  you  have  been  victims  of  this  malady,  if  you  have  been 
bound  by  these  fetters  of  rebellion  and  ingratitude,  there  is  for  every 
one  of  you  a  certain  and  infallible  way  to  escape  from  their  bondage.  It 
is  simply  this.  Think  nothing  of  your  own  pleasure,  your  own  happiness ; 
make  the  poor,  the  miserable  around  you,  happy  by  your  gifts  and  your 
sympathy;  work  for  God  heartily  and  faithfully;  love  Him  with  all  your 
heart,  and  your  neighbor  as  yourself,  and  you  will  never  have  *'  blue" 
gloomy  days  again.  Be  glad  and  hopeful,  no  matter  what  happens  here ; 
"  the  Lord  reigneth,  let  the  earth  rejoice." 

"Never  go  gloomily,  man  with  a  mind, 
Hope  is  a  better  companion  than  Fear, 
Providence  ever  benignant  and  kind, 
Gives  with  a  smile,  what  you  take  with  a  tear. 

Cheerily  then — cheer  up  !"    *    *    *    ♦ 

It  has  been  said,  that  Christians  were  the  only  people  who  had  a  right 
to  be  happy ;  if  there  are  those  who  read  these  pages,  who  have  not  the 
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ChristiaD's  hope;  who  are  Bad  and  sorrowfal,  with  no  brighter  hope 
^beyond  the  grave,  there  are  Bome  gracious  words^  of  a  gracious  Saviour, 
for  you.  If  you  are  weary  of  the  cares  and  vexations  of  life,  if  you  feel 
sin  a  burden,  if  you  are  cast  down  and  distressed,  listen  to  the  blessed 
words  of  Jesus: 

"  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye 'that  labor,  and  are  heavy-laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest. 
Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  and  learn  of  Me,'  and  ye  shall  find  rest  for  your  souls." 

No  matter  what  your  past  lives  have  been,  His  promise  is :  "  Though 
your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  white  as  snow ;  though  they  be  red 
like  criuson,  they  shall  be  as  wool.''  Come  to  Jesus  now ;  delay  is  always 
dangerous ;  you  need  no  long  preparation,  no  special  fitness,  to  come  to 
His  presence. 

"  All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him ; 
This  He  gives  you, 

'Tis  the  Spirit's  rieing  gleam." 

If  you  come  humbly,  believing  and  trusting  in  Him,  confessing  your 
past  sins,  and  asking  His  forgiveness,  He  will  surely  give  you  '^  an  answer 
of  peace."     Let  these  be  the  words  of  your  penitent  heart : 

"Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea. 
Save  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  oome  to  Thee, 
0  Lamb  of  Qod,  I  come." 

He  bids  you  come  : 

"  Jn>t  as  thou  art,  without  one  trace 
Of  love  or  joy,  or  inward  grace. 
Or  fitness  for  the  heavenly  place, 
0  trembling  sinner,  come! 

In  Christ,  and  in  Christ  alone,  you  will  find  life,  rest,  and  peace. 
Then  "  the  peace  of  God,  that  passeth  understanding,"  shall  keep  your 
hearts  and  minds,  through  Christ  Jesus. 

O  taste,  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good;  blessed  is  the  man  that  trusteth 
in  Him  I 


TEACHING  CHILDREN  TO  PBAY. 

It  is  said  of  that  good  old  man,  John  Quincy  Adams,  that  he  never  went 
to  his  rest  at  night  until  he  had  repeated  the  simple  prayer  learned  in 
childhood — the  familiar  "  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 

Is  there  not  something  inexpressibly  touching  in  the  thought  that  these 
words,  breathed  from  the  rosy  lips  of  infancy,  went  with  him  away  down 
through  old  age  into  the  dark  valley  of  death  ?  Some  people  object  to 
teaching  their  children  forms  of  prayer,  lest  the  act  become  only  a  form. 
But  did  not  Christ  teach  us  to  say  "  Our  Father  ?" 

Do  you  not  remember  those  still  evening  hours  far  back  in  your  child- 
hood, when  your  mother  first  taught  you  to  say  those   words  ?     Can   you 
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forget  the  solemn  hush  that  fell  on  everything  as  she  knelt  with  you  and 
commended  you  to  the  care  of  the  blessed  Father  ? 

She  is  dead  now,  but  ever  as  the  night  falls  you  think  of  her,  and  the 
little  sister  she  left  in  your  care — how  it  fell  to  you  to  hear  the  little  one 
repeat  the  same  old  words  in  the  dim  twilight,  and  how  at  last,  when  she 
had  learned  to  love  the  Saviour  who  watches  over  the  little  children,  He 
called  her  suddenly,  one  day,  to  go  up   where  they  sing  the  new  song. 

Oh,  teach  the  children,  the  little  children  to  pray. 

Years  of  sin  may  come,  but  the  memory  of  those  early  prayers  may  yet 
soften  the  heart,  and  prepare  the  way  for  better  things.  Or,  never  neg- 
lected^ this  habit  may  grow  with  their  growth,  strengthen  with  their 
strength,  become  a  strong  shield  against  the  temptations  of  life,  and 
through  faith  at  last  free  immortal  souls  from  earthly  sin.  So  let  as 
teach  the  little  children,  the  children  to  pray. — Boston  Recorder, 


MABY. 


BY   MARY   L. 


What  is  there  in  a  name  ?  Are  not  all  names  alike  ?  We  are  some- 
times told,  that  none  but  the  superstirious  can  see  more  in  one  name 
than  in  another.  If  it  is  superstition  to  be  particularly  attached  to  some 
names  in  preference  toothers,  on  account  of  their  peculiar  associations; 
then  I  am  willing  to  be  called  a  little  superstitious.  For  there  are  certainly 
some  names  that  come  down  to  us  through  the  world's  history  with  a 
kind  of  sacredness,  which  in  spite  of  all  our  efforts  of  resistance  have 
taken  possession  of  our  heart's  affections. 

Among  them  all  there  is  none  more  so  than  the  name  of  Mary.  While 
time  and  death,  the  arch  destroyer  of  almost  everything  else,  has  annihi- 
lated the  names  of  the  illustrious,  demolished  kingdoms  and  empires,  and 
buried  them  in  eternal  forget  fulness;  the  name  of  Mary  is  as  beautiful, 
and  as  lovely  as  when  the  first  child  received  it,  far  back  in  the  infancy 
of  the  Christian  dispensation.  It  is  a  name  deeply  interwoven  in  the 
hifetory  of  every  civilized  nation,  and  is  alike  familiar  from  the  humble 
walks  of  life  to  the  queens  ruling  the  mighty  empires  of  the  world. 
England,  France,  and  Scotland  all  bowed  beneath  the  sceptre  of  the 
Marys.  The  works  of  the  historian,  painter,  and  poet,  are  all  embel- 
lished with  it.  But  while  the  writers  of  fiction  have  searched  the  world 
over  for  beautiful  and  appropriate  names  to  enrich  their  romance,  they 
seldom  profane  the  name  of  Mary.  It  has  ingratiated  itself  in  the  hearts 
of  all  admirers  of  the  beautiful  and  lovely.  And  we  sometimes  feelthbt 
we  could  almost  excuse  the  Church  of  Rome  for  deifying  it. 

Almost  every  family  record,  from  the  antiquated  picture  hanging  on 
the  wall,  to  the  more  modern  style  in  the  old  family  Bible,  has  its  Mary, 
either  among  the  living  or  the  dead.      It  is  found  among  the  high  and 
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the  low,  the-  noble  and  the  ignoble^  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  hood  and 
the  free ;  all  claim  an  equal  right  to  appropriate  it  to  themselves. 

But  this  has  its  reason.  For  it  is  a  name  associated  with  the  greatest 
erents  both  in  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and  in  the  kingdom  of  grace. 
Where  is  the  American  citizen  that  can  read  the  very  expressive  inscrip- 
tion on  the  tomb  at  Fredericksburg,  *'  Mary,  the  mother  of  Washington," 
and  not  be  deeply  impressed  with  a  kind  of  reverential  awe?  Or,  where 
is  the  Christian  who,  in  his  holiest  hours  of  devotion,  can  read  the  inscrip- 
tion on  the  sacred  page  '^  Mary,  the  mother  of  Jesas,''  without  emotions 
of  love  for  her  pure  and  tender  character. 

Here  it  seems  to  have  a  peculiar  loveliness,  and  must  endear  itself  to 
every  reader  of  the  New  Testament.  What  a  message  was  that,  which 
was  brought  by  an  angel  from  Heaven  and  communicated  to  Mary,  then 
but  a  modest  virgin  in  the  humble  walks  of  life,  that  she  should  be  the 
mother  of  the  promised  and  long-looked  for  Messiah !  Mysterious  incar- 
nation !  Wonderful  revelation  that  her  Son  should  be  "  called  Wonder- 
ful, Counsellor,  The  mighty  God,  The  everlasting  Father,  the  Prince  of 
Peace." 

From  the  announcement  of  the  incarnation  by  the  angel  Gabriel,  the 
name  of  Mary  seems  to  be  almost  inseparably  connected  with  the  life  and 
history  of  Christ.  Thus  it  was  Mary  in  Bethany  who  anointed  Him 
with  ointment  and  wiped  His  feet  with  her  hair,  and  exclaimed  with  all  the 
confidence  which  none  but  a  woman  can  have,  ^^  Lord,  if  Thou  hadst  been 
here  my  brother  had  not  died."  It  was  to  Mary  the  Saviour  said,  "  She 
hath  chosen  the  good  part  which  shall  not  be  taken  from  her." 

Then  there  was  Mary,  the  mother  of  John,  at  whose  house  "  many  were 
gathered  together  praying,"  when  Peter  came  and  knocked  for  admittance 
after  his'  miraculous  deliverance  from  prison.  Historians  tell  us,  that 
when  the  Holy  City,  and  even  the  temple  were  consumed  by  the  Eoman 
Soldiers  under  Titus,  the  house  of  Mary  was  preserved,  as  though  the 
hand  of  the  Almighty  had  been  extended  over  it. 

Then  again  there  were  the  three  Marys  at  the  Cross.  In  the  dark- 
ness of  the  darkest  of  all  nights;  when  even  the  Lord  of  heaven  Himself 
had  to  exclaim  in  the  bitterness  of  His  soul,  "  My  God,  my  God,  why 
hast  Thou  forsaken  Me,"  amid  the  great  and  terrible  conflict  on  Calvary, 
the  three  Marys  did  not  forsake  Him.  And  when  the  powers  of  dark- 
ness for  the  time  being  had  triumphed  and  the  crucified  body  of  Jesus 
was  laid  in  the  tomb,  it  was  Mary  that  lingered  last  and  prepared  the 
spices  to  embalm  it.  It  was  Mary  that  returned  to  the  sepulchre  early 
on  the  morning  of  the  third  day.  And  it  was  to  Mary  that  the  angel  first 
announced  His  resurrection. 

But,  alas,  now  that  she  seeks  the  Lord  she  finds  Him  not.  Bright 
angels  from  the  mansions  of  bliss,  and  a  man  whom  she  supposed  to  be 
the  gardener  were  there;  the  latter  addressing  her  *' Womao,  whom 
seekest  thou,"  but  sadly  she  turned  around,  and  the  same  voice  gently 
called  her  by  the  old  familiar  name,  Mary^  when  she  recognized  her  dear 
Lord.  How  sweet  this  sounded  in  her  ears,  and  how  comforting  to  her 
poor  sorrow-stricken  heart.  The  mention  of  this  name  thrilled  her  soul. 
And  now  once  more  she  is  happy ;  and  with  the  sweet  sound  of  Mary 
8Sill  ringing  in  her  ears,  she  hastened  to  the  brethren  to  give  them  the 
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joyful  message  of  her  Lord.     Thus  to  Mary  did   the  risen  Saviour  again 
first  appear  after  His  resurrection. 

To  some  the  name  of  Mary  may  be  more  attractive  than  to  others. 
To  me  it  has  a  peculiar  loveliness,  as  I  am  among  the  least  of  the 
Marys. 


HALLOWED  BE  THY  NAME. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN,  BY  K.  E.  H. 

Many,  many  years  ago,  in  a  small  but  richly  blessed  land,  there  reigned 
a  prince,  who  was  wilder  than  any  of  his  rank.  He  sought  all  his  plea- 
sure in  the  chase,  and  he  followed  it  day  after  day. 

The  dark,  gloomy  wood  was  his  favorite  retreat;  the  cry  of  the  poor, 
hunted  game,  and  the  sound  of  the  hunting-horns  seemed  to  him  as  the 
sweetest  music. 

When  he  was  weary,  he  drank  from  the  cool,  transparent  brook,  and 
rested  on  the  soft,  mossy  carpet. 

He  did  not  concern  himself  about  the  government  of  his  kingdom  ;  that, 
he  gave  over  to  his  councillors  and  ministers,  without  even  seeing  that 
they  ruled  wisely. 

He  did  not  seek  to  know  whether  his  people  were  industrious  and  well- 
behaved,  whether  they  enjoyed  quiet  and  prosperity,  or  whether  they 
loved  and  honored  him. 

He  never  asked  about  God,  or  the  requirements  of  our  holy  religion. 
He  mocked  at  the  church,  and  at  every  one  who  frequented  it  with  a  de- 
vout and  childlike  heart,  and  at  all  who  prayed  to  God.  He  was  o»ly 
pleased  when  he  brought  down  a  stately  stag,  or  a  raging  boar,  and  was 
untiring  when  the  fugitive  lured  him  over  rocks  and  mountains,  even  if 
he  were  obliged  to  follow  him  for  long  hours  and  days. 

Thus  he  often  became  widely  separated  from  his  companions,  a  great 
many  of  whom  were  constantly  with  him;  for,  little  as  he  cared  for 
others,  all  those  who,  like  himself,  loved  the  chase  passionately,  received 
a  most  cordial  welcome. 

Once  he  was  following  a  stag  whose  antlers  numbered  more  branches 
than  he  had  ever  seen. 

The  stately  animal,  followed  by  the  yelping  hounds  and  the  raging 
chase,  fled  over  cliff  and  precipice,  through  wood  and  thicket,  ever  for- 
ward in  the  tiresome  race.  The  prince  forgot  every  one  around  him;  his 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  stag,  when  suddenly  his  faithful  hunting  horse 
stumbled,  fell  down,  and  injured  himself  considerably. 

Now  he  stood  in  the  pathless  wilderness,  the  sound  of  his  hunting- 
horn  could  not  reach  his  companions  in  the  chase ;  every  way  was  as  it 
were,  cut  off;  added  to  this,  it  was  evening,  and  very  dark;  no  star  glit- 
tered in  the  heavens  to  guide  him  from  above. 

Then  anger  and  indignation  rose  in  his  heart;  he  ran  hither  and 
thither,  seeking  a  way  out ;  he  raged  and  swore,  instead  of  giving  him- 
self up  quietly  and  patiently  to  what  was  inevitable. 
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For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  his  thoughts  turaed  to  the  Almighty,  not 
"with  quiet  trust  that  He  would  lead  him  in  the  right  way,  hut  with  hor- 
rible blasphemy  and  wicked  mistrust,  as  though  God  delighted  in  send- 
ing this  calamity  upon  him. 

Thus  he  wandered  about  for  a  long  time,  with  fierce  rage  in  his  heart, 
and  forming  many  wicked  plans  which  he  intended  to  carry  out  when  he 
returned  to  his  friends. 

All  at  once  a  little  light  shone  before  him ;  he  would  not  trust  it  at 
first,  for  he  thought  it  might  be  a  will-o-the-wisp,  which  would  tempt  him 
into  some  swamp;  but  as  it  did  not  move,  he  went  towards  it  slowly  and 
fearfully. 

The  way  seemed  long,  and  it  appeared  almost  mysterious  that  so  weak 
a  light  could  shine  so  far;  when  he  came  nearer,  he  saw  a  small  hut;  and 
at  last,  almost  exhausted  he  stood  before  the  door. 

The  window  throagh  which  the  light  shone,  was  very  low,  and  when 
he  looked  in,  he  stood  like  one  enchanted  before  a  picture,  so  simple  and 
yet  so  exquisitely  lovely;  such  a  picture  as  he  had  never  beheld. 

In  the  little  room,  which,  though  destitute  of  all  outward  ornaments, 
was  made  as  clean  and  pure  as  possible;  before  a  simple,  white  table, 
stood  a  tall  man,  of  a  fresh  appearance,  powerful  frame,  and  solemn 
bearing.  His  eyes  beamed  bright  as  the  morning-star,  his  hands  were 
clasped  tightly  and  fervently. 

Before  him,  on  the  table,  lay  the  open  Bible,  from  which  he  had  read 
at  evening  devotions,  and  now,  at  the  close,  he  pronounced  the  "Our 
Father,"  and  the  Prince  knew  by  the  emotion  that  illuminated  his  whole 
countenance,  that  the  prayer,  ** Hallowed  be  Thy  Namie,"  burst  from  his 
inmost  heart. 

Near  him,  a  woman  had  risen  from  the  wooden  seat,  and  appeared  lost 
in  devotion.  In  her  full,  fair  face  lay  the  endless  charm  of  love;  for 
there  the  holiest  feelings  of  humanity,  heavenly  devotion  and  tender, 
motherly  love,  were  blended.  On  her  bosom  an  angel-head  was  cradled, 
and  it  was  as  still  and  quiet,  as  though  the  tender,  half-awakened  child-soul 
already  felt  the  presence  of  the  Eternal. 

Near  the  father  and  mother  stood  two  boys,  of  perhaps  three  and  six 
years  of  ago,  with  clasped  hands,  and  eyes  piously  upraised,  as  though  it 
was  quite  clear  to  them  that  He  who  permitted  their  father's  evening 
prayer  looked  down  upon  them  with  a  loving,  fatherly  eye. 

The  prayer  was  over;  the  mother  had  thanked  her  husband  for  the 
blesse|  hour,  by  a  hearty  pressure  of  the  hand;  the  boys  clung  about 
their  father's  knees,  and  the  little  curly  head  pulled  vigorously  at  its 
niother*s  hair,  and  a  new  and  higher  life  seemed  to  have  descended  upon 
these  simple  people. 

The  prince  rubbed  his  forehead  and  eyes  as  though  awaking  from  a 
long,  long  dream;  he  scarcely  dared  to  knock,  his  own  heart  beat  so 
loudly ;  it  seemed  to  him  as  though  he  trod  on  holy  ground ;  as  though 
angels  descended  here,  and  he,  the  Prince,  stood  as  a  begear  before  the 
collier's  hut.  Still  a  strange  longing  drew  him  towards  the  good,  pious 
people.  Scarcely  had  he  knocked,  when  the  door  opened  and  the  lovely 
ibrm  of  the  good  woman  appeared. 

At  his  request  for  lodging,  a  high  color  spread  over  her  cheeks  for  a 
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moment.   Then  she  said,  ^^  What  we  have  is  freely  at  jour  command.     May 
you  be  pleased  with  poor,  collier  people." 

He  entered  the  room  which  greeted  him  as  an  old  acquaintance.  The 
collier  met  him  with  a  true-hearted  grasp  of  the  hand,  and  an  earnest 
welcome.  The  best  place  in  the  whole  hut  waa  given  up  to  him ;  the 
wife  brought  him  brown  bread  and  cheese  to  eat,  and  good  fresh  milk  to 
drink. 

But  his  heart  burned  to  hear  and  to  know  much  more  of  their  simple, 
yet  deep,  firm  faith ;  of  their  resigned  trust,  of  their  mutual  love,  of  their 
quiet,  happy,  earthly  life  in  God. 

They  told  him  so  joyfully,  with  such  hearty  interest,  so  simply  and 
clearly,  how  they  loved  and  honored  God  above  all,  and  how  He  had  pre- 
pared for  them  an  enviable  lot,  even  in  their  humble  hut:  how  happy 
they  were  in  their  love  for  one  another,  and  yet,  notwithstanding  this, 
their  faith  in  the  Father  above  constituted  their  highest  happiness. 

His  heart  wondered  more  and  more,  and  at  last  he  felt  himself  raised 
to  a  new  and  better  life.  He  sat  and  listened  like  an  eager  child.  Never 
had  he  heard  God  spoken  of  with  such  love  and  reverence ;  never 
had  he  looked  into  that  infinite,  fatherly  heart.  His  soul  softened  more 
and  more;  the  breath  of  love  surrounded  him,  and  the  wild,  rough  hunts- 
man, who,  an  hour  before  had  stormed  and  sworn  and  blasphemed,  felt  a 
whole  world  of  hitherto  unknown  frelings  sink  into  his  heart. 

Now  for  the  first  time  came  the  thought:  Has  the  God  of  whom  thou, 
in  thy  life  time,  hast  thought  so  little,  in  His  all-merciful  love  led  thee, 
designedly,  to  this  hut,  that  thou  mayest  know  how  thou  wouldest  be 
ashamed;  and  to  show  thee  that  an  earthly  throne  does  not  bring  so 
much  happiness  as  a  heart  that  loves  its  Creator  as  a  little  child,  and 
really  worships  Him  by  a  life  full  of  virtue,  trust  and  faith  ?  Hast  thou 
never  until  now,  known  Him  who  hast  given  thee  more,  infinitely  more, 
than  these  quiet,  modest  people  who  have,  at  least,  devoted  to  Him  their 
whole  lives? 

With  these  thoughts  the  burning  wish  to  retrieve  what,  until  now,  he 
had  neglected,  entered  his  soul:  as  a  Prince  in  the  faith,  to  be  to  his  peo- 
ple an  example  of  piety  and  virtue,  and  to  make  them  as  happy  as  the 
happiest  in  the  little  collier-hut. 

He  confessed  that  he  had  seen  their  evening  devotions,  and  begged 
fervently  to  be  permitted  to  share  their  morninir  prayers.  The  good  peo- 
ple, who  never  guessed  that  they  were  lodging  their  Prince,  gave  him  their 
hands  with  a  cordial  promise,  and  assured  him  that  he  would  be  t|^e  first 
who  had  shared  the  holy  hour  with  them. 

That  night  the  Prince  slept  on  a  harder  bed  than  ever  before,  still  it 
was  the  best  they  could  afford,  and  he  slept  sweetly  and  peacefully,  and 
dreamed  a  heavenly  dream. 

In  the  early,  early  morning  the  collier  stood  by  his  bed,  to  tell  him 
cheerfully,  that  it  was  the  most  beautiful  hour  of  the  morning.  The 
Prince  rose  quickly,  and  after  a  few  moments  followed  the  collier  out  be- 
fore the  hut,  where  the  wife  and  children  soon  assembled.  They  breathed 
the  fresh,  strengthening,  morning  air  joyfully;  delighted  in  the  thousand 
dew  diamonds  which  sparkled  in  the  morning  sun-light;  listened  to  the 
love-song  of  the  wild  birds,  and  sang  a  beautiful  morning  hymn  from 
their  pious  hearts.     The   children  knelt  down,  the  rest  clasped  their 
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Lands,  aod  the  Prince's  first  prayer  rose  with  the  father's  **  Hallowed  be 
Thy  Name."  He  prayed  that  God  would  raise  his  whole  future  life  to  a 
fulfillment  of  this  prayer,  and  it  was  done. 

AAer  his  return,  he  gave  up  all  the  companions  with  whom  he  had 
surrounded  himself  in  his  wild  pleasures.  He  himself  was  so  quiet  and 
friendly  that  all  were  astonished.  He  applied  himself  to  the  government 
in  real  earnest,  listened  to  every  complaint  from  his  subjects,  and  prom- 
ised all  possible  redress. 

He  became,  in  a  special  manner,  the  protector  of  churches  and  schools, 
and  soon,  silent  happiness,  quiet,  easy  prosperity  and  love  between  Prince 
and  people  reigned  in  the  land  which  they  had  so  long  forsaken. 

In  his  castle  he  had  a  small  pleasant  room  prepared,  so  simple  and 
neat  that  it  was  almost  like  the  collier's  hut.  It  commanded  a  view  of 
the  blooming  castle-garden,  and,  farther  away,  of  the  venerable,  gloomy 
woods.  He  never  forgot  his  morning  and  evening  prayer,  and  he  felt 
himself  to  be  so  much  better  off  that  he  would  not  have  returned  to  his 
former  way  of  living  for  any  earthly  price. 

He  remembered  the  pious  collier  gratefully,  and  pondered,  long  and 
vainly,  how  he  could  express  his  affection  to  them ;  for  they  did  not  yet 
guess,  that  in  sheltering  the  wandering  hunts  man,  they  had  sheltered 
their  Prince.  He  knew  that  gold  and  riches  could  not  make  them  hap- 
pier than  they  already  were,  and  yet  he  would  willingly  have  shown  his 
gratitude.  He  took  a  large  fine  wagon,  and  went  into  the  woods  where 
he  had  found  the  hospitable  hut,  but  this  time  they  were  all  to  ride  with 
him,  all,  even  the  fair  little  curly  head. 

How  astonished  the  good  people  were,  when  they  drove  to  the  princely 
palace,  and  the  well-known  huntsman  confessed  that  he  was  their  Prince. 
He  showed  them  all  the  treasures  of  his  house,  and  last  of  all  his  dear 
little  bed  chamber,  in  which  they  imagined  themselves  back  in  their  own 
hut.  When  they  had  recovered  from  their  astonishment,  he  told  them 
of  all  he  had  seen  and  done,  of  the  reformation  of  his  whole  being,  which 
was  brought  about  through  their  pious  prayers. 

Then  he  said,  ''See  this  shall  be  my  thanks,  that  you  shall  take  with 
you  the  recollection  that  you  have  pointed  out  to  your  Prince  and  to  his 
whole  people  the  way  of  true  and  complete  happiness;  the  way  of  faith 
and  trust  in  God.  I  cannot  reward  you  better;  for  in  your  hut  gold 
and  splendor  would  lose  their  perishable  worth.  Go  home  and  think 
that  through  you  I  first  knew  my  God,  that  with  you,  I  came  to  the  de- 
termination to  honor  Him  through  life,  and  that  I  will  keep  this  resolu- 
tion faithfully.  When  you  say  your  evening  prayers,  then  think  of  your 
Prince  as  a  friend,  and  of  how  your  prayer  once  sounded  in  his  heart, 
*  Hallowed  be  Thy  Name.'" 


The  Happy  Medium. — Too  much  reservedness  or  affectation  in  our 
manners  toward  others  (and  this  applies  equally  to  others  of  the  opposite 
sex),  is  equally  reprehensible  with  too  much  confidential  intimacy,  or 
unbecoming  openness.  The  great  point,  in  securing  a  happy  and  useful 
social  life,  is  to  carefully  and  fully  develop  those  functions  of  our  being 
which  give  symmetry,  beauty,  and  bliss  to  the  whole  of  our  immortal 
existence. 
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MONUMENTAL  TBEES. 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 


History  has  certain  land  marks.  Some  mountain,  rock^  or  tree,  around 
or  beneath  'which  an  event  has  happened,  becomes  its  monument.  My 
story  shall  be  of  the  trees,  which  shaded  and  sheltered  historic  people  of 
ages  ago. 

With  feelings  of  veneration  I  approached  the  famous  oak  of  Abraham, 
a  mile  from  Hebron.  It  was  on  a  charming  morning  in  April.  We 
were  two  travelers  led  by  a  guide.  The  travelers  rode  two  dapple-grey 
Arab  ponies.  Their  smooth  clerical  exterior  had  given  place  to  oriental 
plainness.  Felt  hats  with  coiled  cloths  wrapped  around  them.  Red 
flannels  instead  of  starched  linens.  Pants  partly  leathern  and  partly  tat- 
tered black  cloth.  Faces  unshaven  for  months,  and  browned  by  an  east- 
ern sun.  Such  wore  and  were  the  two  travelers  approaching  Abraham's 
Terebinth.  Over  rough  roads  they  made  their  way  thither.  Our  horses 
with  cautious  skill  climbed  over  vineyard- walls  two  and  three  feet  high, 
without  any  unpleasant  jolting.  Under  the  grand  old  oak  we  reverently 
alighted.  Vast,  knarled  limbs  spread  its  shade  over  a  large  surface. 
Here  we  meditated  for  awhile,  and  tried  to  realize  that  we  were  at  least 
in  the  region  where  Abraham  erected  his  tent,  if  not  under  the  same  tree 
that  shaded  him.  For  the  term  "  Plain  of  Mamre,"  (Gen.  xiii.  18, 
and  xviii.  1),  means  the  oak,  or  oaks  of  Mamre.  The  church  historian, 
Euscbius,  says  that  the  identical  oak  under  which  Abraham  entertained 
the  angels,  survived  until  the  reign  of  Constantine  ]  during  a  period  of 
over  two  thousand  years.  This  oak  has  stood  here  for  at  l^ast  three  hun- 
dred years.  While  it  is  not  the  identical  oak  of  Abraham,  it  must  be 
the  same  kind  of  tree,  and  near  the  spot  where  the  patriarch  erected  his 
tent,  and  where,  by  being  hospitable,  he  entertained  angels  unawares.  It 
stands  on  the  ascent  of  a  hill.  On  the  patch  of  ground  between  the  rocks 
the  grass  and  early  flowers  grew.  Not  far  above  the  ground  the  trunk  of 
the  tree  divides  itself  into  three  large  limbs.  One  of  these  again  forms 
a  second.  The  trunk  measures  twenty-two  and  a  half  feet,  and  the  branches 
form  a  cone  of  about  one  hundred  and  ten  paces  in  circumference.  It  was 
pleasant  to  stroll  about  on  the  soft  grass  beneath  the  tree  and  pick  up  a 
few  leaves  and  flowers  as  mementoes.  By  the  way,  three  fine  leaves 
from  this  tree  I  brought  with  me,  which  for  years  retained  as  fresh 
and  green  a  color  as  they  had  on  the  day  I  found  them.  Alas  for  the 
leaves  of  Abraham's  Terebinth  !  Some  one  has  taken  possession  of  them 
without  my  permission.  I  valued  them  highly ;  the  more  so  as  I  shall 
not  likely  revisit  the  venerable  tree.  The  Greek  Christians  at  Jerusalem 
recently  purchased  the  tree  and  the  surrounding  ground,  and  built  a  wall 
around  it,  so  as  to  prevent  vandal  travelers  cutting  it  up  into  chips  and 
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carrying  it  off  to  distant  lands  in  the  forms  of  relics.  Of  this  wall,  and 
the  pious  protection  of  the  Greeks  I  highly  approve.  Henceforth  the 
leaves  of  the  tree  will  he  a  rarer  relic.  Should  these  lines  meet  the  eyes 
of  the  person  who  has  taken  that  which  helongs  to  me,  I  affectionately 
invite  him  to  pay  me  a  visit,  and  return  the  said  leaves. 

The  oak  seems  to  have  been  a  favorite  with  angels.  In  ancient  times, 
as  DOW,  the  hills  of  northern  Palestine,  bordering  on  the  Jordan,  abound- 
ed with  grand  old  oaks.  In  a  time  of  general  defeat  and  demoralization 
God  raised  up  the  heroic  Gideon  to  deliver  His  people  out  of  the  hands 
of  their  enemies.  "And  there  came  an  angel  of  the  Lord,  and  sat  under 
an  oak  which  was  in  Ophrah,  that  pertained  unto  Joash,  the  Abi-ezrite. 
And  his  son  Gideon  threshed  wheat  by  the  wine-press,  to  hide  it  from  the 
Midianites''  (Judges  vi.  11).     This  oak  has  long  since  disappeared. 

Not  so  pleasant  is  it  to  view  the  oak  of  Absalom,  likewise  in  the  region 
of  the  Jordan.  Like  all  these  oriental  oaks,  its  limbs  were  not  far  above 
the  ground.  "And  Absalom  rode  upon  a  mule,  and  the  mule  went  under 
the  thick  boughs  of  a  great  oak,  and  his  head  caught  hold  of  the  oak,  and 
he  was  taken  up  between  the  heaven  and  the  earth ;  and  the  mule  that 
was  under  him  went  away"  (2  Sam.  xviii.  9).  A  certain  poet  says,  "There 
are  tongues  in  trees."  And  this  oak,  on  which  David's  cruel  son  was 
hung  by  his  own  proud  locks,  speaks  in  words  of  solemn  warning  to  young 
people  to  be  kind  and  obedient  to  their  parents. 

The  hills  around  Bethel  are  at  present  barren  and  treeless.  There  was 
a  time  when  they  too  were  crowned  with  the  oak.  A  man  of  God  came 
out  of  Judah  to  prophesy  against  Jeroboam.  God  forbade  him  to  eat 
bread  or  drink  water  on  his  journey.  An  old  prophet  from  Bethel  "  found 
him  sitting  under  an  oak."  The  poor  man,  doubtless  feeling  hungry, 
consented  to  go  with  the  prophet  to  eat  bread  and  drink  water.  For  dis- 
obeying the  word  of  the  Lord  a  lion  slays  him. 

When  Rebekah  left  Mesopotamia,  with  Eliezer,  to  become  the  wife  of 
Isaac,  she  took  her  nurse,  Deborah,  with  her.  Most  likely  she  had  nursed 
Rebekah  in  her  childhood.  She  became  the  nurse  of  Jacob  and  Esau. 
Afterwards  fehe  joined  Jacob  at  Bethel,  on  his  return  from  his  father-in- 
law.  And  here  she  died,  in  a  good  old  age.  Great  was  the  lamentation 
in  Jacob's  family  over  the  death  of  this  good  and  faithful  servant — the 
nurse  of  three  generations.  There  "  Deborah,  Rebekah's  nurse,  died  ; 
and  she  was  buried  beneath  Bethel,  under  an  oak;  and  the  name  of  it 
was  called  Allon-bachuth — *  (he  oak  of  weeping*  " 

Another,  greater  than  Deborah,  was  buried  under  an  oak  in  Jabesh, 
where  then,  as  now,  forests  of  majestic  oaks  were  found.  King  Saul  had 
fought  his  last  fatal  battle.  On  "  the  high  places  of  Gilboa  the  pride  of 
Israel  was  slain."  Ever  since  Goliath,  of  Gath,  had  been  slain  by  the 
youthful  David,  the  Philistines  sought  to  avenge  the  blood  of  the  fallen 
giant.  -  At  length  they  got  it  by  slaying  the  once  great  King  Saul.  On 
the  walls  of  Bethshan,  close  by  the  bloody  field,  the  exultant  Philistines 
hung  the  corpses  of  Israel's  royal  father  and  his  three  sons — ^all  stripped 
of  armor,  crown,  and  royal  apparel.  Amid  this  gory  slaughter  one  town 
remained  true  to  Saul,  though  dead.  At  the  dead  of  night  all  the  armed 
men  of  Jabesh-Gilead  rose  and  crossed  the  Jordan,  and  carried  off  the 
dead  bodies  of  Saul  and  his  sons.  Under  an  oak  they  solemnly  buried 
them,  and  thereafter  fasted  seven  days. 
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When  Joshua  and  the  twelve  tribes  bad  taken  possession  of  tbe  land 
of  Promise,  they  beld  a  solemn  memorial  service  in  tbe  vale  of  Shecbem. 
He  made  a  covenant  witb  tbe  people  that  day.  And  be  wrote  tbe  words 
of  tbe  covenant  in  tbe  book  of  tbe  law  of  God,  and  took  a  great  stone  and 
set  it  up  tbere  under  an  oak,  tbat  was  by  tbe  sanctuary,  or  Tabernacle  of 
tbe  Lord. 

Tbus  it  came  to  pass  tbat  a  certain  sacredoess  attached  to  tbe  oak.  It 
sheltered  holy  men  of  old,  and  served  as  a  temple  where  solemn  services 
were  performed.  Indeed  tbe  old  Pa<?ans  already  beld  it  sacred.  They 
were  taught  tbat  Jupiter,  tbe  father  of  gods  and  men,  was  born  beneath  an 
oak.  The  old  Britons  adored  it  as  their  god  of  thunder.  The  Chinese 
call  it  "  tbe  tree  of  inheritance.*'  Beneath  its  shelter  the  idolatrous  He- 
brews worshiped  their  false  gods.  Under  the  "  thick  oak  "  they  did 
oflfer  sweet  savor  to  all  their  idols  (Ezck.  vi.  13).  They  burned  incense 
under  oaks  (Hosea,  iv.  13).  They  used  its  wood  to  make  their  idol  im- 
ages (Isaiab,  xliv.  13). 

Six  miles  from  Cairo,  in  Egypt,  on  the  border  of  tbe  land  of  Goshen, 
lie  tbe  remains  of  Heliopolis.  It  was  the  seat  of  the  old  Egyptian  priest- 
hood.. On  its  ruins  a  fertile  garden  flourishes.  Near  by  it  is  the  little 
village  of  Matarieb  (fresh  water),  where  one  of  tbe  few  fresh  water  springs 
is  found.  In  the  garden  is  a  very  old  Sycamore,  a  species  of  oriental  fig- 
tree.  Near  the  ground  its  thick,  knarled  trunk  divides  into  two  great 
limbs.  An  old  tradition  says  that  tbe  holy  family,  Joseph  and  Mary  witb 
the  little  child  Jesus,  when  they  fled  from  Herod,  the  King,  rested  under* 
tbe  shade  of  this  tree,  and  drank  of  tbe  fresh  water  of  Matarieb.  This 
tree,  beyond  a  doubt,  is  many  hundred  years  old.  It  is  very  probable 
tbat  Mary  and  her  babe  drank  from  the  sweet  water  of  Matarieb.  Pos- 
sibly they  actually  rested  under  tbe  tree.  If  so,  what  a  relic  it  is !  Under 
Abraham's  oak  rested  tbe  angels,  but  a  greater  than  Abraham  or  the 
angels  is  here.  Of  this,  too,  I  brought  a  leaf  along;  a  frail  brittle  relic, 
which  threatened  all  the  while  to  crumble  to  pieces. 

Recently  the  dear  old  tree  came  near  falling  into  tbe  vandal  hands  of 
modern  progress.  Tbe  ground  on  which  it  stands  belongs  to  tbe  Isthmus 
of  Suez  Canal  Company.  Last  summer  they  marked  it  to  be  cut  down. 
The  Empress  Eugenie,  of  France,  bearing  of  their  intention,  at  once 
bought  tbe  tree  and  the  ground  around  it,  and  employed  a  keeper  to 
watch  it.  Day  after  day  this  watchman  reverently  guards  this  monument 
of  past  centuries.  A  blessing  on  Eugenie  for  her  kindness  to  this  ven- 
erable tree. 

Another  Sycamore  tree  our  Saviour  honors.  By  the  wayside  around 
Jericho,  stood  large  Sjcamore  trees.  One  day,  as  the  vast  multitude 
crowding  around  Christ  thronged  tbe  streets,  a  little  man  anxious  to  see 
Him,  climbed  on  one  of  these  large  trees,  to  get  a  sight  of  our  Saviour.  It 
was  easy  to  do  this,  as  the  limbs  grew  out  of  the  trunk  near  the  ground. 
Christ  calls  the  penitent  Publican  down,  and  becomes  bis  guest.  And 
witb  this  sycamore  tree  is  associated  an  event,  that  has  given  comfort  and 
hope  to  millions,  who,  like  Zaccheus,  bad  grown  tired  of  sin,  and  anxiously 
wished  to  lead  a  better  life.  The  identical  tree  can  no  longer  be  found. 
But  the  story  about  Zaccheus  can. 

Tbe  Pagans  of  ancient  Germany  revered  tbe  oak  with  a  feeling  of  re- 
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ligious  awe.  It  was  sacred  to  Thor,  the  god  of  thander.  In  their  igno- 
rance of  the  Gospel  and  the  true  God,  they  eagerly  felt  around  them  in 
search  of  a  power  stronger  than  they,  to  f^atisfy  their  spiritual  longings 
and  needs.  Their  gods  were  imaginary  beings,  whom  they  could  neither 
see  nor  lean  upon.  The  great  oaks  of  their  principal  forests,  defying  the 
storms  of  centuries,  strong  and  green  in  old  age,  became  to  them  the  rep- 
resentatives of  divine  powers.  In  the  absence  of  a  better  faith  they  sought 
comfort  in  this. 

When  Boniface,  the  apostle  of  Germany,  tried  to  convert  the  Germans, 
over  a  thousand  years  ago,  he  found  this  species  of  idolatry  a  great  hin- 
derance  to  his  godly  work.  At  Giesmar,  in  upper  Hessia,  near  the 
B bine,  there  stood  a  gigantic  and  venerable  oak.  For  generations  the 
heathen  Hessians  had  held  their  popular  religious  assemblies  beneath  and 
around  its  shade.  «  It  bad  become  a  sacrei  tree,  the  central  object  for 
grand  rallyings,  a  popular  idol.  In  vain  Boniface  preached  against  tbe 
vanity  of  idols,  as  long  as  multitudes  adoringly  crowded  around  the  old 
oak.  No  one  could  harm  it  and  live,  they  said.  Even  many  of  the  new 
converts  of  Boniface  were  recaptured  in  the  meshes  of  Paganism  by  their 
veneration  for  this  tree. 

One  day  Boniface,  with  a  large  axe  in  hand,  and  attended  by  hi^  asso- 
ciates, repaired  to  the  oak.  The  barbarous  people,  enraged  at  the  ene- 
my of  their  gods,  stood  around  him  with  feelings  of  horror.  They  ex- 
pected that  those  who  dared  to  attack  this  sacred  monument  would  fall 
as  dead  men,  struck  by  the  avenging  hands  of  their  deity.  They  saw  the 
huge  tree  fall,  cut  into  four  pieces,  without  any  one  being  killed  or  in  the 
least  injured.  This,  like  Elijah's  argument  with  the  prophets  of  Baal, 
showed  the  people  their  error,  and  helped  to  give  them  a  better  faith.  To 
consecrate  the  tree  in  a  real  way,  Boniface  had  all  the  lumber  of  the  tree 
cut  up  and  worked  into  a  church,  which  he  then  and  there  built,  and  ded- 
icated it  to  St.  Peter. 

Jjast  summer  the  Luther  Denkmal,  the  Luther  monument,  in  the  city 
of  Worms^  was  unveiled.  The  King  of  Prussia,  many  of  his  nobility,  and 
many  thousand  people,  great  and  small,  witnessed  the  impressive  ceremony. 
Great  and  costly  as  this  monument  is,  a  greater  than  it  stands  a  short 
distance  outside  of  Worms.  Near  the  little  village  of  Pfiffligheim,  about 
two  miles  from  the  city,  stands  a  stat^jly,  venerable  elm  by  the  road-side. 
It  is  called  "  Luther's  Elm."  On  his  way  to  the  Diet  of  Worms,  a  num- 
ber of  his  timid  friends  came  out  to  meet  him  under  this  tree.  They  had 
seen  emperors,  kings,  nobles,  and  prelates — the  rulers  of  the  earth  come 
to  attend  this  diet.  They  express  themselves  freely  concerning  Luther. 
He  had  received  an  imperial  pledge  that  he  should  be  protected  against 
personal  harm.  Now  these  assembled  dignitaries  say  that  the  safe  conduct 
of  a  heretic  ought  not  to  be  respected.  In  other  words,  whatever  the 
emperor  may  have  promised  for  his  protection,  he  is  a  heretic  and  must 
be  slain  outright,  if  convicted.  All  this  his  friend  Spalatin  heard.  He 
hears  of  Luther's  approach.  In  great  haste  he  sends  a  messenger.  Under 
the  elm  he  meets  him,  with  these  words  from  Spalatin  :  ^'  Do  not  enter 
Worms  I "  Luther,  earnestly  eyeing  the  messenger^  replied  :  *'  Go  and 
tell  your  master  that  even  should  there  be  as  many  devils  in  Worms  as 
tiles  00  the  house-tops,  still  I  would  enter  it." 
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A  few  days  before  his  death,  Luther  said,  in  allusion  to  this  occurrence, 
"  I  was  then  undaunted.  I  fe«nred  nothing.  God  can  indeed  rendfer  a 
man  intrepid  at  any  time,  but  I  know  not  whether  I  should  now  have 
80  much  liberty  and  joy." 

Of  this  heroic  scene  this  elm  was  a  witness.  And  for  three  hundred 
and  fifty  years  past  has  it  testified  of  it.  It  is  said  to  date  from  the  fourth 
century.  If  so,  it  is  nearly  fifteen  hundred  years  old.  Its  trunk  measures 
twelve  feet  in  diameter,  and  thirty-seven  feet  in  circumference,  and  one 
hundred  and  twenty-eight  feet  is  its  height.  A  railing  around  its  trunk 
shields  it  against  the  knife  of  the  relic  hunters.  Around  the  railing  are  a 
few  side  benches.  On  these  I  sat  me  down  and  mused  awhile.  Many 
generations  have  come  and  gone  since  it  first  grew  as  a  twig  in  the  prime- 
val forests.  There  it  stood  when  the  barbaric  hordes  of  Attila  rolled 
their  warlike  waves  over  these  plains.  It  has  witnessed  the  rise  and  fall 
of  nations,  the  wars  which  have  made  and  unmade  kings.  How  many  of 
the  wise  and  great  of  the  earth  have  beheld  it !  Still  it  grandly  stands 
and  grows,  a  living  monument  of  a  long  past,  raising  its  lotty  head  in  sol- 
itary majesty  high  above  the  trees  of  the  surrounding. plain. 

On  the  last  day  of  November,  1682,  William  Penn  assembled  the  chiefs 
of  a  number  of  Indian  tribes  under  an  elm  tree  on  the  banks  of  the  Del- 
aware. Then  it  was  called  Shackamaxon,  now  it  is  Kensington.  There 
the  man  of  peace  formed  a  treaty  of  friendship  with  the  untutored  chil- 
dren of  the  forest,  a  treaty  *'  never  sworn  to  and  never  broken."  *  The 
tree  became  a  land-mark  of  history,  but  has  long  since  given  place  to  the 
city  of  *'  brotherly  love." 

A  grand  old  elm  was  that  beneath  which  William  Penn  made  his  fa- 
mous treaty  with  the  Indians.  It  stood  on  the  banks  of  the  Delaware,  at 
Shackamaxon,  now  Kensington,  Philadelphia.  Its  wide  spreading  branches 
formed  a  leafy  covering  for  this  memorable  meeting  of  the  peaceful  founder 
of  Pennsylvania,  and  the  untutored  children  of  the  American  forest.  The 
main  branch  of  the  tree,  on  the  side  towards  the  river,  was  one  hundred 
and  fifty  feet  in  length.  Its  girth  was  twenty-four  feet.  It  was  blown 
down  by  a  storm  in  1810.  The  circles  of  annual  growth  in  its  trunk 
showed  it  to  be  two  hundred  and  eighty-three  years  old. 

There  is  no  written  copy  of  the  treaty  made  under  the  tree  extant.  A 
treaty  made  at  Conestoga,  in  1728,  between  Governor  Gordon  and  Cap- 
tain Civility,  and  other  Indian  chiefs,  refers  to  that  of  Penn  made  under 
this  tree,  in  1G82.  One  tradition  says  it  happened  on  the  last  day  of 
November,  another  on  the  first  of  May. 

As  the  price  which  Penn  paid  for  the  territory  now  embraced  in  Penn- 
sylvania has  been  left  on  record,  it  may  be  of  interest  to  our  readers  to 
read  a  list  of  its  cost.  The  Indians  then  had  no  conception  of  the  value 
of  money.  Indeed,  to  them  it  had  no  value.  As  in  the  early  ages  of  the 
world  a  man's  wealth  was  computed  by  the  number  of  garments,  sheep, 
and  camels  he  had,  so  the  Indians  computed  theirs  by  wampum  (belts  of 
beads),  and  such  articles  as  were  useful  in  their  roving  life.  For  what  is 
now  our  great  Keystone  State,  Penn  paid  the  Indians  ^^  200  fathoms  (each 
6  feet  in  length)  of  wampum,  BO  fathoms  of  duffels,  (coarse  woolen  cloth,) 
30  guns,  60  fathoms  of  strawed  waters,  30  kettles,  30  gun  belts,  130 
shirts,  12  pair  of  shoes,  30  pair  of  stockings,  30  pair  of  scissors,  30 
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combs,  30  axes,  30  knives,  20  tobacco  tongues,  30  bars  of  lead,  30  pounds 
of  powder,  30  awls,  30  glasses,  30  tobacco  boxes,  3  papers  of  beads,  40 
pounds  of  red  lead,  40  pair  of  Hawks'  bells,  fl  drawing-knives,  6  caps, 
and  12  hoes.  Beneath  the  tree  met  Penn,  with  a  numerous  assembly  of 
Delawares,  Mingoes,  and  other  Susquehanna  tribes.  The  treaty  of  peace, 
here  formed,  '^  was  never  sworn  to  and  never  broken,"  which  is  more  than 
can  be  said  of  many  treaties  which  our  Government  has  made  with  the 
Indians  since. 

Penn  gives  the  following  description  of  this  scene  : 

"Their  order  is  thus — the  king  sat  in  the  middle  of  an  half  moon,  and 
hath  his  council,  the  old  and  the  wise,  on  each  hand.  Behind  them  sat 
the  younger  fry  in  the  same  figure.  Having  consulted,  and  resolved  their 
business,  the  king  ordered  one  of  them  to  speak  to  me  ;  he  stood  up,  came 
to  me,  and  in  the  name  of  the  king  saluted  me,  that  *  he  was  ordered  by 
the  king  to  speak  to  me,  and  what  he  should  say  was  the  kin&:'s  mind,' 
&o.  While  he  spoke,  not  a  man  was  observed  to  whisper  or  smile.  When 
the  purchase  was  made,  great  promises  were  made  between  us  of  kindness 
and  good  neighborhood,  and  that  we  must  live  in  love  so  long  as  the  sun 
gave  light.  This  done,  another  made  a  speech  to  the  Indians  in  the  name 
of  the  kings — first,  to  tell  what  was  done  ;  next,  to  charge  and  command 
them  to  love  the  Christians,  and  particularly  to  live  in  peace  with  me  and 
my  people.  At  every  sentence  they  shouted,  and  in  this  way  said  Amen." 

I  marvel  not  that  West,  our  greatest  American-born  painter,  selected 
this  meeting  under  the  old  elm  as  the  subject  of  one  of  his  grandest 
works.  With  touching  tenderness  and  care  was  this  tree  guarded  during 
the  American  revolution.  When  the  British  army  occupied  Philadelphia, 
.  General  Sincoe  placed  a  guard  around  it,  to  prevent  its  destruction  by  the 
soldiers  going  about,  in  search  for  wood.  AH  honor  to  such  a  noble- 
minded  foe. 

We  need  not  wonder  that  trees,  which  run  their  roots  into  a  long  past, 
and  whose  limbs  bear  precious  memories  down  through  the  ages,  should 
gather  around  them  the  affections  of  a  people.  When  a  ruthless  storm 
Id  id  the  famous  charter  oak  of  Hartford,  Connecticut,  prostrate  on  the 
earth,  all  the  church  bells  of  the  city  were  set  a  tolling.  And  a  very 
mournful  impression  did  its  sad  fall  make  on  all  the  older  people  of  the 
town,  who,  when  children,  had  played  and  prattled  beneath  its  sheltering 
limbs. 

"  There  once,  when  idle  boys, 

They  sought  its  grateful  shade  ; 
In  all  their  gushing  joys^ 

There  too  their  sisters  played."" 

Not  long  after  the  formation  of  the  American  confederacy,  Alexander 
Hamilton  planted  thirteen  gum  trees  before  his  country  mansion,  "about 
eight  miles  from  New  York,  and  some  one  or  .two  miles  from  Manhattan- 
ville,  on  high  ground,  and  commanding  a  view,  both  of  the  East  and 
North  rivers.  It  is  especially  to  be  noted  as  remaining,  little,  or  in  no 
wise,  altered  from  the  condition  in  which  it  was  held  by  the  patriotic  sol- 
dier and  statesman  ;  it  has  been  kept  in  wholesome  preservation  for  half 
n.  century,  and  still  remains  unmolested  by  the  spirit  of  improvement.*— 
16 
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The  thirteen  gum  trees,  with  their  characteristic  star  leaf,  forming  a  bean- 
tiful  coppice,  still  stand  before  the  door  of  the  mansion,  as  originally 
planted  by  Hamilton  himself,  in  token  of  the  union  and  perpetuity  of  the 
original  thirteen  States  of  the  American  Republic ;  an  association  deeply 
fixed  in  the  heart  of  the  exalted  patriot.  On  these  grounds  was  often 
seen,  in  his  latter  days,  in  his  morning  and  evening  wanderings,  the  cel- 
ebrated ornithologist,  Audubon,  whose  zeal  in  natural  history  abated  not 
a  jot  in  his  extremest  age  and  feebleness/' 

Thus  writes  Dr.  Francis,  in  his  "  Old  New  York,"  in  1857.  A  beau- 
tiful living  monument  of  the  patriotism  and  statesmanship  of  Hamilton 
are  these  gum  trees,  of  his  own  planting.  The  preservation  of  the  en- 
tire thirteen,  in  a  thrifty  growth,  is  a  cheering  prophecy  of  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  Union  of  the  old  United  States.  Since  then  the  number  of 
States  has  almost  tripled,  whilst  the  number  of  these  trees  remains  the  same. 

East  King  street,  Lancaster,  Pa.,  was,  for  many  years,  honored  with  the 
presence  of  a  mighty  elm.  It  had  stood  close  by  the  curbstone  for  many 
years,  and  many  years  before  Lancaster  had  curbstones.  At  length  it 
fell  into  greedy,  irreverent  hands.  When  it  was  noised  abroad  that  the 
tree  was  doomed  to  destruction,  a  formal  petition,  signed  by  many  ladies, 
was  sent  to  the  owner^  praying  him  to  spare  it.  *^  But  all  in  vain  !  The 
axe  was  laid  to  its  root,  and  many  a  heart  bled  over  the  lovely  ruin. 
There  are  hundred^from  whose  memory  its  noble  image  will  never  fade. 
We  cast  our  flower  upon  its  tomb." 

Thus  wrote  our  sainted  Harbaugh,  in  1852,  soon  after  its  destruction, 
who  then  lived  at  Lancaster.  The  ^^  flower  "  he  laid  upon  its  tomb  was 
in  the  form  of  a  pretty  poem,  from  which  we  take  the  following  verses : 

**0  say!  Where  is  that  well-known,  friendly  elm, 
Which  by  the  pavement  stood  so  many  a  year ; 
Which  ruled  so  wide,  o'er  such  a  shady  realm, 
And,  stretching  forth  its  arms,  bade  all  appear — 
The  young  and  old — and  draw  more  fondly  near. 
That  loved  and  loving  elm  ?    Still  in  my  eye 
And  in  my  heart,  like  childhood's  memories  dear, 
The  lovely  image  of  that  tree  doth  lie : 
The  tree  is  gone  !  its  friendly  image  cannot  die  I 

'*  When  last  I  passed  it  by,  and  bowed  in  heart — 

As  I  am  wont  to  do  to  what  is  old 
'  And  good — I  wist  not  of  the  dole  and  dart 

That  would  my  soul  transfix !  Now  I  behold 
'  But  mournful  space,  where  its  proud  branches  rolled. 

Ah  me  I  in  such  a  world,  I,  pilgrim  live, 

Where  loveliest  things  do  only  stay  to  mould 

Their  pictures  on  the  heart — do  only  give 

What  we  do  briefly  love — but  always  longer  grieve. 

*'  What  hast  thou  done,  O  mercenary  man  ? 
Thou  laidst  in  death  what  thou  canst  never  wake  ! 
More  than  one  hundred  years  their  cycles  ran, 
Since  a  kind  God,  for  children's  children's  sake, 
Began  from  a  small  sprig  that  elm  to  make. 
He  fed  its  roots.  He  warmed  its  buds,  and  made 
Its  branches  grow,  and  thou  didst  madiv  take 
Thine  axe,  and  stroke  on  stroke  was  laid 
Into  its  roots,  e'en  while  it  gave  the  friendly  shade. 
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" The  poetmourns !  but  finds  it  hard  to  tell 

Whicn  most  to  mourn — the  heart  that  did  the  deed, 

Or  the  good  tree  which  by  its  hardness  fell  1 

A  crowd  of  thoughts  do  through  my  bosom  speed, 

Which  onward  draw  me,  and  still  onward  lead ; 

I  think  how  life  is  but  a  transient  day, 

The  things  that  live  the  hungry  tomb  do  feed ; 

Destruction  rules  the  earth  with  mournful  sway, 

And  trees,  and  men,  and  all  things  earthly  fade  away." 


THE  QIFSIES. 

BY  PERKIOMEN. 


We  have  often  wondered  whether  the  race  of  Vagabonds  known  among 
us  as  ''  Gipsies,"  might  not  rightfully  claim  Cain — the  proto-murderer — 
as  their  progenitor  and  genealogical  father.  The  language  of  the  divine 
Nemesis,  uttered  over  him,  strikes  us  as  legible,  on  the  forehead  of  every 
member  of  the  straggling  Tribe. 

"  And  now  thou  art  cursed  from  the  earth."  .  .  .  .  "  When  thou 
tillest  the  ground,  it  shall  not  henceforth  yield  unto  thee  her  strength ;  a 
fugitive  and  a  vagabond  shalt  thou  be  in  the  earth."  ....  "And 
it  shall  come  to  pass,  that  every  one  that  findeth  me  shall  slay  me^ 

"  Therefore,  whosoever  slayeth  Cain,  vengeance  shall  be  taken  on  him 
seven-fold.  And  the  Lord  set  a  mark  upon  Cain,  lest  any  finding  him 
sboald  slay  him." 

How  easy  it  were  to  trace  the  features,  embodied  in  the  stern  maledic- 
tion of  God,  and  in  the  exclamation  of  the  melancholy  victim,  even  in  the 
dark-brown  face  of  every  '*  Gipsy."  He  too  seems  to  journey  along  un- 
der a  smarting  curse.  He  never  caused  a  blade  of  grass  to  grow— still 
less,  "  three  grains  of  corn."  He  is  ever  a  fugitive  and  a  vagabond — flee- 
ing when  yet  none  are  pursuing.  He  is  nowhere,  and  nevei;. welcome; 
but  hated  and  exiled  by  all  the  people,  which  is  death  in  the  foot;  even 
though  it  be  vnbloody.  He  is  invulnerable,  nevertheless,  for  never  have 
we  heard  of  a  "Gipsy"  slain.  We  have  asked  ourselves — Do  "Gipsies" 
die?  We  really  cannot  point  out  a  Gipsy  grave;  and  as  for  the  "  mark" — 
that  is  marked  enough  in  every  Gipsy  face. 

As 

THE  ORIGIN 

of  this  mysterious  Tribe  is  hidden  in  obscurity ;  no  one  can  prove  us  altogether 
wrong  in  our  surmise,  even  if  we  cannot  convince  others  that  we  are  right. 
We  only  intend,  indeed,  to  give  our  suggestion  a  place  aside  of  others, 
which  we  are  about  to  place  in  line. 

As  the  ancient  Egyptians  had  the  character  and  reputation  of  being 
notorious  impostors,  it  has  been  thought  that  the  name  "Gipsy" — a 
derivative  of  Egyptian — ^may  have  become,  in  the  course  of  time,  a  pro- 
vincial term,  by  which  to  designate  every  set  or  class  of  mortals^  whose 
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honesty  is  not  above  suspicion,  no  matter  from  what  blood,  stock  or  nation 
they  may  hail.  Again,  as  these  Egyptians  were  well  versed  in  the  As- 
tronomy of  their  day,  which  had  been  little  else  than  Astrology,  however, 
those  itinerant  *^ fortune-tellers"  may  have  assumed  the  name,  in  their 
initial  history,  which  has  now  degenerated  into  **  Gipsy,"  and  engraved 
itself  indelibly  upon  them. 

A  certain  Mr.  Grellman,  in  a  German  '*  Dissertation  on  the  Gipsies," 
asserts  that  they  originated  in  Hindoostan,  and  has  succeeded  in  render- 
ing it  the  current  theory.  Their  similarity  of  Languages  affords  him  a 
basis  to  his  supposition.  He  believes  them  to  be  the  lowest  class  of  Indi- 
ans— "Pariahs;"  or,  as  they  are  there  called  "  Suders." 

Sir  William  Jones  suggests  the  view,  that  in  some  piratical  expedition, 
they  were  landed  on  the  coast  of  Africa  or  Arabia,  whence  they  might 
have  rambled  to  Egypt,  and  at  length,  have  migrated,  or  been  driven  into 
Europe.  In  Egypt,  near  Thebes,  a  race  of  Banditti  is  known  to  exist  at 
this  day,  resembling  the  "  Gipsies"  in  their  habits  and  features. 

Pope  Pius  II,  who  died  in  1464,  mentions  them  under  the  name  of  Zi- 
gari,  and  supposed  them  to  have  migrated  from  Zigi,  which  answers  to 
our  modern  Circassia. 

THEIR  NAME  IS  LEGION. 

The  Latins  call  them  "  JEgyptii."  The  Italians  know  them  as  the 
"  Cingani,"  or,  "  Cingari,"  Tbe  GermaCns  style  them  "  Ze-eugners,"  or, 
*'Zeeiners."  The  French  call  them  *' Bohemians."  In  still  other 
countries  they  are  known  as  "Saracens,"  "Tartars,"  and  under  a  variety 
of  other  names. 

THEIR  FIELD  IS  THE  VTORLD. 

They  infest  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  and  America.  Indeed  the  Isles  of 
the  Sea  and  Deserts  even,  it  is  said,  are  not  rid  of  them.  There  is  scarce- 
ly a  place  or  country  that  has  not  its  "  Gipsies,"  even  though  they  may 
not  everywhere  be  known  under  a  name  familiar  to  us  and  to  others.  It 
is  the  identical  race  of  vagabonds,  wherever  found  :  They  are  ever  and 
every whepe,  a  strolling  band,  and  subsist  by  theft,  robbery,  and  "  palmis- 
try," or,  fortune-telling.  They  ply  their  trade  slyly,  and  not  seldom  do 
we  learn  of  a  credulous  victim,  whom  they  have  cunningly  and  secretly 
fleeced.  Their  grand  object  is  not  *  to  tell  fortune,'  but  to  take  it.  They 
are  not  as  poverty-stricken  as  they  seem.  It  is  even  intimated,  that  they 
are  like  to  the  band  of  straggling  *  Organ-Grinders,' — the  possessors  of  no 
insignificant  deposits  of  treasures. 

THEIR  ADVENT 

occurred  in  different  countries,  and  at  different  periods.  Theirs  is  not  a 
nation  *born  in  a  day.'  Their  first  appearance  in  Germany  dates  A.  D. 
1517.  They  were  then  already  of  the  tawny  hue  and  of  pitiful  array. 
Still  they  affected  quality,  and  traveled  with  a  train  of  hunting  dogs,  after 
their  baggage  wagons,  to  give  them  an  air  of  nobility.  There  is  the  same 
feeling  of  aristocracy  in  the  "  Gipsy  "  of  to-day.  They  will  not  associate 
and  make  one  with  common  beggars.  They  study  to  preserve  their  clan 
intact. 
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Ten  years  later — in  1527 — they  entered  France  and  Venice,  passed 
over  into  England  in  1530,  during  the  reign  of  King  Henry  VIII. 

Italy  knew  them,  as  we  have  seen,  A.  D.  1464. 

In  1560  the  States  of  Orleans  passed  an  Act,  obliging  all  impostors  under 
the  name  of  "  Bohemians  "  and  "  Egyptians,"  to  quit  the  country.  The 
galleys  awaited  them  as  a  penalty  for  non-compliance.  On  the  strength  of 
this  statute,  they  dispersed  in  lesser  companies,  and  spread  all  over  Eu- 
rope generally. 

In  1591,  they  were  expelled  from  the  Spanish  dominions. 

Their  debut  in  America,  was  made  at  an  early  stage  of  our  history — be- 
fore the  Independence  of  the  Colonies  was  effected.  Our  States  are  pe- 
culiarly favorable  to  a  Tribe  of  their  singular  instincts  and  habits.  They 
are  our  "Arabs  "  and  "  Bedouins." 

THEIR  NUMBER, 

Grellman  estimates  from  700,000  to  800,000  ;  perhaps  one  million.  Let 
no  one,  therefore,  form  his  conception  of  the  Gipsy  Census  from  the  small 
handful  confronting  him  in  yonder  lowland,  by  the  creek. 

THEIR  GOVERNMENT 

18  thus  far  an  hypothesis ;  but  gradually  coming  to  be  regarded  as  a  rea- 
sonable one.  We  read  in  our  boyhood  of  a  **Gipsy  Queen."  This  savors 
of  regalism.  There  is  a  King  not  far  off  then — not  so  ?  What  if  there 
would  prove  to  be  some  Grand  Gipsy  Viceroy  in  the  end  ?  And  do  not 
the  papers  say,  that  a  "Gipsy  Queen"  a  real  live  Gipsy  Queen,  has^landed 
in  Philadelphia,  from  England,  whose  mission  is  said  to  be  nothing  less 
grand,  than  to  concentrate  her  people,  with  a  view  of  organizing  a  king- 
dom somewhere  in  the  far  West  ?  It  is  firmly  maintained  by  some,  that 
the  "  Gipsies  "  have  a  Government,  which  constitutes  them  a  confederacy, 
the  nature  of  which,  is,  as  yet,  known  only  among  themselves.  It  may 
be  so.     We  must  wait  and  see. 

THE  ROMANCE 

of  Gipsy  history  is  not  to  be  wholly  ignored.  Insignificant  and  low,  as 
this  wandering  race  may  strike  us,  when  we  are  confronted  by  its  isolated 
fragments  in  this  or  that  woods,  is  there  not  something  of  interest  attach- 
ing to  it,  as  a  whole,  for  every  inquiring  mind?  Why  is  there  such  an 
Ishmael  among  all  people  ?  By  what  strange  fatality  is  it,  that  this  mys- 
terious tribe  does  hot  become  extinct?  Why  are  there  any  "Gipsies"  at 
all?  Why  are  they  what,  and  as  they  are?  Who  did  sin,  this  wandering 
Jew,  or  his  progenitors?  What  is  their  rightful  origin?  What  is  their 
destiny?  Shall  they  ever  be  engrafted  on  the  main  trunk  of  humanity, 
and  in  this  way  become  ennobled  into  something  better?  Or,  shall  they 
fade  out  gradually,  as  did  the  Delaware  Indian  tribe?  Have  they  a  reli- 
gion of  their  own  ?  Or,  are  they  Pagans,  Mohammedans,  Mormons,  Jews 
or  degenerate  Christians?  What  is  their  fate  in  the  Great  Beyond? 

These  and  similar  questions  intrude  themselves  upon  us,  only  to  remain 
unanswered.     God  help  and  deliver  this  miserable  people. 

Should  ^e  ever  fall  in  with  an  intelligent  "Gipsy" — perhaps  there  are 
sach ! — ^we  will  make  it  a  point,  to  press  out  of  him  the    Whence^  the 
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^hat^  and  the  Whither  of  his  Tribe,  and  report  faithfully  in  the  Guar- 
dian. 

We  close  with  the  following: 

"I  see  a  column  of  slow-rising  smoke 

O'ertop  the  lofty  wood  that  skirts  the  wild. 

A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 

Their  miserable  meal.     A  kettle  slung 

Between  two  poles,  upon  a  stick  transverse, 

Receives  the  morsel;  flesh  obscene  of  dog. 

Or  vermin,  or,  at  best,  of  cock  purloined 

From  his  accustomed  perch.    Hard-faring  race ! 

They  pick  their  fuel  out  of  every  hedge, 

Which  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  unquench'd 

The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 

Their  fluttering  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin^ 

The  f  ellura  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 

"Great  skill  have  they  in  Palmistry,  and  more 

To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 

Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place. 

Loud  when  they  beg:  dumb  only  when  they  steal. 

Strange !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cast 

In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 

His  nature,  and  though  capable  of  arts, 

By  which  the  world  might  profit  and  himself, 

Self- banished  from  society,  prefer 

Such  squalid  sloth  to  honorable  toil. 

**  Yet  even  these,  though  feigning  sickness  oft, 
They  swathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  limping  limb,  * 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores. 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note, 
When  safe  occasion  ofi^ers,  and  with  dance 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  and  the  bag 
Beguile  their  woes  and  make  the  woods  resound.^ 


BANDOM  BEADINGS. 


He  is  not  poor  who  hath  little,  but  he  that  desireth  much.  He  is  rich 
enough  who  wants  nothing. 

To  things  which  you  bear  with  impatience  you  should  accustom  your 
self;  and  by  habit  you  will  bear  them  well. 

A  man's  character  is  frequently  treated  like  a  grate — blackened  all 
over  first,  to  come  out  the  brighter  afterward. 

Read  not  books  alone,  but  men,  and  among  them  chiefly  thyself;  if 
thou  find  anything  questionable  there,  use  the  commentary  of  a  severe 
friend . — Enchiridion, 

Guilt  is  that  which  quells  the  courage  of  the  bold,  ties  the  tongue  of 
the  eloquent,  and  makes  greatness  itself  sneak  and  lurk  and  behave 
itself  poorly. — South. 
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BALM  FOB  WOMAN  S  WBONGS. 


BT   MART  ELLEN. 


L'igpaorance  on  lea  femmes  sont  de  lenr  deyoirs,  I'abas  qnellei  font  de  lear  pnissanoe, 
leor  font  perdu  le  plus  beau  et  le  plus  pr^oienz  de  lenr  avantages,  celui  d'etre  utiles.* 

Madame  BenUer, 

The  question  of  "Woman's  Rights"  is  turning  up  everywhere,  Writes 
the  editor  of  a  church  paper ;  while  a  popular  Washington  correspondent 
of  another  says — "  We  now  ridicule  female  suffrage,  but  the  time  is  fast 
coming,  when  the  ptdpit  will  be  obliged  to  lift  a  warning  voice."  From 
this  we  infer  something  must  be  wrong — "a  screw  loose  somewhera"  in 
the  intricate  machinery  of  female  society.  Else^  why  the  growing  distaste 
for  the  unpretending  duties  of  domestic  life,  with  a  corresponding  de- 
crease in  the  lists  of  marriages  ?  All  going  to  prove,  most  conclusively, 
that  a  sad  want  of  harmony  now  exists  in  the  female  ranks,  respecting  the 
exact  position  of  that  controlliqg  power  which  rules  the  world.  A  few 
of  more  masculine  tastes  would  place  it  on  the  throne,  side  by  side,  or 
probably  a  little  more  elevated  than  that  now  occupied  by  the  "Lords  of 
Creation,''  while  the  mass  prefer  to  have  it  remain  in  the  background — 
behind  the  throne ;  a  place  better  suited  to  the  retiring  nature  of  a  true 
woman. 

Sore  evils  exist  in  the  present  status  of  society — this  all  admit.  Wives 
and  mothers  there  are,  who  to-day  carry  burdens  very  grievous  to  be 
borne.  Many  such  will  doubtless  wear  the  martyr's  crown.  Having 
their  lives  hid  with  Christ  in  God,  they  suffer  in  secret,  but  their  reward 
shall  be  bestowed  openly — before  the  assembled  universe.  It  is  to  be 
feared,  however,  that  ^Ais^class  of  sufferers  will  fail  to  be  benefited  by  the 
bombastic  exertions  of  the  modern  "  Sorosis'' — they  who  essay  to  wrench 
from  woman  her  most  sacred  privileges,  as  vested  in  the  hallowed  rela- 
tions of  Home.  Surely  it  is  the  bounden  duty  of  every  Christian  woman, 
professing  fellowship  with  Him  who  is  meek  and  lowly  of  heart,  to  with- 
stand nobly  the  tide  of  infidelity  now  rushing  in  upon  us  from  this  source. 
Coming,  as  it  does,  in  the  attractive  form  of  an  "Angel  of  Light,"  there 
is  danger,  lest  we  be  off  our  guard,  until  its  subtle  influence  has  gained 
vantage  ground. 

Any  attempt  to  assail  the  sacred  institution  of  marriage,  should  be  met 
with  the  most  decided  repulse.  Comparatively  speaking,  the  advance- 
guard  of  the  "  New  Era"  are  individuals  who  seem  more  intent  on  their 
own  personal  promotion  to  positions  of  power,  than  anxious  about  the 

*  The  ignorance  of  women,  regarding  their  duties  and  the  abuse  they  make  of  their 
power,  deprire  them  of  the  most  beautiful  and  sacred  of  their  privileges — that  of  being 
useful. 
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welfare  of  the  sex,  as  a  whole.  It  was  our  mififortane  to  come  directly 
iu  contact  with  this  *'New  Atmosphere/'  in  the  person  of  a  public  lec- 
turer of  rare  intellectual  attainments — an  ardent  admirer  and  almost  con- 
stant student  of  some  of  the  German  Rationalists.  She  railed  at  the 
restraints  of  domestic  life,  and  spoke  of  the  General,  as  she  was  pleased 
to  style  her  husband,  as  a  necessary  incumbrance.  Of  the  duties  grow- 
ing out  of  the  family  relation  and  the  blessed  truths  of  the  Gospel  she 
did  not  hesiute  to  speak  with  perfect  nonchalance — if  not  scorn.  Know- 
ledge, in  her  case,  was  power,  flowing  in  a  wrong  channel.  A  strong 
weapon  in  defence  of  a  bad  principle. 

Miss  Anna  Dickinson  has  become  a  zealous  advocate  of  female  suffrage. 
In  a  recent  address,  made  before  a  crowded  house  in  the  Philadelphia 
"Academy  of  Music,"  prior  to  her  visit  to  the  Pacific  coast,  she  saw  fit  to 
mak(9  a  severe  thrust  at  Christianity.  In  alluding  to  a  wife  who  bad 
fallen  a  victim  to  the  cruelty  of  an  intemperate  husband,  she  assailed 
"  the  minister  who  blasphemed  God's  truth  by  telling  this  woman  to  sub- 
mit herself  to  this  brute,  as  unto  the  Lord."  Is  not  the  tendency  of  this 
movement  towards  infidelity  ?  Away  with  such  doctrine;  it  is  an  offence 
unto  every  sensitive  woman  ! 

They  urge  the  necessity  of  more  stringent  civil  lavrs — in  some  cases 
have  even  marched  to  the  polls  to  demand  such.  As  well  attempt  to 
dam  up  the  raging  torrents,  as  to  pretend  to  force  a  correct  public 
opinion  by  any  outward  restraint.  If  the  Church  of  God's  own  appoint- 
ment has  not  power  to  shield  from  wrong  those  who  fly  to  it  as  unto  a 
strong  tower  of  defence — vain  are  the  efforts  of  the  "  Sorosis"  or  any  like 
institutions,  having  the  correction  of  moral  evils  in  view.  The  corrup- 
tion of  the  human  heart  being  the  source  of  all  wrongs — the  balm  must 
come  from  Gilead,  and  from  there  alone. 

It  is  believed  that  God,  in  His  wisdom,  has  made  woman  a  powerful 
instrument  for  preparing  the  great  moral  canker  for  the  application  of 
this  balmi.  He  has  also  fitly  adapted  her  for  the  oversight  of  it  when 
applied.  She  is  the  lever  which  raises  or  depresses  the  moral  tone  of 
every  community.  This  "Right"  every  Christian  will  accord  her,  and  in 
the  exercise  of  it,  the  great  and  good  of  the  other  sex  delight  to  do  her 
honor.  May  it  then  continue  her  aim  to  render  herself  worthy  their 
respect ;  yea,  rather  her  high  calling,  which  is  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus. 
To  do  this  she  must  raise  a  high  standard  of  excellence  for  herself,  and 
then  strive  to  attain  to  it. 

Certainly  we  do  not  err  when  we  say  that  woman  herself  has  opened 
the  way  that  leads  to  many  grievous  wrongs  from  the  other  sex.  She 
rarely  fails  to  admit  to  her  society  the  young  man  of  questionable  or  even 
irregular  habits.  How  oflen  is  the  profligate,  the  dissolute  character,  in- 
troduced into  her  circle^  provided  he  can  produce  a  passport  from  a  "  first 
family,"  or  has  an  income  worthy  of  her  consideration,  or  at  least  appears 
in  "stjle,"  with  fascinating  address!  While  all  this  is  being  done, 
woman  ever  stands  the  strongest  accuser  of  her  own  sex,  and  too  often 
even  falls  short  of  being  just  in  her  denunciations. 

Whenever  woman  smiles  only  upon  virtue  and  frowns  down  vice,  how- 
ever attractive  the  form  in  which  it  is  presented,  then  may  we  expect  a 
proportional  decrease  in  "  Woman^s  Wrongs."     Should  she  continue  to 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  Balm  for  Waman^s  Wrongs.  253 

expose  herself,  she  will  cry  in  vain  for  "  Woman's  Rights."  Young  men 
will  not  put  away  the  fatal  cup  as  long  as  it  is  not  obnoxious  to  young 
women.  So  with  the  whole  category  of  "Wrongs."  If  society  is  to  be 
made  better,  woman  must  take  the  lead ;  but,  in  such  a  way,  as  not  to 
render  the  opposite  sex  cognizant  of  it.  In  other  words,  her  power  must 
come  from  behind  the  throne. 

Again,  she  has  prepared  the  way  for  ''  Wrongs"  by  not  maintaining  her 
proper  dignity.  She  has  not  been  true  to  her  nature,  but  has  carelessly 
bestowed  her  talents  on  that  which  satisfieth  her  not.  On  littlenestj  may 
it  not  be  said  ? 

Just  so  long  as  '*  the  daughters  of  Zwn  are  haughty,  and  walk  with 
stretched  forth  necks  and  wanton  eyes — walking  and  mincing  as  they 
go,"  just  so  long  there  is  danger  that  the  God  of  the  prophet  will  ''take 
away  the  bravery  of  the  tinkling  ornaments  about  their  feet,  and  their 
cauls  and  their  round  tires  like  the  moon,  the  chains,  and  the  bracelets, 
and  the  mufflers,  the  bonnets  and  the  ornaments  of  the  legs,  and  the 
head-bands  and  the  tablets  and  the  ear-rings,  the  rings  and  nose  jewels, 
the  changeable  suits  of  apparel,  and  the  mantles,  and  the  wimples,  and 
the  crisping  pins,  the  glasses  and  the  fine  linen  and  the  hoods  and  the 
vails;"  and  we  being  lefl  desolate,  shall  sit  upon  the  ground  in  our  abase- 
ment— shall  be  brought  low  and  suffer  '*  Wrongs." 

How  singularly  appropriate  are  the  words  of  Mme.  Bernier,  to  our 
times.  Woman's  ignoratice,  regarding  her  duties,  and  the  abuse  she 
makes  of  h^  power  does  now  deprive  her  of  the  most  beautiful  and  pre- 
cious of  her  privileges  or  "  Rights" — is  the  fertile  source  of  many  of 
her  ''Wrongs."  Lee  her  drop  political  and  social  agitation,  which  alienate 
from  her  cause  even  sympathetic  and  generous  men,  and  let  her  bend  all 
her  faculties  to  the  task  of  winning  a  better  education  for  her  sex.  We 
ask  no  higher  honor  than  she  now  enjoys.  Send  her  out  into  the  polit- 
ical world,  and  you  rob  her  of  the  sweet,  delicate  purity  that  enshrines 
the  true  woman.  As  it  is  a  woman's  highest  ambition,  in  wedded  life, 
to  have  a  husband  of  whom  she  can  feel  proud;  60  may  she,  in  turn,  pur- 
8ae  such  a  course  as  will  afford  him  the  same  gratification ;  and  in  order 
to  do  that  successful iy,  she  must  make  him  feel  that  Home  is  to  her 
the  dearest  spot  on  earth,  and  his  commendation  her  greatest  earthly 
reward. 

A  meeting  of  the  "American  Women's  Educational  Association"  lately 
assembled  at  Dr.  Taylor's,  corner  of  Sixth  avenue  and  Thirty-eighth 
street,  New  York,  at  which  time  some  highly  important  resolutions  were 
passed.  The  society  has  been  in  operation  for  over  twenty  years,  and  is 
composed  of  a  large  number  of  influential  ladies.  It  has  for  its  object, 
the  education  of  women  in  the  science  and  duties  of  home-life.  Lest 
some  one  of  the  fair  readers  of  the  "Guardian"  may  not  have  read 
these  resolutions,  we  will  insert  several  of  the  most  important,  or  at  least 
the  substance  of  them. 

Resolved^  That  one  cause  for  the  depressed  condition  of  woman  is  the 
fact,  that  the  distinctive  profession  of  her  sex  has  not  been  duly  honored, 
nor  such  provision  been  made  for  its  training  as  is  accorded  to  the  other 
sex  for  their  professions. 

Resolved^  That  the  evils  suffered  by  women  would  be  remedied  by  es- 
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tablishing  and  endowlDg  institutioDS  for  training  women  for  their  profes- 
sion, just  as  men  are  trained  for  theirs. 

Resolved,  That  the  science  of  domestic  economy  should  be  made  a 
study  in  all  institutions  for  girls. 

Resolvedy  That  every  young  woman  should  be  trained  to  some  business, 
by  which  she  can  earn  an  independent  livelihood  in  case  of  poverty. 

Resolved,  That  the  Protestant  clergy  would  greatly  aid  in  these  efforts 
by  preaching  on  the  honors  and  duties  of  the  family  state. 

Our  times — woman's  times — are  in  the  hands  of  the  Lord.  He  lias 
fitly  appointed  to  each  the  character  she  shall  represent  in  life's  great 
drama.  The  success  will  be  in  proportion  to  the  preparation  and  the 
reference  had  to  the  great  Author.  Should  any  of  us  become  unduly 
ambitious,  and  force  ourselves  into  prominent  characters  for  which  we 
have  no  adaptation,  neither  of  tastes,  nerve  nor  muscle — failure  will  be 
the  result.  Then  let  us,  like  Mary,  sit  humbly  at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  and 
learn  of  Him. 

''^e  had  a  mind 
Deep  and  immortal,  and  it  would  not  feed 

On  pageantry.    She  thirsted^-oame 
To  the  pnre  fount  of  God — and  is  athirst 

No  more." 


A  DEDICATION  IN  EAST  PENNSYLVANIA. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 


Ever  since  the  cloud  rested  on  the  Tabernacle  in  the  Wilderness,  and 
the  glory  of  Ood  filled  the  sacred  enclosure ;  or,  the  Temple  in  Jerusalem 
was  piously  donated  to  God,  and  set  apart  for  His  sole  and  holy  worship, 
every  similar  edifice,  erected  to  His  name,  is  dedicated  to  Jehovah,  with 
more  or  less  religious  parade  and  circumstance.  Nor  can  a  people  pos- 
sibly err  in  following  such  venerable  and  divinely-set  precedents.  it  is 
very  meet  and  right  so  to  do  I  There  must  be  some  such  formal  delivery 
of  the  entire  structure,  with  all  that  it  contains,  in  every  case,  if  the  tribes 
that  go  up  from  time  to  time,  are  to  regard  it  as  God*s  House  indeed. 

We  are  slow  to  believe,  too,  that  it  is  a  mere  form  only.  There  is  a 
healthy  popular  instinct,  in  reference  to  the  reality  of  such  a  transaction. 
It  is  regarded  by  the  people  as  something  more  than  a  mere  '*  opening'' — 
"  a  first  entering/'  or  "  house-warming,"  you  may  rest  assured.  Where 
there  is  such  a  dedication,  on  the  part  of  man,  there  is  felt  to  be  also  a 
corresponding  consecration,  on  the  part  of  God.  The  descending  of  the 
clouds  as  a  symbol  of  His  presence,  and  the  filling  of  the  Tabernacle  with 
His  glory,  so  tangibly  as  to  prevent  Moses  even  from  entering,  is  not  any 
the  less  real,  though  it  be  less  striking  to  the  senses,  under  the  New  than 
it  had  been  under  the  Old  Dispensation — ^just  as  in  the  case  of  Baptism, 
the  Holy  Ghost  constitutes  an  essential  factor  in  the  Sacrament,  when- 
ever it  be  rightfully  performed,  though  the  outward  and  visible  Dove 
be  not  seen  to  hover  downward,  and  soflly  to  rest  on  the  unconscious  babe 
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at  the  font !  '^  The  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal ;  but  the  things 
which  are  not  seen  are  eternal." 

Bat  as  there  is  only  a  short  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous,  so 
is  there  but  a  scant  interval  between  a  dedication  and  a  Desecration,  We 
will  endeavor  to  explain  ourselves. 

Notwithstanding  the  healthy  elements  which  are  to  be  discerned  in  a 
Dedication- Festival,  transpiring  in  East  Pennsylvania — the  reverence  and 
respect  manifested  for  every  traditional  religious  custom;  the  solid  faith 
shown  in  the  realness  of  every  such  special  transaction  ;  the  efforts  made  to 
have  it  assume  proportions  in  keeping  with  its  ideal;  the  interest  felt  in  the 
occasion ;  the  pardonable  ambition  realized  in  completing  a  church  edifice, 
which  is  to  serve  the  people  of  a  large  rural  district  for  several  genera- 
tions ',  the  importance  attaching  itself  to  the  day  and  its  services,  exceed- 
ing the  gala-day  in  other  regions,  over  the  opening  of  a  new  railroad ;  and 
the  unquestioned  propriety  and  absolute  necessity  of  thus  sealing  a  di- 
vine Imprimatur  upon  the  enterprise,  by  solemnly  opening  the  gates  of 
God's  House,  in  order  that  He  may  enter  in  and  consecrate  it  as  His  own 
Holy  place — notwithstanding,  all  these  and  similar  oommebdable  features, 
which  are  deeply  engraved  on  the  Germanic  religious  consciousness,  we, 
still  discern  annoying  blotches,  which  set  in  our  otherwise  fair  escutcheon, 
as  a  harlot  in  a  solemn  assembly  I 

Let  us  present  a  few  Advertisements,  speaking  strictly  by  the  book ! 

NO.  1.  CHURCH  DEDICATION. 
"On  Saturday,  Sunday,  and  Monday — the  15th,  16th,  and  17th  days 
"  of  May,  1869,  the  new  Union  Church  in  Hosensack,  will  be  solemnly 
"  dedicated.  A  number  of  clergymen  from  abroad,  will  be  present,  and 
"  deliver  addresses  suitable  to  the  occasion.  All  friends  of  such  exercises 
"  are  cordially  invited  to  attend.'' 

**  By  order  of 

"  The  Building  Oonimittee.'^ 

NO.  2.  ORGAN  DEDICATION. 
"  On  Whit-Sunday  and  Monday— the  1 6th  and  17th  days  of  May,  A. 
"D.,  1869,  the  new  Organ  in  Klauser's  Church,  will  be  solemnly  dedi- 
'^  cated.  Several  prominent  ministers  and  organists  will  be  present  to  con- 
"  duct  the  exercises.  All  friendly  to  such  occasions,  are  kindly  invited  to 
'^  attend.    No  strong  drink  will  be  allowed  on  the  premises. 

"  By  order  of 

"  The  Consistory," 

NO.  3.    DEDICATION  OP  A  COTTAGE  ORGAN. 

"  On  the  6th  day  of  May — ^Asoension-Day — ^the  handsome  and  sweet- 
*'  toned  Cottage  Organ,  purchased  by  the  ladies  of  the  Yellow  Church 
*'  will  be  dedicated.  Services  to  be  held  in  the  Morning  and  After- 
<^  noon,  a  number  of  ministers  and  musicians  will  be  present  to  ren- 
"  der  their  services.  All  the  friends  of  church  music  are  welcome.  N.B. 
'^  Hucksters  desiring  to  sell  refreshments  on  the  ground,  on  that  occasion, 
'^  are  requested  to  obtain  permission  from  the  Trustees  of  the  church. 

**  By  order  of 

"  The  Consistory," 
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NO.  4.    DEDICATION  OF  A  GRATE-YARD. 

"  Oa  Saturday  before  Ascension-Day,  the  new  Grave- Yard,  ad- 
" joining  the  Red  Church,  in  Lowland  Township,  Long-a-coming  county, 
"  will  be  solemnly  set  apart  for  the  burying  of  the  dead.  Services  all  day. 
'^  Ministers  from  a  distance  to  be  in  attendance.  All  friends  are  cordially 
"  invited.      Refreshments  will  be  provided. 

"  By  order  of 

"  The  Trustees," 

These  are  samples  taken  from  secular  papers,  published  in  the  several 
neighborhoods,  in  which  the  reputed  solemnities  are  to  have  occurred. 
They  are  verbatim,  literatim,  punciiuitim,  only  not  picturatim  ;  for  re- 
member, a  blurred  wood-cut  of  a  church  organ,  melodeon,  or  tombstone, 
graces  the  leit  hand  top  corner  of  every  such  grand  announcement.  For 
one  whole  month  this  flaming  programme  enters  the  houses  of  all  subscri- 
bers, and  by  them  is  again  verbally  reported  from  door  to  door,  and  mouth 
to  mouth,  until  it  becomes  a  familiarity  over  an  area  covering  some  ten  or 
twenty  miles. 

The  object  of  all  this,  is  of  course  to  draw  a  crowd.  And  right  grandly 
is  that  object  accomplished  too.  Such  a  crowd  1  Whew  !  No  man  can 
number  them,  even  though  some  of  the  old  residenters  look  smilingly 
around  leaning  on  their  canes  and  assure  you,  ^^Es  sin  zehe  tausend  Men- 
sche  doh  I" 

Just  look  at  the  amphitheatre  of  chariots  and  horses  !  Omnibuses, 
cabs,  hacks,  and  wagons;  carriages,  trotting-buggies  and  sulkies — all 
manner  of  vehicles  and  conveyances  are  before  and  on  every  side — save 
the  Velocipede.  We  hope  no  "  soap  man  "  will  prove  shrewd  enough  to 
come  riding  along  on  that  thing  by  and  by.  Surely  the  crowd  will  desert 
the  Parson,  and  completely  envelop  the  adventurer. 

If  you  h'ave  an  eye  for  a  fine  horse,  here  you  may  feast  yourself  on  not 
less  than  one  thousand  steeds,  chargers  and  noble  prancers,  as  well  as 
such  as  have  seen  harder  usage  than  their  owners'  prayer  bouks.  Richly 
caparisoned  are  they  generally.  Did  not*  Philip,  David,  and  Zebulon, 
wash,  oil,  and  polish  their  entire  ^'rig"  several  weeks  ago,  for  the  occa- 
sion ?  So  has  every  harness-and  carriage-builder,  wrought  for  his  cus- 
tomers, with  this  day  set  in  his  mind.  Now  we  have  the  grand  turn-out ! 
And  the  people,  young  and  old,  big  and  little ;  sucklings  by  the  armful, 
and  tottering  and  crippled  ones ;  little  boys  by  swarms,  and  bevies  of 
little  girls ;  ladies  and  their  gallants  ;  rowdies,  smokers,  tobacco  munchers 
and  profane  fellows;  drunken  men,  fast  horse  men,  and — very  orderly 
men  and  women,  and  good  Christians.  All  these  you  see  by  hundreds, 
and,  we  may  safely  say  by  thousands. 

The  visitors  are  out  in  their  best,  too — dressed,  as  well  as  we  know 
bow.  Every  tailor,  milliner^  and  mantuamaker  has  been  put  under  sol- 
emn duress  to  have  the  "  thing"  done  by  this  day,  under  penalty  of  never 
daring  to  do  another  stitch,  in  case  of  failure.  Nimbly  fly  the  fingers 
during  the  busy  weeks,  and  the  result  is,  that  men,  women,  and  children 
have  donned  their  very  best  "  bib  and  tucker."  We  confess,  we  like  to 
look  at  them  so  nicely  done  up.    But  then,  somehow  we  can't  help  asking 
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ourselves — "  If  it  should  rain  now,  .wouldn't  everybody  collapse  wonder- 
fully V  The  reason  is  because  we  have  witnessed  such  a  calamity — 
heard  the  cry  for  umbrellas,  when  there  were  none,  and  seen  the 
tailor  and  the  starch  go  out.  Ah!  *'The  watery  wilderness  yields  no 
supply,  of  roofs  and  shelter."  Now  survey  those  canopies,  tents,  and  shan* 
ties.  Just  like  ap  agricultural  fair— isn't  it?  "  But  why  are  those  un- 
sightly things  dotted  about  the  holy  ground  V*  That  the  multitude  may 
eat  and  drink,  and  not  faint  nor  perish  in  the  way.  Have  not  some  con- 
tinued here  one,  two  and  three  days  ?  Ought  we  not  to  have  compassion, 
and  give  them  to  eat  ?  One  of  the  **  pillars,"  in  the  congregation  rendered 
us  the  reply,  to  one  of  our  intended  reprimands — "  Our  Saviour  comman- 
ded the  people  to  be  fed  at  a  public  gathering."  We  were  taken  a  little 
short,  and  felt  that,  on  the  principle  of  **  private  judgment,"  at  least^  we 
were  outflanked. 

Besides  those  "  Hucksters  "  pay  ground  rent — license,  for  the  privilege 
of  catering  to  the  people's  tastes.  Dainties  of  every  imaginable  hue  and 
kind  are  at  hand.  *'  Oysters,  ice  cream,  cakes  and  beer  sold  here,"  mint- 
sticks,  trix,  mead,< "  sassafrill,"  Bitters  (occasionally  !)  and — what  not  ? 

All  this  pays  a  huge  revenue  to  the*  congregational  treasury.  Forpro- 
hatum  est,  and  it  invariably  liquidates  no  small  portion  of  the  church 
debt.  And,  once  more,  no  such  concourse  of  people  can  be  expected,  in 
East  Pennsylvania,  unless  liberty  is  granted,  to  the  venders  of  sweet  wares 
to  pitch  their  tents !  Has  it  not  long  ago  been  written — "  Wheresoe'er 
the  carcass  is,  there  the  eagles  will  be  gathered  together  ?"  The  Yankees 
do  not  all  live  in  New  England ;  nor  do  they  speak  bad  English  only.  We 
have  the  species  in  certain  quarters  of  our  own  commonwealth,  speaking 
bad  German,  but  with  as  keen  an  eye  to  the  dollar  as  is  necessary. 

The  vast  multitude  reminds  us  forcibly  of  the  children  of  Israel^  on 
their  journey  through  the  wilderness.  It  is  not  a  settled,  quiet,  seated, 
attentive  and  worshiping  congregation  of  several  thousands.  No,  no  I 
The  multitude  scatters^  worries,  surges,  sways,  and  jostles  without  rest. 
Into  the  church  and  out  again  ;  parading,  promenading,  eating  and  drink- 
ing, when  neither  hungry  nor  thirsty — for  mere  pastime ;  greeting  and 
welcoming  one  another ;  talking,  laughing,  and  linking  arms  most  lov- 
ingly ;  here  some  slapping  big  fellows  encircling  each  other's  necks  with 
their  brawny  arms ;  there  a  John  Morrissey  and  Tom  Hyer  are  "  in 
training  "  for  a  wrestle ;  some  others  are  leaving,  and  still  others  arriving ; 
now  a  party  mount  their  buggies,  and  go  at  a  "  two  forty  "  gait,  to  the 
nearest  tavern ;  presently  they  are  back,  and  start  again  ;  there's  an  om- 
nibus coming  in,  Crammed,  jammed,  full  of  Fox  Hillers ;  another  stage 
full  from  across  the  country — some  drunk,  some  sober,  and  others  neither 
— all  manner  of  performances  are  to  be  witnessed,  and  every  feature  of 
this  world's  life  is  set  in  glaring  relief — every  element  at  hand  save  the 
religious  I 

In  the  sacred  edifice,  however,  far  up  and  around  the  pulpit,  chancel 
and  altar,  you  may  notice  the  earnest  and  devout.  But  there,  as  a  general 
thing,  only.  There  and  by  those  there,  the  dedicating  is  done;  every, 
where  outside  and  far  around  the  desecrating  is  actively  going  forward. 

The  evidences  and  signs  of  a  wonderful  commotion  are  seen  on  the 
premises,  after  the  crowd  has  dispersed.     It  wears  the  face  of  a  field  on 
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which  an  army  corps  had  encamped.  The  soil  is  tramped  flat,  smooth  and 
hard ;  stumps  of  cigars  a^^e  littering  the  earth ;  remnants  of  cakes,  peels 
of  oranges^  ground-nuts,  eggs,  and  of  whatsoever  thing  that  sports  a  rind, 
crust  or  peeling  ahout  itself.  A  mound  of  ojster  shells  is  built  up  near 
the  church — ^yes,  one,  two,  three,  four  such. 

The  new  church  just  consecrated,  is,  as  a  rule,  covered  with  mud  on  the 
floor,  through  the  aisles,  under  the  seats,  and  up  the  stairways.  The 
clean,  handsome  house  of  God,  is  rendered  hideous  over  the  very  first 
season  of  its  usage. 

The  crowd  disperses  as  the  great^occasion  is  drawing  to  its  close,  and 
the  congregation  is  left  to  reflect  over  the  nuisance  that  has  had  its  full 
run.  We  have  never  known  a  community,  or  company  of  worshipers, 
afler  one  such  experience,  who  did  not  feel  an  untold  disgust  over  such  a 
spectacle,  and  a  heartfelt  sorrow,  over  the  fact,  that  their  contemplated 
ded  ication  had  degenerated  into  a  hideous  desecration. 

And  this  confession,  rendered  of  their  own  accord,  affords  us  good 
ground  to  hope  for  a  speedy  improvement^  in  the  matter  of  dedication 
festivals,  all  over  the  territory  of  East  Pennsylvania.    . 

The  following  reflections  and  suggestions,  may  hasten  the  reformation 
forward.  The  erection  of  a  Christian  church,  forms  an  epoch  in  the  his- 
tory of  a  congregation,  it  is  true,  and  is  worthy  of  being  celebrated  with 
becoming  ceremonies  of  religion  and  joy.  But  let  it  not  be  forgotten,  that 
it  is  more  of  a  local  than  general  character.  Consequently,  the  outside 
world,  and  neighborhood  even,  have  no  particular  interest  in  the  festival. 
Why  then  herald  the  day,  and  circumstance  over  hill  and  dale  ?  What 
benefit  does  so  large  a  crowd  confer  ?  Surely  strangers  will  not  liquidate 
the  debt  on  our  church.  The  money  which  strangers  bring,  the  huck- 
sters carry  away.  Deduct  the  expenses  incurred  by  making  such  exten- 
sive preparations,  from  the  sum  which  the  outside  crowd  deposits,  and 
you  will  find  yourself  in  debt.  On  the  score  of  economy  let  the  people 
stay  at  home. 

Nor  can  a  church  be  dedicated  decently,  and  in  ordej  amid  such  an  un- 
disciplined mass.  The  solemnity  and  sanctity  of  the  act  is  completely 
dissipated.  No  clergyman  feels  compliiflented  any  longer,  in  being  im- 
portuned to  officiate  on  such  an  occasion.  Certain  ecclesiastical  tribunals 
have  even  forbidden  their  clergy  to  be  present,  should  the  hucksters  be 
tolerated  on  the  premises,  which  invariably  draw  the  crowd.  It  is  only  a 
"  frolic,''  covered  over  with  a  religious  mantle.  Is  it  not  '*  stealing  the 
livery  of  Heaven,  to  serve  the  devil  in  ?" 

Let  the  dedication  festival  be  announced  by  the  pastor  to  the  congre- 
gation^ two  weeks  previously.  Let  the  congregation  assemble  then,  and 
with  such  immediate  friends  to  the  church  and  yourself  as  you  may  pri- 
vately invite  constitute  the  audience.  You  with  your  pastor  and  an  as- 
sistant may  then  dedicate  your  own  church  quietly,  solemnly,  piously. 
No  one  will  molest  you  or  make  you  afraid  or  ashamed. 

Let  the  whole  service  be  commenced,  carried  forward,  and  completed 
between  Nine  and  One  o^clock.  There  will  be  sufficient  time  for  two 
addresses,  and  the  special  exercises.  No  one  ^ill  be  tired,  but  edified 
and  profited.  Let  no  one  persuade  you  that  the  exercises  must  be  pro- 
longed over  one,  two,  and  three  days.     Above  all  avoid  the  Holidays — 
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Christmas,  and  Easter^  Whit-suntide — as  long  as  there  is  any  proclivity 
in  the  neighborhood  to  "  protracted  meetings"  ^on  such  occasions.  Such 
seasons  are  very  tempting  in  that  direction.  Better  then  not  entice  the 
weak.  An  ordinary  Lord's  Bay  is  just  the  time  then.  Perhaps^  afler 
we  are  strong,  we  may  venture  on  the  holidays,  without  falling  into  sin. 

Adopting  the  few  hints  already  given,  the  whole  army  of  hucksters  and 
coster-mongers  will  be  excluded  from  the  ground.  The  time  required 
for  the  services  will  be  so  brief,  that  the  rabble  will  not  turn  out,  and  thev 
being  away,  there  will  be  no  occasion  for  any  vender  to  "  set  up  shop. 
But  invite  a  whole  county,  and  importune  them  to  remain  almost  the  half  of 
one  week,  how  then  can  you  avoid  the  necessary  nuisance  of  "  Rustereien  ?" 
Away  with  your  battalion-like  dedications !  Let  them,  for  God's  sake, 
and  for  the  credit  of  His  Church,  be  among  the  things  that  were,  but  never 
shall  be  again. 

Let  the  several  tribunals  of  the  Church  enact  statutes  forbidding  any 
clergyman  from  attending  any  such  religio-devilish  carnival,  under  pain 
of  reprimand,  and  suspension  from  office.  Old  habits  are  deeply  rooted, 
and  need  a  desperate  remedy.  But  even  that  is  better  than  that  a  disease 
should  devour  the  whole  man. 

Sloughing  off  all  such  matter  as  must  ever  be  reckoned  among  the 
abuses,  and  not  as  part  and  parcel  of  the  principal  subject,  no  territory 
can  be  designated  in  which  a  dedication  festival  assumes  larger  propor- 
tions, and  broader  foundations,  than  among  the  Germanic  descendants  in 
East  Pennsylvania.  All  the  more  earnest  heed  should  be  given,  there- 
fore, to  raise  upon  such  a  fair  and  solid  basis,  a  superstructure  symmetri- 
cal and  attractive  in  the  eyes  of  all  who  delight  in  witnessing  a  Christi- 
anity, which  is  from  day  to  day  embodying  itself  in  memorial  holidays, 
and  festival  seasons ;  in  sacramentS;  rites  and  ceremonies,  full  of  life  and 
grace,  to  those  who  walk  about  Zion,  consider  her  palaces,  and  mark  well 
her  bulwarks  in  order  to  tell  it  to  the  generations  following. 


THE  LAST  SUPPEB* 

A  Spanish  artist  was  once  employed  to  pnint  the  ''  Last  Supper."  It 
was  his  object  to  throw  all  the  sublimity  of  his  art  into  the  figure  and 
countenance  of  the  Lord  Jesus ;  but  he  put  on  the  table  in  the  foreground 
some  chased  cups^  the  workmanship  of  which  was  exceedingly  beautiful. 
When  his  friends  came  to  see  the  picture  on  the  easel,  every  one  said, 
"What  beautiful  cups!"  "  Ah  I"  said  he,  "  I  have  made  a  mistake  ; 
thete  cups  divert  t)ie  eyes  of  the  spectator  from  the  Lord,  to  whom  I 
wished  to  direct  the  attention  of  the  observer."  And  he  forthwith  took 
up  his  brush  and  blotted  them  from  the  canvass,  that  the  strength  and 
vigor  of  the  chief  object  might  be  prominently  seen  and  observed.  Thus 
all  Christians  should  feel  their  great  study  to  be  Christ's  exaltation  ;  and 
whatever  is  calculated  to  hinder  man  from  beholding  Him,  in  all  the 
glory  of  His  person  and  work,  should  be  removed  out  of  the  way  !  *'  God 
forbid  that  I  should  glory,  save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 
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From  Good  Words  for  the  Toung. 

THE  THBEE  KINGDOMS. 

BT  J.    E.    BBNDALL. 

King  Frederick  William,  of  Prussia,*  walked  in  the  fair  green  woods  one  day, 
When  trees  and  flowers  were  fresh  with  the  life  that  wakes  in  the  month  of 

Mav; 
And  as  he  walked,  'twas  with  joy  he  saw  the  violet's  shady  bed, 
The  primrose  pale,  and  the  wind-flower  fair,  and  the  birch-tassels  overhead. 

Well  pleased  was  he,  to  have  left  awhile,  Berlin's  gay  and  crowded  streets, 
And  forget,  for  a  time,  his  kingly  cares,  'mid  the  blossoming  hedgerows 

sweet ; 
And,  laying  aside  his  royal  robes,  unnoticed,  to  walk  abroad, 
To  learn,  from  the  beauty  of  field  and  flowers,  new  lessons  of  Nature's  God. 

Spring  sunshine  flickered  across  his  path,  as  he  strolled  through  the  leafy 

glade, 
Till  he  came  to  a  glen,  where  a  joyous  eroup  of  children  played, 
Gathering  cowslips  with  eager  haste,  all  happy  as  happy  could  be, 
And  the  king  looked  on,  till  his  heart  grew  gay,  their  gaiety  to  see. 

He  called  them  at  last,  all  round  him  there,  in  the  mossy  flower-strewn  dell, 
And  soon  they  came  clustering  about  him,  for  they  knew  his  kind  face  well. 
Then  smiling,  he  held  up  an  orange,  that  there  chanced  in  his  hand  to  be: 
"To  which  of  these  three  kingdoms  does  this  belong,  my  little  folks?" 
said  he. 

There  was  silence  awhile  to  the  question,  till  a  bright  little  fellow  said: 

**  To  the  vegetable  kingdom,  your  majesty."    The  king  he  nodded  his  head  ; 

**  Well  said!  quite  right!     Now,  the  orange  shall  be  your  own,  my  brave 

little  man ;'' 
So  snying,  he  tossed  it  him,  crying  out:  "Catch  my  cowslip  ball  if  you  can." 

Then  gaily  the  king,  in  the  sunshine,  a  crown-piece  held  up  to  view  ; 

"Now  to  which  of  the  kingdoms  does  it  belong?  who  guesses  shall  have 

this  too." 
"  To  the  mineral  kingdom,  your  highness,"  a  little  lad  quick  replies  j 
As  the  silver  coin  in  the  sunHght  shone,  so  sparkled  his  eager  eyes. 

"  Well  answered,  so  here's  your  crown,''  said  the  king,  and  placed  the  prize  in 

his  hand. 
While  around  him  the  other  children  delighted  and  wondering  stand. 
"One  question  more  I  will  ask,"  said  the  king,  "and  His  neither  hard  nor 

Jong  J 
Now  tell  me,  my  little  people  all,  to  which  kingdom  do  I  belong?" 

In  the  gi;oup  of  little  ones  gathered  there  stood  a  tiny,  blue-eyed  child. 
Full  of  thoughtful  grace,  was  her  childish  face,  like  a  starry  primrose  mild ; 
Wistfully  gazing  into  his  face,  with  an  earntstiiess  sweet  to  see. 
Simply  she  answered  the  king;  "I  think  to  the  kingdom  of  heaven,"  said 

she. 
King  Frederick  stooped  down,  and  in  his  arms  took  the  little  maiden  then, 
And  kissing  her  brow  he  sol\ly  said :  "  Amen,  dear  child.  Amen." 

*  The  King  Frederick,  of  whom  this  anecdote  is  related,  was  King  Frederick  Wilhelm 
III,  late  King  of  Prussia,  and  brother  of  the  monarch  now  reigning. 
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A  DAY  TTNDEB  THE  TREES. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


The  22d  of  July  last  was  one  of  the  pleasantest  days  of  all  this  sum- 
mer past.  A  cloudless  sky,  and  au  atmosphere  gently  fanned  hy  a  cool- 
ing breeze,  gave  it  a  peculiar  fitness  to  afford  some  high  enjoyments. 
For  weeks  before,  hundreds  of  persons  mingled  with  their  greetings : 
Would  to  God  we  might  have  a  pleasant  day!  And  not  a  few  in  so 
many  words  in  their  daily  prayers  besought  the  Lord  for  favorable 
weather  in  the  approaching  festival  of  the  Orphans'  Home  at  Womels- 
dorf,  Pa.  Some  may  say,  it  would  at  all  events  have  been  a  delightful 
day,  without  the  prayers.  I  prefer  to  believe  that  it  was  in  answer  to 
the  pious  wishes  of  the  friends  of  the  fatherless. 

£arly  before. the  dawn  of  day  many  a  home  was  all  astir.  Afler  a 
hasty  breakfast,  crowds  wended  their  way  to  the  different  stations  along 
the  railroads  in  eager  haste,  bearing  their  well  packed  baskets.  Some 
had  one  hundred  miles  to  travel,  and  others  still  farther,  who  journeyed 
all  night  long.  On  these  trains  reigned  a  spirit  of  greatest  joy.  Some 
cars  resounded  with  mingled  shouts  of  laughter  and  innocent  mirth. 

So  too,  was  it  on  our  Beading  trains.  All  seats  and  standing  room 
were  closely  packed.  Seats  were  improvised  in  the  baggage  car,  where 
boxes  and  trunks  were  called  into  service.  This  train,  with  its  hundreds 
of  persons,  reached  Womelsdorf  Station  first.  Thereafter  the  Harris- 
burg  train,  then  a  special  train  from  Allentown,  bearing  between  five 
and  six  hundred  people.  A  later  train  brought  visitors  from  Phila- 
delphia, Lancaster,  Pottsville,  and  intermediate  places.  A  half  an  hour 
before  noon,  all  the  visitors  had  arrived,  supposed  to  number  between 
three  and  four  thousand  people.  A  pleasing  sight  it  was,  standing  on 
the  verandah  of  the  Orphans'  Home,  to  see  these  thousands  of  people, 
leisurely  wending  their  way  in  long  lines,  through  the  leafy  forest  lane, 
and  along  the  winding  footpath.  Right  refreshing,  too,  was  it  to  see 
crowds  athirst  descending  the  steps  to  the  spacious  spring,  beneath  the 
shade  of  a  cluster  of  trees,  and  drink  many  a  cup  of  the  orphans'  pure 
17 
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mountain  water,  to  whom  the  most  of  these  kind  visitors  had  in  spirit 
given  a  cup  of  cold  water  in  the  name  of  a  disciple. 

The  Home,  with  all  its  surroundings,  seemed  arrayed  in  a  sort  of  holi- 
day dress.  During  the  year  past  its  hard-working  people  cleared  much 
of  the  wild  grounds  around  it.  The  large  orphan  boys,  too,  had  a  hand 
in  this.  Many  a  day  did  they  pick  stones,  and  weed  the  soil.  The  new 
pale  fences,  and  the  frame  out  buildings  were  carefully  whitewashed, 
twice  over.  The  fish  in  the  pond,  frolicked  with  unusual  playfulness,  in 
their  native  element  on  that  enlivening  morning.  Again  and  again  the 
ducks,  great  and  small,  plunged  into  their  large  wash  basin,  thrusting 
their  heads  deep  down  to  wash  their  faces,  and  splurging  about  in  the 
queerest  style,  to  cleanse  their  feathery  garments. 

The  mountain  birds,  on  this  morning  somehow,  seemed  to  pipe  with 
their  beaks  pointed  towards  the  Home ;  and  many  a  one  was  perched  on 
limbs  around  the  building,  to  mingle  its  early  song  with  the  morning 
hymn  of  the  children  in  this  sweet  Home. 

Along  the  railingof  the  long  verandah  stood  the  orphans,  tidily  dressed — 
the  boys  in  suits  of  gray  cadet  cloth,  the  girls  in  more  variegated  style. 
Full  many  a  stroke  of  brush  and  comb,  and  busy  hands  did  it  take  on 
that  morning,  to  give  these  hundred  children  such  a  comely  appear- 
ance. 

Seen  from  the  station,  as  the  people  left  the  cars,  the  view  was  charm- 
ing. In  the  foreground  the  white  fence,  enclosing  a  corn-fipld;  a  flower- 
garden,  enclosed  with  pales  white  as  the  driven  snow,  right  in  iront  of  the 
lofty  long  building,  with  vast  verandahs ;  the  whole  embowered  among 
a  mountain  forest.  In  the  rear  the  mountain  rising  to  a  lofty  height, 
rolling  great  banks  of  blending  foliage  towards  heaven.  I  tell  thee,  kind 
reader,  as  seen  on  this  morning,  it  was  a  grand  sight.  Very  pleasant 
was  it  here  and  there,  to  overhear  the  comments  of  these  many  people 
coming  up  to  this  mountain  Home.  Kind  fathers,  with  clumsy  step, 
bearing  the  baskets  which  the  provident  housewife  had  so  carefully  filled; 
young  men,  bearing  the  satchels  of  sweet  damsels,  merrily  giving  utter- 
ance to  their  delight.  Not  a  few,  too,  saying,  "  Does  it  not  seem  as  if  this 
place  had  been  especially  created  for  the  location  of  an  Orphans*  Home?" 
Occasionally  the  children  discover  some  relative  or  friend  in  the  approaching 
throng,  and  merrily  shout,  "  Good  morning,  Mrs. or  Mr. ."  (*) 

Where  shall  we  find  room  for  this  multitude  ?  exclaimed  some  nervous 
friends.  In  sooth  they  will  find  a  place.  Beneath  the  forest  trees,  along 
the  shaded  side  of  the  great  mountain,  on  the  long  Verandahs,  in  the 
halls  and  rooms — all  are  yours  to-day,  kind  friends ;  choose  ye  your  own 
abode. 

In  sweet  summer  time  there  is  no  tent  so  cozy  as  a  tree,  and  no  table 

*  A  certain  gentleman  asked  for  Frankie .     He  and  his  wife  had  been  kind  to 

the  boy,  had  been  the  means  of  bringing  him  here.     !•*  Frankie here?  I  called  to 

the  boys  in  the  school-room.  A  smiling  little  fellow  rose  up.  "  Ah,  there  he  is/'  ex- 
claimed the  gentleman,  and  his  wife ;  and  the  dear  boj  rushed  into  their  arms  and 
kissed  them,  as  if  they  had  been  his  father  and  mother  come  back  from  heaven. 

A  venerable  l%dy  inquired  for  a  little  orphan  girl,  which  she  had  been  the  means  of  send- 
ing here.  The  sweet  child  oaagh'^  her  round  the  neck,  and  covered  the  face  of  her  friend 
with  kisses,  until  the  lady  wept  as  if  God  were  giving  her  back  her  own  child  in  peace 
departed. 
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80  homelike  and  hospitable  as  one  spread  on  the  green  sward  in  its  graceful 
shade.  A  snow-white  cloth  spread  on  the  grass  beneath  the  rustling  over- 
Iianging  foliage,  and  on  the  cloth  a  little  world  of  the  most  relishable 
articles  which  the  creative  skill  of  woman  can  prepare,  the  branches 
overhead  serving  as  fly-brushes,  and  the  earth  as  seats,  on  which  a 
friendly  group  half  reclines.  I  own  to  a  great  infirmity  with  respect  to 
these  feasts  under  the  trees.  Full  half  a  dozen  invitations  have  I  at 
times  gratefully  accepted  from  so  many  kind  friends,  in  one  and  the  same 
hour,  to  dine  with  them,  thinking  that  where  each  would  be  such  a 
source  of  enjoyment,  one  could  not  afford  to  lose  the  blessings  of  any  of 
them.  Of  course  this  sort  of  dining-out,  will  not  allow  one  to  spend 
much  time  under  any  one  tree.  With  one  group  you  take  bread  and  ham, 
with  another,  bread  and  bologna,  with  another  pickles  and  cold  beef, 
with  another,  the  leg  or  wing  of  a  cold  chicken,  and  a  light  cake,  with 
another  pies  and  lemonade — and  so  on,  to  the  end  of  the  bill  of  fare. 
In  this  way  I  not  only  enjoy  the  good  things  which  busy  hands  have 
prepared,  but  share  in  their  pleasing  chatter  and  mirth,  besides  pleasing 
your  hosts.  For  are  not  all  Christian  ladies  taken  with  you,  in  propor- 
tion as  you  take  and  relish  their  savory  dishes?  Still  better  than 
bread  never  so  well  buttered,  better  than  bolognas,  pickles  and  pies  is 
the  social  cheer  of  these  dining  groups.  All  the  more  enjoyable,  if 
knives  and  forks  are  for^^otten;  and  all  guests  alike  dip  their  sop  in  the 
same  dish,  and  with  different  hands  pull  their  respective  parts  of  the 
same  chicken,  and  drink  out  of  the  same  cup,  and  all  awkwardly  sit  on 
one  and  the  same  lap  of  good  mother  earth. 

Thus  a  grand  feast  was  held  under  the  trees  of  the  Womelsdorf 
Orphans'  Home.  Still  hundreds  came  without  baskets,  and  these,  too, 
muat  eat.  All  this  was  expected.  And  thrifly  housewives,  with  a 
knowing  shake  of  the  head,  said  :  *^  Whence  should  we  have  so  much 
bread  in  the  Home,  as  to  fill  so  great  a  multitude  ?"  "  Buy  us  the  provi- 
sions," said  she  to  the  Board  of  Managers,  **  and  we  will  prepare  it  and 
serve  the  tables.  The  people  will  cheerfully  pay  for  a  meal,  if  only  they 
can  get  it."  And  so  they  set  to  work,  a  score  of  ladies.  Now  all  the 
world  knows  how  much  ladies  dislike  being  caught  at  the  wa^h-tub,  or 
dough-trough ;  and  what  a  breach  of  propriety  it  is  for  any  of  their  male 
friends,  rudely  to  peep  at  them  working  in  the  kitchen.  On  this  day 
the  curtain  of  secrecy  was  drawn  aside,  and  the  uninitiated  could  get  a 
glimpse  of  **  woman's  work,"  if  not  of  *'  woman's  woe."  Leaving  their 
servants  at  their  comfortable  homes,  many  ladies  came  here  to  serve. 
And  a  joy  it  was  to  see  how  deftly  they  waited  on  their  guests,  their  fair 
hands  and  white  aprons,  all  the  while,  testifying  to  the  orthodox  compo- 
sition of  their  dishes.  For  hours  all  the  tables  were  crowded.  Will  not 
the  supply  be  exhausted?  *'No  danger,"  was  the  reply.  *' Coffee 
enough  V*  Aye,  and  everything  else  enough,  as  long  as  the  machinery 
in  the  kitchen  will  not  fail.  Still  they  dashed  to  and  fro,  now  for  this, 
now  for  that,  all  in  an  orderly  confusion,  in  calm,  busy  haste,  ever  and 
anon  greeted  by  some  adept  in  housekeeping:  ''  Ladies,  what  a  nice 
dinner  you  have  prepared  for  us.  Coffee  excellent.  Ham  very  fine. 
Bread,  can't  be  beat."  Which  of  course  pleased  the  dear  accommodat- 
ing sisters — accommodating  to  their  hungry  guests,  and  accommodating 
themselves  to  unusual  circumstances. 
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"  Who  are  all  these  ladies  waiting  on  the  tables  ?"  asked  a  friend  of  a 
certain  professional  gentleman.  "  All  servants  of  the  Home  ?''  *•*  No, 
sir,"  replied  the  disciple  of  Esculapios.  "  Yonder  lady  bringing  that 
cap  of  coffee,  is  my  wife.  All  the  others,  like  her,  are  ladies  iProm  our 
city,  volunteering  their  services  for  the  comfort  of  the  people,  and 
the  benefit  of  a  good  cause." 

A  dozen  of  other  ladies  meanwhile  supplied  the  people  with  photo- 
graphs of  the  Home.  They  urged  the  reasons  why  they  ought  to  buy  a 
picture  in  such  a  winning  way,  that  some  bought  to  pleise  the  fair 
pleader,  if  not  to  get  a  photograph ;  which  is  all  very  natural,  and  of 
course  greatly  to  the  credit  of  the  purchaser. 

On  a  platform  in  a  pleasant  grove,  the  orphans  and  their  teachers 
and  Principal  were  all  seated,  in  the  afternoon,  with  over  three  thousand 
people  around  them.  The  children,  led  by  the  Principal,  opened  with 
singing  and  prayer.  Many  wept,  as  the  orphans  sang  a  hymn  of  wel- 
come to  all  their  visiting  friends.  Indeed  all  this  assembled  multitude 
was  strangely  moved  by  sympathy  and  tenderness  during  the  services. 
A  short  address  of  welcome  was  delivered  to  the  people  by  a  member  of 
the  Board,  followed  with  a  reply  by  a  visiting  clergyman.  Two  ad- 
dresses, one  in  the  German,  another  in  the  English  language,  followed. 
These,  too,  touched  all  hearts.  An  incident  told  by  one  of  them,  Dr. 
W.  A.  Passavant,  of  Pittsburg,  Pa.,  I  will  here  give.  *'  Six  years  ago  I 
visited  our  sick  and  wounded  soldiers  in  the  South.  In  a  hospital  tent 
near  Norfolk,  Ya.,  I  met  a  wounded  soldier,  a  young  Grerman. 
Aside  by  his  cot  stood  an  humble  servant  of  the  Lord,  who  came 
there  to  give  him  counsel  and  comfort.  Thus  he  went  from  one 
cot  to  another.  I  learned  that  his  name  was  Rev.  Emanuel  C.  Boehrin- 
ger,  who  labored  to  lead  our  brave  soldiers  to  the  Captain  of  their  salva- 
tion. Soon  after  he  returned  to  Philadelphia.  He  felt  a  compassion 
for  orphan  children,  but  was  too  poor  to  provide  for  them.  He  must 
begin  at  all  events,  and  the  Lord  will  provide.  He  takes  one  into  his 
family.  It  eats  at  his  table,  and  sleeps  with  his  children.  Some  one  in 
Buffalo,  New  York,  hears  how  Boehringer's  heart  yearns  for  the  poor 
orphans,  and  sends  him  one  dollar  and  fifly  cents.  It  was  the  first 
money  ever  given  to  this  Home.  Boehringer  was  a  Reformed  minister, 
and  the  founder  of  this  institution.  In  six  years  the  first  gift  of  one 
dollar  and  fifty  cents,  has  increased  to  eighteen  thousand  dollars  a 
year.  And  instead  of  one  orphan  you  have  one  hundred  and  two ;  in- 
stead of  the  hut  in  which  Boehringer's  family,  with  the  orphan  stranger, 
lived,  you  have  this  beautiful  and  commodious  Orphans'  Home.  Thus 
God  in  mercy  blesses  the  small  beginnings,  which  His  sincere  people 
make  in  behalf  of  His  cause." 

I  need  not  say,  that  the  people  left  more  at  the  Home  than  they  carried 
away ;  that  the  fragments  were  more  than  the  loaves.  And  fully  con- 
vinced am  I,  that  this  brief  visit  has  proved  a  blessing  to  many  persons. 
After  the  services  had  been  ended,  one  of  the  most  active  friends  of  the 
Home  remarked :  **  There  are  some  of  our  prominent  ministers,  whom  I 
have  often  censured  for  writing,  what  I  deemed  to  be  bitter  things,  in 
our  church  controversies.  Besides  I  often  blamed  them,  for  being  on 
the  wrong  side.     Here  I  have  seen  them  to-day,  several  of  oar  gray- 
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headed  doctors,  humbly  sitting  on  benohes  and  beneath  the  trees, 
silently  listening  to  the  hymns  and  prayers  of  the  orphans,  weeping 
tenderly  like  us  more  unlearned   people.     And   did  you  see   it  ?     Our 

venerable  Dr. ,  came  right  down  from  the  platform,  after  he  had 

pronounced  the  benediction,  asked  for  a  subscription  book,  and  with  his 
trembling  hand  wrote  his  name  with  a  fifty  dollar  subscription  in  it.  I 
tell  you,  these  be  good  men,  and  I  take  all  back  that  I  have  said  against 
them,  and  pray  God  to  forgive  me.  If  they  differ  from  some  of  the  rest 
of  us,  they  are  sincere  in  their  convictions,  and  are  the  sincere  friends 
and  followers  of  Christ.  This  is  my  motto,  every  one  who  has  a  tear  for 
an  orphan's  woe  and  a  gifl  for  its  wants,  must  be  a  friend  of  the  Saviour; 
for  what  we  do  to  it,  we  do  to  Him,  and  henceforth  all  such  shall  be  my 
friends  and  I  theirs.'* 

The  good  brother  was  right !  The  nearer  we  press  to  Christ,  the 
nearer  we  get  to  each  other.  By  meeting  lovingly  around  a  group  of 
orphans,  minor  differences  vanbh,  and  hearts  long  estranged  are  blend- 
ed into  one. 

A  strange  power  it  must  have  been  that  brought  all  these  people  from 
near  and  from  afar.  Yet  a  power  it  is,  greater  and  more  enduring  than 
the  sun.  Millions  of  stitches  fair  hands  have  made  these  last,  years,  in 
sewing  garments  for  the  orphans.  Patiently  numerous  knitting-needles 
have  been  plied  in  their  behalf.  Somehow  I  often  think  there  is  some 
kind  of  spiritual  charm  attending  every  thread  that  is  drawn  for  them. 
That  in  some  way  all  these  threads  are  coiled  into  a  mighty  cable  of 
charity^  which  is  to  bind  our  hearts  to  Christ,  and  through  Him,  to  one 
another.  And  o'er  this  cable  currents  of  love  do  flash  evermore.  Every 
child  that,  by  a  little  self-denial,  has  given  an  orphan  ten  cents,  is  inspired 
with  a  new  and  high  motive,  to  work  for  the  fatherless.  This  prompted 
me  to  write  the  foregoing.  This  love  and  tender  sympathy  for  the  father- 
less has  set  this  multitude  in  motion.  This,  too,  has  set  so  many  men 
and  women  to  work  in  the  Home  on  this  joyous  day,  set  many  more  to 
work  in  all  manner  of  charitable  devices  at  their  own  homes )  has  sent 
them  streaming  hither  from  city  and  hamlet,  to  bless  and  be  blessed 
with  heaven's  richest  gifts. 

Many  readers  of  the  "Guardian"  love  and  work  for  the  orphans'  cause. 
But  few  of  them  belong  to  the  fatherless.  Those  few  know  what  it 
means  to  be  lefl  parentless  and  homeless.  For  such  I  plead.  For  such 
our  Saviour  pleads.  In  the  person  of  every  orphan  Christ  comes  to  us. 
In  taking  the, orphan  into  our  hearts  we  take  Him  in.  To  me  the  kiss 
of  a  grateful  fatherless  child,  is  as  if  Jesus  stooped  over  me  and  took  me 
in  His  loving  embrace.  We  ourselves  are  the  gainers  by  taking  the  holy 
child  Jesus  into  a  home.  We  invite  our  readers  to  work  for  Him.  In 
their  Sunday-schools  and  families — by  pleading  with  friends  and  praying 
to  God,  they  can  become  a  blessing  to  the  fatherless.  May  God  bless  all 
who  have  mingled  with  us  in  this  feast  under  the  mountain  trees ! 
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FASTOB  L.,  AND  THE  SCHINDEB  HANS. 


(^From  the  German  of  Emtle  Fronimel.) 


BT  R.  H.  SOHEIBLY. 


At  one  time,  the  fame  of  the  Italiaa  Fra  Diavolo  was  rivalled  hy  that 
of  a  German  outlaw^  who  carried  on  his  Defarious  trade  under  the  very  ejes 
of  the  authorities.  Old  people  can  still  recollect  the  name  of  the  Schin- 
der Hans,  as  the  terror  of  their  childish  days, — for  he  was  often  invoked 
to  quell  nursery  disturbances,  just  as,  in  ancient  Home,  mothers  were 
wont  to  subdue  tHeir  little  rebels  with  the  threat :  ^'  Hannibal  is  coming 
to  catch  you !" 

About  1790,  in  the  village  of  on  the  Hundsruecken  lived  Pas- 

tor L.,  who  combined  the  office  of  civil  magistrate  with  his  spiritual 
function.  His  parish  extended  considerably  beyond  the  village ;  for 
many  farms  belonged  to  it,  beside  two  small  hamlets.  So  the  Pastor 
kept  a  horse, — a  very  pretty  little  dappled  gray.  Every  Sunday,  after 
morning  service,  he  mounted  the  gray,  and  rode  oflf  to  his  chapel  of 
ease, — where  his  preaching  was  none  the  worse  for  the  ride — nor  any 
better,  either.  For  as  firmly  as  he  kept  his  seat  in  the  saddle,  so  close 
did  he  keep  to  his  *^  notes."  At  evening,  as  soon  as  his  wife  saw  the 
gray  coming  down -hill  from  the  edge  of  the  wood,  supper  was  set  on  the 
table.  This  was  the  regular  signal ;  for  whenever  the  horse  came,  the 
Pastor  was  sure  to  come  too — until  one  particular  occasion,  when  the 
gray  arrived  without  his  rider, — of  which  we  shall  learn  more  directly. 

One  fine  day  the  Pastor  sat  in  his  cushioned  chair  by  the  window,  send- 
ing pufis  of  smoke  from  his  long  pipe  out  into  the  open  air,  and  sunk  in 
a  pleasant  reverie,  as  he  gazed  over  the  country.  Just  then  came  along 
a  country  wagon,  with  several  rangers  seated  in  it,  armed  with  guns  and 
sabres;  among  them  sat  a  man,  whose  feet  and  hands  were  fettered;  his 
hands,  however,  being  free  enough  for  him  to  have  smoked  a  pipe.  He 
had,  perhaps,  been  hurried  away  so  quickly,  that  he  had  not  time  to  say 
to  the  rangers:  "  A  little  patience,  gentlemen,  if  you  please — I  am  not 
quite  ready  for  traveling," — at  any  rate,  his  tobacco  was  gone,  and  his 
consolation  with  it.  As  they  passed  slowly  by  the  parsonage,  and  he 
saw  the  pastor  so  comfortably  smoking,  his  mouth  watered,  and  he  looked 
longingly  up,  saying : 

"  No  offence  meant,  Herr  Pastor  ;  but  if  you  only  had  a  pipe  full  of 
tobacco  to  spare  me, — I  want  it  so  badly  !    You  must  know  how  that  feels!" 

The  Pastor  called  to  the  rangers  to  wait  a  little  while — it  did  not 
make  much  difference  whether  their  prisoner  should  enter  the  iron  gate  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  sooner  or  later; — then  he  got  a  good  package  of  to- 
bacco, and  gave  it  to  the  poor  evil-doer,  with  some  good  advice^  and 
wished  him  a  safe  journey,  and  amendment  of  life. 
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When  the  Pastor's  wife  heard  of  it,  she  thought  one  pipe  full  might 
have  heen  enough,  and  that  such  a  wretched  creature  need  not  be  in- 
dulged in  smoking — with  more  to  the  same  purpose.  But  the  Pastor  smiled 
and  said  he  could  not  easily  forget  the  man's  thankful  look.  There  was 
no  quarrel  matrimonial,  as  often  arises  on  account  of  a  pipe  of  tobacco, 
or  something  of  even  less  account,  between  two  hard  heads  and  fiery 
wills.     Sparks  arise  only  when  flint  and  steel  come  in  collision. 

Many  years  passed  away.  Late  one  evening,  the  Pastor  was  sent  for 
to  come  into  the  neighborhood  of  his  chapel,  to  administer  the  Holy 
Communion  to  a  sick  man.  He  was  not  long  in  having  his  horse  sad- 
dled.    His  wife  pleaded  with  him, 

"  Dear  husband,  do  not  go  !  The  way  is  through  the  wood,  the  sun 
IS  just  setting,  and  you  know  the  Schinder  Hans  is  troubling  the  neigh- 
borhood, and  might  attack  you.*' 

But  the  Pastor  said,  "Be  tranquil,  wife.  I  go  in  God*s  name;  the 
poor  man  is  lying  at  the  point  of  death — the  Lord  will  protect  me." 

Then  he  took  the  cup  and  paten,  put  on  his  silK  gown,  and  his  three- 
cornered  hat  on  his  head,  and  mounted  his  gray.  He  had  to  ride 
through  a  narrow  gorge,  then  through  the  woods,  up-hill  and  down-hill, 
to  the  dwelling  of  the  sick  man.  How  glad  was  the  poor  dying  soul  of 
the  sacred  refreshment !  It  was  with  him  as  with  Elijah,  when  he  lay 
under  the  juniper,  and  said :  "  It  is  enough  !"  And  the  Pastor  appeared 
to  him  as  to  the  prophet  the  angel,  that  said :  "  Arise,  and  eat ;  because  the 
journey  is  too  great  for  thee,"  and  in  the  strength  of  that  meat  he  should 
go  on,  even  to  the  mount  of  God.  And  the  two  talked  and  prayed  to- 
gether, until  the  Pastor's  own  soul  was  so  strengthened  and  refreshed, 
that  all  care  and  anxiety  were  lost,  and  every  thought  of  the  Schin- 
der-Hans. 

As  he  was  about  leaving  the  house,  the  sick  man's  son  stepped  up  to 
him  and  said : 

"  Herr  Pastor,  my  father  has  a  particular  trouble  on  his  mind.  Did  he 
tell  you  of  it?" 

The  Pastor  looked  scrutinizingly  at  old  Nicholas,  and  said  slowly, 

"  So?     You  should  have  told  me  before  the  Holy  Communion." 

"  Your  pardon,"  said  the  son  ;  "  it  is  something  very  painful  to  my 
father,  and  he  hesitated  to  trouble  your  reverence  about  it." 

*'  Well,  tell  me,  and  relieve  your  heart  and  mine,"  answered  the 
Pastor. 

**  You  know,"  said  the  dying  old  man,  looking  up  at  him,  "  I  have 
another  son,  whom  you  yourself  confirmed.  You  know  that  he  never  did 
well,  and  that  he  frequented  the  tavern  more  than  the  house  of  (lod. 
At  last  he  turned  the  property  he  had  inherited  from  his  mother  into 
money,  and  for  several  years  he  has  been  away,  wandfering  in  the  wide 
world.  It  is  painful  both  for  you  and  for  me,  and  so  I  did  not  like  to 
speak  of  it.  I  must  die,  and  I  shall  see  my  child  no  more.  If  he  ever 
comes  home  again,  tell  him  he  has  made  his  father's  dying  hour  sad  in- 
deed, but  that  I  forgive  him  all,  and  that  he  must  live  so  that  we  may 
meet  in  Heaven.     Will  you  tell  him  ?" 

The  teirs  stood  in  the  Pastor's  eyes  as  he  made  the  desired  promise, 
and  bade  the  dying  man  farewell.     The  son  said : 
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''  Herr  Pastor,  it  is  late.  I  will  go  with  you  a  little  way ;  the  footpath 
through  the  mottntain  will  be  pleasauter  than  the  high  road,  and  a 
nearer  way  home." 

The  Pastor  agreed,  aud  they  set  out  together,  the  son  telling  him  on 
the  road  how  often  in  the  restlessness  of  fever,  his  father  had  called  out 
for  his  youngest  son,  and  that  he  was  sure  he  could  now  rest  more 
quietly,  since  he  had  talked  over  his  trouble.  When  they  had  come  to 
the  top  of  the  hill  from  which  they  could  see  the  church  steeple  on  the 
other  side  of  the  valley,  the  Pastor  said : 

"  Now,  George,  go  home  to. your  father.  I  shall  soon  be  at  home,  and 
he  may  need  you." 

George  would  have  gone  farther,  but  the  Pastor  would  not  allow  it. 
So  they  shook  hands,  and  parted.  The  Pastor  rode  slowly  and  watch- 
fully down  the  hill.  The  moonlight  glimmered  through  the  tops  of  the 
beech* trees,  and  the  road  was  not  of  the  best  kind.  About  halfway 
through  the  little  valley,  suddenly  a  loud  *^  Halt!"  thundered  out  of  the 
bushes  by  the  road.  Trusting  to  the  speed  of  his  horse,  he  urged  him 
to  a  rapid  gallop,  but  directly  there  was  a  shot,  and  the  bullet  whistled 
close  by  the  worthy  man's  three-cornered  hat.  The  gray  was  so  much 
frightened  that  it  made  a  spring  to  the  lefl,  so  quickly  that  its  rider  was 
thrown  to  the  ground,  and  then  set  oflF  as  fast  as  it  could  towards  home. 
The  Pastor  fell,  happily  without  injury,  among  the  bushes,  and  two 
robbers,  concealed  there,  had  no  trouble  in  dragging  him  out.  Their 
faces  were  blackened,  and  they  were  armed  to  the  teeth.  They  robbed 
the  Pastor  of  his  money,  his  watch,  and  the  communion-service.  The 
Pastor  thought  it  most  prudent  to  make  no  resistance,  thinking  that  he 
had  reason  to  be  thankful  that  his  horse  was  safe,  and  that  he  had  no 
bones  broken.  For  what  was  the  loss  of  his  money,  compared  with  a 
broken  limb,  or  perhaps  worse?  Only  when  they  took  the  sacred 
vessels,  he  could  not  forbear  saying : 

*'  Take  care  !  lest  you  bring  a  curse  upon  your  heads!" 

By  the  communion-service,  and  now  still  more  by  hb  language,  the 
robbers  were  convinced  that  he  was  a  clergyman, — and  now  they  consult- 
ed, in  their  rogues'  dialect,  whether  they  should  let  him  go,  or  take  him 
with  them.  At  last  they  concluded  to  take  him  to  their  captain,  in 
hopes  of  extorting  money  from  his  family  or  his  parishioners.  So  they 
tied  his  hands,  and  led  him  silently  between  them,  deep  into  the  woods. 
The  Pastor  revolved  in  his  mind  his  situation,  the  anguish  of  his  wife 
and  children  when  the  horse  should  reach  home  without  him,  the  coun- 
sel she  had  given  him, — yet  still  the  thought  returned,  again  and  again  : 
*'  Thou  hast  gone  in  the  name  of  God,  and  hast  comforted  the  soul  of 
old  Nicholas."  He  did  not  speak  to  his  captors,  but  sought  to  fix  his 
soul  upon  God,  and  prayed  that  he  might  be  permitted  to  send  some  arrow 
from  the  Holy  Word  to  the  captain's  heart. 

After  they  had  gone  some  distance,  the  robbers  blindfolded  ihe  Pas- 
tor, though,  indeed,  he  could  already  see  but  little ;  then,  taking  his 
hand,  they  led  him  down  some  rugged  steps,  took  the  bandage  from  his 
eyes,  and  he  found  himself  in  a  dark  cave.  The  men  whistled,  and  a 
door  opened.  Thirty  of  their  companions  were  seated  around  a  large 
room,  the  captain  in  their  midst,  on  a  cask  turned  bottom  upward.     The 
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smoke  from  their  pioe-torches  found  its  way  slowly  oat  through  a  hole  in 
the  rock. 

The  two  new-comers  were  received  with  a  shout. 

'*  What  sort  of  a  bird  have  you  caught  now?"  cried  one.  "  It  has  a 
three-cornered  hat  and  a  silk  gown  I"  "Whew  !'*  said  another,  '4t  is  a 
preacher — now  for  a  sermon  !" 

The  whole  gang  laughed ,  except  the  captain,  who  ordered  them  to 
bring  the  Pastor  to  him. 

"  You  have  taken  a  Pastor — ^you  had  better  have  let  him  alone.  I 
want  nothing  to  do  with  the  clergy — one  of  them  made  me  feel  so  un- 
easy once,  that  I  can  never  forget  it." 

'•  Captain,  you  are  surely  out  of  your  mind/'  returned  one  of  his  cap- 
tors. ^'  One  does  not  meet  with  such  luck  every  day;  we  can  get  money 
firom  the  farmers  for  him." 

"  Silence  I"  thundered  the  leader,  "  or  I  will  knock  your  teeth  down 
your  throat."  He  turned  the  light  of  his  torch  on  the  Pastor's  face,  and 
asked : 

'*■  Where  is  your  parish  V 

"  I  am  Pastor  L.  of /'  answered  the  good  man,  firmly. 

"  Of f"  repeated  the  captain,  in  surprise.     "  I  think  I  should 

remember  you,  and  you,  me." 

"  I  have  not  the  honor,"  said  the  Pastor,  dryly. 

"  But  I  know  you,  and  I  will  repay  you/'  the  captain  continued. 
^'  Think  a  moment." 

The  Pastor  felt  a  momentary  chill  of  fear.  He  tried  to  recollect 
whether  the  man  might  be  some  rogue;  whom  he  had  punished  as  magis- 
trate, and  who  now  intended  to  take  vengeance  upon  him. 

"  My  life  is  in  God's  hand/'  he  replied.  "  Do  as  you  will ;  the  last  day 
will  bring  all  things  to  light." 

"  Didn't  I  say  so  ?"  whispered  the  former  speaker.  "  We  shall  have 
preaching,  with  a  good  hot  hell  for  us." 

But  the  captain  said,  "  No,  Herr  Pastor,  on  my  word  I  mean  you  no 
harm.  Do  you  not  remember  giving  a  paper  of  tobacco,  once,  to  a  pris- 
oner on  hb  way  to  jail  ?  You  brought  it  down-stairs  to  him  your- 
self/' 

"  Yes,  I  recollect  it,"  answered  the  clergyman. 

"  Do  you  not  know  me  yet  ?" 

"  No/' 

"  Look  again — I  am  that*man ;  I  havo  never  forgotten  you,  and  now  I 
tell  you,  you  are  free,  and  can  go  home.  If  you  have  taken  anything 
from  him,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  men  who  had  brought  the  Pastor, 
"  give  it  up,  if  you  value  your  lives." 

Unwillingly  enough,  the  two  gave  up  the  money,  the  watch,  and  the 
communion-service.     When  the  leader  saw  the  cup,  he  asked : 

"  Why  have  you  that  with  you,  Herr  Pastor  ?" 

"I  have  just  administered  the  Holy  Communion  to  old  Nicholas  of 

.     He  is  dying,  and   that  is   the   reason  for  my  going  there  at 

night.  I  would  be  glad,  Herr  captain,  if  you  and  your  comrades  might 
one  day  die  as  peacefully  as  old  Nicholas;  only  one  care  disturbs  hb 
mind  at  thb  hour— one  that  I  need  not  dbolose." 
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"  Herr  Pastor,"  said  the  oaptaia,  "  do  not  make  our  hearts  heavy. 
We  know  we  mast  oome  to  the  scaffold  or  the  gallows — all  the  same  to 
us,  whichever  it  may  be.  We  have  never  robbed  a  poor  mau  ;  it  is  only 
the  rich,  the  oppressors  of  the  poor,  whom  do  man  and  no  authority  pun- 
ishes, that  we  lighten  of  some  of  their  burdens/' 

'^  It  is  a  bad  business,  Herr  captain,  to  try  to  take  the  work  of  the 
Lord  God  into  our  own  hands.  We  may  burn  our  fingers,  and  our  soals, 
too,  by  such  presumption.  But  if  matters  should  come  to  the  worst  with 
you,  think  that  there  is  a  fountain  that  cleanses  from  sins  of  the  deepest 
dye." 

"  Kick  out  the  canting  priest,"  growled  several  voices  in  the  back- 
ground. '^  We  shall  have  a  sermon  yet — the  captain  himself  is  half- 
converted  already." 

Amid  the  rising  tumult,  one  of  the  robbers  was  whispering  with  the 
captain.     The  latter  nodded,  and  took  the  Pastor*s  offered  hand,  saying  : 

**  Herr  Pastor,  it  is  time  that  I  should  let  you  go  home.  Greet  your 
wife  kindly  from  the  Schinder-Hans." 

The  Pastor  shuddered,  notwithstanding  the  cordial  tone  of  the 
robber-chief.  For  many  a  bloody  deed,  many  a  robbery,  many  a  mid- 
night conflagration,  were  laid  to  the  brigand's  charge. 

The  good  man  passed,  with  the  man  who  had  been  talking  to  the 
Schinder-Hans,  out  of  the  cave.  It  appeared  almost  midnight;  for  the 
moon  was  high  in  the  heavens.  The  clergyman  and  his  guide  walked 
on  in  silence.     At  last  the  latter  said : 

"  Herr  Pastor,  does  Nicholas  still  live  in ?" 

"  Yes,  he  still  lives  there,  but  will  not  much  longer.  Do  you  know 
him?" 

"  Yes — I  should  know  him  well,"  said  the  robber,  hesitating.  Just 
then  the  moon  came  forth  from  behind  a  cloud,  and  the  wood  was 
lighter ;  the  Pastor  looked  scrutinizingly  at  his  disguised  companion. 

"  You  are  Andrew  !"  he  exclaimed,  standing  still. 

*'  Alas  1  yes,  I  am !"  returned  the  man.  The  Pastor  sighed  deeply, 
and  told  him  how  sad  the  old  man's  dying  thoughts  were,  and  the  mes- 
sage with  which  he  had  charged  him.  The  robber's  heart  was  full,  and 
he  wept  like  a  child. 

"  Oh,  Herr  Pastor!  if  I  were  only  free  !  but  I  must  go  back,  or  they 
will  kill  me." 

"  I  can  help  you,  if  you  really  wish  to  abandon  that  sinful  life.  I  tell 
you,  you  are  my  prisoner, — give  me  your  pistols  and  your  knife." 

The  robber, — formerly  the  Pastor's  confirmed  catechumen — was  so 
taken  by  surprise,  that  he  mechanically  obeyed.  The  Pastor  pushed  the 
sabre  into  a  hollow  beech,  and  the  pistols  disappeared  in  his  large 
saddlebags.  When  they  reached  the  edge  of  the  wood,  they  saw  a 
crowd  of  torches  and  lanterns  coming  out  of  the  village.  The  Pastor's 
wife  had  been  sure  of  some  misfortune,  as  soon  as  the  horse  entered  the 
yard  without  his  master.  Besides,  it  now  appeared  that  the  miller  had 
been  robbed  as  he  was  returning  from  the  fruit  market — a  fact  that 
added  much  to  the  good  lady's  anxiety.  She  had  at  once  sent  to  beg 
the  authorities  to  have  the  bells  rung  loudly.  The  peasants  assembled  at 
the  sound,  and  set  out  with  flails  and  pickaxes,  dividing  themselves  into 
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bands,  to  search  the  woods.  Od  meeting  them  thus,  the  Pastor  thanked 
them,  and  forbade  any  questions  as  to  the  strange  companion  he  had 
brought  with  him. 

All  that  the  good  wife  said  of  her  grief  and  alarm,  and  how  wisely  she 
expostulated  with  her  husband  on  exposing  himself  to  such  dangers,  can 
be  easily  imagined.  The  Pastor  assisted  Andrew  with  his  own  hands  to 
wash,  and  saw  him  comfortably  to  bed.  When  the  wife  learned  the 
whole  adventure,  and  the  character  of  the  man  they  had  under  their 
roof,  she  shuddered  with  horror.  But  when  she  thought  of  this  poor 
prodigal  son,  now  perhaps  reclaimed,  and  felt  that  it  had  all  happened 
through  the  guiding  care  of  Providence,  she  acknowledged  that  the  Pas- 
tor had  been  right,  and  said  : 

"  You  went  indeed  on  God's  errand,  dear  husband  !" 
Early  in  the  morning,  the  Pastor  sent  word  to  Nicholas  that  his 
son  was  found.  Eight  hours  after,  the  old  man  died  in  peace.  Andrew 
indeed  suffered  the  penalty  of  the  law,  but  as  no  murder  was  proven 
against  him,  and  he  had  given  himself  up  willingly,  his  punishment  was 
light.  The  Schinder-Hans  and  his  band  were  soon  after  captured.  For 
the  capture  of  the  Pastor  was  soon  noised  abroad,  and  the  rumor  had 
aroused  the  activity  of  the  bailiff,  who  felt  that  neither  he  nor  any  one 
else  could  have  come  as  safely  out  of  such  danger  as  the  good  clergyman 
bad  done. 


THE    HISTORY   OF  A  HOUSEHOLD  PICTURE. 


BY   THE    EDITOR. 


Among  the  many  little  boys  who  favor  me  with  their  friendship  is 
one  who  takes  great  delight  in  the  reputation  of  a  juvenile  painter.  He 
has  a  box  of  paint  and  pencils.  With  these  at  his  side  he  throws  him- 
self on  the  floor,  and  stretches  one  of  his  Sunday  School  papers  on  the 
carpet,  and  paints  the  pictures  therein  with  all  the  enthusiasm  and  untir- 
ing perseverance  of  an  incipient  Raphael.  Visitors  may  enter  the  room, 
the  storm  may  howl  and  slam  the  shutters,  and  ^^  Dandy''  may  bark  and 
even  put  his  paw  into  the  paint  box,  without  in  the  least  disturbing  the 
untaught  painter  boy  at  his  work,  lying  flat  on  the  floor.  Of  course,  he 
does  not  attempt  to  create,  but  simply  to  copy — or  rather  to  color  the  pic- 
tures in  his  Sunday  School  papers.  Ere  he  has  half  finished  his  work, 
he  runs  from  room  to  room  to  exhibit  his  skill  to  his  approving  friends, 
with  feelings  of  triumph.  I  need  hardly  say  that  his  art  thus  far  con- 
sists in  little  more  than  daubing.  Yet  to  a  sympathizing  eye,  his  daub- 
ing is  not  without  signs  of  talent.  Into  what  this  may  ultimately  be 
developed  one  cannot  foresee.  Watching  the  little  fellow  so  earnestly  at 
his  work,  with  his  little  hands  daubed  all  over,  no  less  than  the  Sunday 
School  paper,  allowing  nothing  whatsoever  to  distract  his  mind  or  divert 
his  attention,  I  was  reminded  of  other  boys  who  thus  early  showed  the 
native  bent  of  their  minds.      I  will  not  s&y  that  my  little  friend  is  prov- 
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identially  designed  for  a  painter.  Probably  for  some  other  pursuit, 
equally  honorable  and  useful.  But  God,  as  a  rule,  gives  to  children  a 
certain  inborn  gift,  an  adaptation  for  some  position  and  work  in  life,  for 
which  they  have  a  natural  inclination.  When  Napoleon  Bonaparte  'was 
a  little  boy,  he  was  evermore  playing  soldier,  and  always  the  Commander- 
in-Chief  of  a  group  of  boy-soldiers.  Many  of  the  greatest  men  the 
Gospel  ministry  has  ever  had,  were  in  the  habit  of  climbing  on  chairs, 
when  children,  and  preaching  to  their  parents  and  playmates.  Thus 
some  children  will  as  naturally  take  to  the  work  for  which  God  designs 
them  as  little  ducks  take  to  the  water.  Who  tells  the  little  chickens  to 
keep  away  from  the  water,  and  the  ducklings  to  go  in  and  swim? 

Many  readers  of  the  Guardian  have  seen  a  picture  called  the  '*  Last 
Supper."  It  is  a  copy  of  a  painting  of  our  Saviour  and  His  twelve  Apos- 
tles at  the  Holy  Supper.  One  would  almost  think,  that  the  painter  had 
been  with  them,  on  the  same  night  in  which  our  Saviour  was  betrayed. 
It  was  a  sad  night,  and  the  picture  shows  it.  There  our  Saviour  sits, 
with  a  calm  yet  sad  countenance,  with  John,  whom  Jesus  loved,  leaning 
on  His  breast.  Peter  and  James,  too,  are  near  Him.  The  deceitful, 
money-loving  face  of  Judas  one  can  easily  know  from  all  the  rest.  It  is 
a  grand  picture,  found  in  thousands  of  Christian  families,  both  in  this 
country  and  in  Europe. 

Forty  years  before  Columbus  discovered  America,  a  Milanese  soldier, 
commander-in-chief  of  the  Ducal  army,  presented  his  house  and  a  small 
chapel  in  Milan  to  the  Dominican  friars.  Near  by  they  had  a  conyent 
previously  founded  by  the  same  roan,  on  the  site  of  the  barracks  for  his 
troops.  An  earnest  devout  soldier  he  must  have  been,  to  give  two  sites 
for  religious  foundations.  On  the  place  last  presented,  the  friars  built  a 
church,  to  this  day  called  Santa  Maria  delle  Grazie.  For  thirty  long 
years  the  patient  friars  were  building  this  church,  themselves  in  their 
white  frocks  carrying  wood  and  stones  and  rearing  the  sacred  building 
with  their  own  consecrated  hands. 

This  church  of  Santa  Maria  I  had  a  great  desire  to  see.  Not  that  the 
building  possesses  any  architectural  beauty.  Aside  of  the  cathedral  of 
Milan,  it  is  like  a  mole  hill  at  the  foot  of  a  majestic  mountain.  Yet  to 
see  the  cathedral  and  this  unimposing  church  brought  me  to  this  chief 
city  of  Lombardy.  On  a  narrow  street,  in  a  secluded  part  of  the  city,  I 
found  it  after  much  and  long  searching.  And  so  little  did  its  front  re- 
semble a  church,  that  I  hesitated  at  the  door,  feeling  uncertain  as  to 
whether  it  would  not  lead  me  into  a  rickety  private  residence. 

With  reverence  and  uncovered  head,  I  trod  the  ancient  pavements  of 
its  sacred  dim  apartments,  mutely  listening  to  the  weird  echoes  of  my 
tread.  It  is  an  old  building,  which  borrows  its  glory  from  departed  cen- 
turies. It  was  built  in  an  age  when  paintings  were  the  religious  books 
of  the  common  people,  and  when  Providence  raised  up  masters  of  Chris- 
tian art,  such  as  the  world  had  never  seen  before  nor  since.  They  ex- 
pounded the  great  facts  of  our  holy  religion  on  the  canvas  and  in  the  mar- 
ble, in  a  language  which  the  most  unlettered  could  understand.  Thus, 
although  sermons  were  rarely  preached,  and  Bibles  seen  and  read  but  by 
the  few,  church  walls  were  covered  with  Scriptural  history,  and  doctrinal 
illustrations  by  the  great  painters.     The  stones  were  made  to  preach  to 
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the  people  who  came  to  worship.  Upon  the  susceptible  imaginatioD  and 
memory  of  childhood  these  sermons  on  the  wall  impressed  themselves, 
and  printed  copies  of  truth  and  beauty  forever. 

Thus  too  was  it  with  the  church  of  Santa  Maria  delle  Grazie.  The 
great  painters  were  employed  to  people  its  walls  with  the  personages  and 
principles  of  Christian  history.  Their  pencils  decorated  the  chapels  with 
frescoes.  A  grand  altar  piece  was  painted,  of  our  Saviour  crowned  with 
thorns,  from  which  the  famous  painting  in  the  Louvre,  at  Paris,  was 
copied.  Through  long,  silent  stone  passages  you  reach  the  deserted  clois- 
ters of  the  Monks,  and  the  old  Sacristy,  whose  walls  are  adorned  with 
scenes,  in  which  the  distinguished  men  of  their  order  played  a  part. 
There  drearily  hang  these  long  rows  of  faces,  **  dusty,  grim  and  sad," 
year  after  year,  and  from  age  to  age,  looking  at  the  curious  pilgrims, 
peering  through  the  dim  light  into  their  faint  faces,  and  trying  to  read 
something  from  out  their  history  therein.  Many  of  them  used  to  hold 
their  midnight  vigils  in  yonder  cloisters,  and  rose  from  their  hard  beds 
to  chant  their  nightly  anthems,  while  other  people  slept.  Sadly  they 
seem  to  look  down  upon  me  as  I  softly  step  before  them.  There  is  their 
refectory  or  dining-room,  where  in  white  robes  they  sat  them  down  to 
their  frugal  fare.  Could  they  all  come  down  from  the  wall,  and  out  of 
their  dusty  vaults,  and  surround  their  board,  as  their  custom  was  three 
hundred  years  ago,  what  a  strange  scene  would  they  present. 

With  them  eating  was  a  minor  matter.  They  ate  but  little,  in  order 
to  sustain  life;  not  as  many  do,  lire  in  order  that  they  might  cat.  The 
body  had  to  be  kept  under,  so  as  to  give  the  spirit  greater  activity  and 
freedom.  Eating  was  part  of  their  piety.  Their  dining-room,  no  less 
than  their  chapels,  must  have  our  Saviour's  presence.  The  entire  length 
of  one  end  wall  is  covered  with  a  painting  of  our  Saviour's  Last  Supper, 
thirty  by  fifteen  feet  in  size.  This  was  deemed  the  most  suitable  subject 
for  the  place  where  they  took  their  meals. 

It  was  painted  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  His  father,  Pietro  da  Vinci, 
was  a  lawyer  in  Florence.  Near  this  city  is  Vinci,  where  Leonardo  was 
born,  in  1452.  Hence  "  da  Vinci"  (of  Vinci).  In  the  picturesque  val- 
ley of  the  Arno  was  the  home  of  his  childhood.  When  a  playful,  prat- 
tling boy,  he  had  a  passion  for  paper  and  pencil,  and  was  evermore  draw- 
ing rude  sketches.  At  first  these  painting  proclivities  were  taken  by  his 
parents  as  the  ordinary  playfulness  of  a  vivacious  child.  By  and  by  his 
little  sketches  assumed  shape  and  finish,  far  beyond  the  usual  capacity  of 
even  a  precocious  boy.  His  father  showed  some  of  his  work  to  AndrsB 
del  Vervechio,  a  celebrated  painter.  He  at  once  took  Leonardo  as  his 
pupil.  Soon  the  boy  outstripped  the  master.  He  painted  "  Christ  bap- 
tized in  the  Jordan  by  John/*  and  a&ked  his  pupil  to  paint  an  angel 
therein.  The  angel  was  so  far  superior  to  anything  the  teacher  had  ever 
produced  that  he  abandoned  his  profession,  disheartened  ^*  that  a  mere 
child  5ould  do  more  than  himself.''  Perhaps  the  little  fellow  had  some- 
thing of  the  angelic  in  his  composition,  which  enabled  him  to  paint  such 
a  beautiful  angel. 

From  a  child  he  paid  strict  and  precise  attention  to  little  things.  In 
painting  landscapes  he  would  draw  every  leaf  and  flower  with  the  same 
scrupulous  care  as  he  would  the  head  of  an  angel.    In  the  garments  of  his 
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figures,  every  thread  was  completely  drawn.  Every  bair  on  the  eyebrow 
received  a  distinct  finish.  Thus  all  great  men  pay  scrupulous  attention 
to  matters  and  duties  seemingly  trivial.  From  a  child  Leonardo  was  a 
charming  character  **  Whatever  he  did  bore  an  impress  of  harmony, 
truthfulness,  goodness,  sweetness  and  grace,  wherein  no  other  man  could 
ever  equal  him." 

The  Dominican  friars  must  have  da  Vinci's  pencil  to  ornament  their 
sacred  edifice.  He  began  his  great  painting  of  the  Last  Supper  on  the 
end  wall  of  the  refectory,  in  1497.  For  sixteen  long  years  he  labored  at  it. 
Even  in  its  ruins  it  is  a  grand  work  of  art.  Around  an  oriental  table 
the  Apostles  are  seated.  In  the  centre  of  one  side,  a  little  removed  from 
the  rest,  sits  our  Saviour,  with  a  face  beaming  with  sorrowing  love  and 
care.  The  painter  tries  to  represent  the  scene,  immediately  after  our 
Lord's  announcement,  "  One  of  you  shall  betray  Me."  The  Apostles 
seem  to  be  horror-stricken.  On  the  extreme  left  Bartholomew  rises  to 
his  feet,  eager  t)  ask  a  question  as  he  leans  forward  with  both  hands  on 
the  table.  James  the  Less,  reaching  over  the  shoulders  of  Andrew,  in- 
tently watches  the  Saviour's  face,  and  with  feelings  of  dread  seems  to  ask 
a  question.  Andrew  starts,  and  lifts  his  hands  in  honor.  His  whole 
figure  seems  to  shrink  from  the  dreaded  betrayal.  The  dark  face  of  Ju- 
das turns  towards  Christ,  feigning  amazement,  but  vainly  trying  to  conceal 
his  conscious  guilt.  Peter  and  James  in  perceptible  anger  inquire  of  the 
gentle  yet  sorrowful  John,  whose  calm  reply  seems  to  check  and  sooth 
hia  rash  brother.  Thus  they  are  grouped  around  the  table.  A  strange, 
undefinable  lovelineas  beams  from  the  Saviour's  face.  Every  good  child 
could  at  once  tell  him  from  all  the  rest.  During  all  these  long  years  of 
patient  work.  Da  Vinci  communed  with  and  prayed  much  to  the  Saviour, 
until  his  celestial  face  photographed  itself  on  his  heart.  In  the  end  he 
had  to  leave  the  heavenly  countenance  unfiaished,  beoause,  as  he  said, 
he  could  not  paint  it  as  he  saw  it. 

How  many  have  reverently  stood  before  this  painting  for  almost  four 
hundred  years!  There  on  the  stone  floor  sat  Napoleon  in  1796,  and 
wrote  an  order  to  his  soldiers  not  to  occupy  this  room  In  spite  of  this 
the  room  was  filled  with  cavalry  horses,  and  used  as  a  hay  now.  Perhaps 
their  silent  presence  desecrated  the  sacred  spot  less  than  the  revelry  of 
the  rude  soldiery  would  have  done.  Afterwards  the  room  was  for  a  long 
time  closed  against  all  coarse  intruders. 

Age  and  damp  have  greatly  damaged  the  painting.  The  monks  en- 
larged a  door  under  the  centre  of  the  picture,  and  took  away  the  Saviour's 
feet.  Many  have  attempted  to  restore  some  of  the  injured  parts.  Scarce- 
ly any  part  remains  untouched,  in  its  original  form.  The  Saviour's  head, 
as  though  too  sacred  to  be  mended,  has  been  injured  the  least. 

Most  of  our  readers  have  seen  copies  of  Da  Vinci's  Last  Supper.  Mil- 
lions have  been  printed  in  differeut  parts  of  the  world.  In  America  it  has 
become  a  sacred  ornament  in  many  homes,  associating  itself  with  the  earliest 
memories  of  the  children.  Thus  good  Da  Vinci  through  his  pencil  has 
gained  a  place  around  American  firesides.  All  the  Christian  world  over 
he  tells  the  children  of  men  with  penitent  hearts  ti)  partake  of  the  Sacra- 
mental Supper  which  His  sorrow  has  provided  for  us.  In  the  Uffizi  gal- 
lery at  Florence  is  a  portrait  of  himself;  drawn  by  his  own  hand.     In  old 
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age  he  Io\red  to  bend  over  the  face  of  Christ,  and  when  he  died  his  head 
rested  on  the  bosom  of  a  King.  In  a  few  short  years  every  vestige  of  his 
original  painting  on  the  wall  of  the  refectory  will  be  gone.  For  this  reason 
I  sadly  linger  before  it;  for  I  shall  never  behold  it  again.  A  more  skill- 
ful pencil  than  that  of  Da  Vinci  paints  the  sweet  image  of  our  Saviour 
on  all  believing  hearts.  A  beautiful  legend  says,  that  Saint  Veronika 
once  met  our  sorrowing  Saviour  on  His  way  of  pain.  With  her  gentle 
hand  she  wiped  the  bloody  sweet  from  off  His  brow.  After  she  had  left 
Him  she  discovered  that  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  in  gratitude  for  her  loving 
service, had  left  His  picture  in  the  kerchief  with  which  she  had  wiped  His 
sacred  face.  Thus  upon  all  who  devoutly  partake  of  the  Holy  Supper,  the 
Holy  Ghost  will  impress  the  beautiful  image  of  Him  whom  our  soul 
loveth. 


FEMININE  ECONOMY  VS.  FEMININE  EXTBAVAGANCE. 


BY    OPAL. 


"  Credit  to  whom  credit  it  due." 

It  seems  to  be  fashionable  now,  to  speak  in  the  most  despairing,  and 
uncharitable  way,  of  the  extravagance  of  woman.  Poor  mother  Eve's 
daughters  get  ail  the  credit,  or  rather  discredit,  for  the  mismanagement 
and  thriftlessness  of  her  sons ! 

If  a  man  fails  in  business,  nine  people  out  often  will  say,  "  Poor  man, 
no  wonder  that  he  has  failed,  his  wife  and  daughters  were  so  extravagant/' 
and  then,  deserved  or  not,  the  blame  for  his  failure  rests  upon  them. 

Is  a  man  successful  in  any  calling,  the  world  says,  "  What  a  shrewd, 
prudent  man  of  business  he  is!  How  praiseworthy,  how  admirable  has 
been  his  course  1"  Such  a  man's  family  escape  praise  or  censure,  when, 
very  often,  the  secret  of  that  man's  success,  has  been  a  prudent  wife,  ''a 
power  behind  the  throne :''  saving,  sometimes  planning  for  him,  man- 
aging his  household  affairs,  prudently  and  well  j  encouraging  and  assist- 
ing him,  in  every  way  in  her  power,  to  reach  the  success  and  prosperity, 
for  which  he  receives  so  much  praise. 

That  many  women  have  been  extravagant  in  various  ways  is  an  undis- 
puted fact;  that  many  men  are  equally,  if  not  vastly  more  extravagant, 
is  not  so  generally  acknowledged,  but  is  equally  true  and  incontrovertible. 
Women  have  more  charity  for  men,  than  men  have  for  women.  When 
they  see  a  man  well  dressed,  they  do  not  say,  lifting  their  bands  in  eco- 
nomical horror,  '<  That  suit  cost  at  least  sixty  dollars;  what  extravagance, 
what  wilful  waste !"  They  are  more  likely  to  say,  "  How  well  Mr.  A.  is 
looking  I     It  is  pleasant  to  see  a  carefully  dressed  gentleman." 

But  when  a  lady  is  well  and  tastefully  dressed,  how  apt  gentlemen  are 
to  say,  ''What  extravagance;  it  must  cost  a  pretty  penny  to  keep  her  in 
clothing!*'  when  ordinarily  the  lady's  dress  costs  only  half,  or  oue  third 
as  much  as  the  dress  of  those,  who  criticise  her  extfavagance.    We  believe 
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tbere  are  many  ladies  who  would  dress  well,  and  tastefully,  upou  the 
mouej,  their  husbands  aud  brothers  spend  for  cigars,  and  so  called  luxu- 
ries :  ladies  who  will  turn,  and  plan,  and  invent,  and  make  with  their 
own  bands,  well-fitting  and  becoming  garments,  that  when  they  are  worn, 
will  bring  them  under  thb  same  condemnation,  of  wilful,  wasteful  extrava- 
gance. 

It  has  often  been  said,  our  young  men  are  afraid  to  marry,  afraid  to 
undertake  the  support  of  wives  with  such  extravagant  habits.  Such 
faiut-heartedness,  if  it  were  genuine,  ought  to  command  our  profound 
sympathy.  But,  three-fourths  of  the  time,  these  young  men  spend  more 
in  idle  luxuries  in  three  months,  than  their  wives  could,  or  would  desire 
to  spend,  for  dress  in  a  year.  It  seems  quite  as  probable,  that  our  young 
men  are  encouraging,  and  acquiring  habits  of  extravagance  and  indul- 
gence ;  spending  their  money  as  fast,  even  faster  than  they  earn  it,  and  as 
they  "  cannot  eat  their  cake  and  have  it  too,"  if  their  income  does  not 
meet  their  own  personal  expenses,  of  course  they  cannot  aifford  to  marry. 

In  a  very  large  circle  of  acquaintances,  we  do  not  know  more  than  one 
young  lady,  who  is  really  deserving  of  the  charge  of  extravagance ;  and 
m  her  case,  'tis  a  fault  of  education,  not  of  heart.  Ninety-nine  out  of  a 
hundred  ladies,  are  ready  to  adapt  their  expenses  to  their  circumstances ; 
are  really  more  saving  than  their  husbands  and  brothers. 

This  old  hackneyed  cry  of  woman >  extravagance,  ought  to  give  place 
to  a  more  truthful  estimate  of  her  character.  It  is  a  popular  fallacy,  that 
our  stronger  brethren  should  scorn  to  repeat  and  believe ;  and  is  unjust 
and  undeserved  enough  to  have  given  rise  to  this  remonstrance. 


CAMPANULA. 


(^From  the  German  of  Mary  Rehe.) 


BY  C.  G.  A.  HULLHORST. 


Lost  in  deep  thought,  Paulinus,  Bishop  of  Campania,  was  wandering 
toward  his  home  at  Nola.  He  had  made  a  tour  from  village  to  village, 
from  market  to  market,  to  cheer  up  the  Christians,  and  to  strengthen 
them  in  the  faith.  He  had  met  with  much  carelessness,  superstition,  and 
unbelief ;  therefore  the  soul  of  the  faithful  bishop  was  very  sad. 

Silently  he  raised  himself  in  prayer  to  God.  "  L*it  voices  from  above 
wave  over  this  poor  gloomy  earth,"  he  gently  prayed.  "  Penetrate  Thou 
the  mist  that  hangs  between  Thee  and  men.  Chain  heart  to  heart  in  our 
disunion  and  confusion.  Gather  those  that  have  gone  astray.  Lord  I  Lord ! 
Hide  not  Thy  face  from  us.  Let  Thy  breath  pass  over  the  world,  that 
hearts  may  be  attracted,  and  not  go  astray  in  endless  darkness!" 

Lonely  and  still  more  lonely  became  the  country  about  him.  The  pi- 
ous wanderer  was  scarcely  aware  of  it;  for  only  his  feet  touched  the  dusty 
earth,  his  soul  tarried  in  sacred  emotion  with  the  Lord.  When  the  sun 
was  declining  westward,  Paulinus  seated  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  rook,  that 
bordered  on  his  path. 
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An  unusual  languor  lamed  his  limbs;  his  eyelids  became  heavy;  un- 
steadily the  objects  around  him  danced  before  his  eyes.  For  a  moment 
the  weary  one  strujjgled  with  sleep.  Longingly  he  raised  his  eye  once 
more  to  heaven,  which  formed  a  graceful  vault  in  the  purple  splendor  of 
eveoing.  Dubiously  appeared  ooce  more  the  sigh  upon  his  slightly  mov- 
ing lips:  ''Seed  voices,  0  Lord,  send  voices  from  above T^  Aod  behold, 
on  the  verge  of  the  hiy^h  cliffed  rock,  most  beautiful  flowers  began  moving. 
On  slender,  almost  invisible  pedicles,  were  gently  waving  the  fl  )wer-bell8. 
Half- waking,  half-dreaming  the  bishop  beheld  light  angel  phantoms  de- 
scending from  the  evening  cloudlets,  to  rock  the  flower-bells  on  their  ten- 
der stems,  and  hark !  out  of  the  oalices  proceeded  silver  voices,  which, 
like  spirit-lays,  struck  the  enchanted  ear:  Come!  Come!  Kling  Come  I 
.  .  .  .  *' Send  voices,  0  Lord,  send  i;o/ce« /row  a6o*Jc,'' sighed  once 
more  the  devout  servant.  Then  his  eych  closed  completely,  and  not  until 
the  sparkling  sun  re  appeared  over  the  horizon,  did  the  slumberer  awake. 

In  h's  ear  were  still  resounding  the  lovely  lays  of  the  birds ;  his  eye 
still  searched  for  the  winged  messengers  of  heaven,  that  had  moved  the 
bells.  But  in  vain.  He  ibund  only  the  blue,  charming  calices,  waving  in 
the  morning  breeze. 

Deeply  agitated,  Paulinus  kneeled  down  beside  the  rock.  Like  Jacob 
of  old,  he  could  call  this  spot  his  Bethel;  for  he  felt  that  hero,  the  Lord's 
Spirit  had  breathed  on  him,  and  revealed  to  him  a  secret.  Revived  and 
strengthened,  he  reached  his  home,  and  was  soon  re-engaged  in  his  usual 
labors. 

But  whilst  writing  and  thinking,  even  whilst  praying,  his  eye  would 
rest  on  the  blue-bells  that  were  standing  in  a  tumbler  by  bis  side.  When 
then  the  sextons  would  march  through  the  street  with  cymbals,  to  call 
the  Christians  to  prayer,  it  seenoei  to  the  bishop  as  though  voices  from 
above  OMghi  to  come  and  banish  also,  this  last  remnant  of  heathen  worship. 

He  felt  that  it  was  his  duty  to  accomplish  this  desirable  end.  He 
therefore  sent  for  his  neighbor,  a  coppersmith,  an  expert  and  pious  man. 
Hours  and  days,  the  two  spent  toi^ether  in  a  secret  chamber.  Eagerly 
they  studied  the  form  of  the  flowers.  **Thus  it  must  be!"  cried  finally 
the  skilful  mechanic,  much  gratified.  Down  in  his  spacious  yard,  he 
builded  a  furnace,  and  formed  out  of  clay  a  mould,  just  like  the  bell-flow- 
er, only  considerably  larger.  Then  he  mixed  copper,  tin,  and  bismuth, 
into  a  seething  mass,  and  filled  with  this,  the  clay  mould;  and  when  it 
bad  cooled,  he  peeled  the  shining  kernel  out  of  the  shell. 

With  delight,  the  bishop  seized  the  hammer,  and  touched  with  tremb- 
ling hand  the  newly-formed  bell,  and  bark!  the  voices  from  above  struck 
with  silvery  waves,  bis  astonished  ear.  Kaplure-thrilled,  Paulinus  uncov- 
ered his  hoary  head,  and  kneeled  down  at  the  side  of  the  well-finished  work. 

At  Nola,  in  Campania,  the  bell  for  the  first  time,  called  the  Christians 
together  for  worship.  Hence  the  flower  that  had  served  as  a  model  re- 
ceived the  name  Campanula, 

Since  then,  the  voictsfrom  above,  re  echo  over  our  heads,  and  calling 
upon  the  souls  of  men,  now  with  tones  of  festive  mirth,  now  with  dull  and 
dreary  sound;  and  even  when  the  bells  have  ceased  riui^ing,  the  echo 
trembles  j.leadmgly  through  the  air,  as  though  not  willing  to  leave  the 
earth,  without  taking  some  hea^t  along  with  it,  upward  to  eternal  light. 
18 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JRevive  me,  0  Lord  I  [Septemberi 


/ 


y   ''         REVIVE  MB.  O  LORD  I 

[Translated  from  Dr.  Schaflfe  Hymn  Book.] 

BY    MART    ELLEN. 

(0  Gott,  0  Geiit,  0  Licht  det  Leberu.) 

0  God,  0  Christ— of  Life  the  Light, 
Thou  hast  appeared  mid  gloom  of  night; 
Long  call'd  us  from  our  lost  estate, 
Since  darkness  doth  the  Light  e'er  hate  I 

0  Holy  Ghost,  whom  none  can  flee, 
Now  let  me  all  my  misery  see ! 

Me  search,  0  Lord — my  thoughts  e'en  doom; 
What  in  thy  Light  is  dross,  consume; 
Tho'  fiU'd  1  be  with  anxious  pain, 

1  know  that  joy  will  come  again  : 
When  like  the  ag'd  Tm  dim  of  sight, 
Thou  wilt  me  bring  to  Christ — the  Light. 

The  sinful  venom  ne'er  will  cease. 
Till  from  its  pangs  thy  Light  release : 
Thou  must  my  nature  first  renew; 
Efforts  of  mine  cannot  subdue; 
I  can  myself  be  naught  but  strife; 
0  Christ,  be  Thou  my  Strength  and  Life. 

From  endless  silence — Breath  Divine, 
Now  penetrate  this  soul  of  mine ; 
With  God's  own  fullness  Thou  me  fill ; 
That  I  in  truth  may  do  Thy  will. 
And  then  where  sin  is  leagu'd  with  woe, 
May  Faith  and  Love  together  grow. 

My  constant  effort  hence  shall  be, 
with  child-like  trust  to  follow  Thee; 
0  keep  my  heart — my  mind  aright, 
Me  blameless  make  in  Thine  own  sight; 
Thy  strivings  let  me  ne'er  subdue. 
Me  Thy  commandments  teach  anew. 

0  Spirit  1  Fountain,  which  the  Son 
For  sinners  opened,  pure  doth  run, — 
Now  flowing  from  the  throne  of  God, 
Make  calm  the  heart,  remove  the  load; 
Behold,  I  pray  Thee  1     Ere  I  sink, 
Me  living  waters  give  to  drmk. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  Architecture  in  the  Reformed  Church.  279 

I  will  myself  here  leave  with  Thee, 
And  from  all  ehe  now  wean'd  shall  be ; 
E'en  self  Pll  hold  no  longer  dear, 
My  only  thought — my  God  is  here  I 
O  God,  0  Christ,  of  life  the  Guide, 
We'll  evermore  with  Thee  abide. 


ABCniTECTUBE  IN  THE  BEFOBMED  CHUBCH. 


BY   PERKIOMEN. 


We  may  speak  of  a  Provinoialism  in  more  things  than  in  langnage  sim- 
ply. Let  us  notice  it  now,  as  evinced  in  the  peculiar  mode  of  church 
building,  more  especially  in  East  Pennsylvania,  between  the  years  1700 
and  1869. 

The  interval  embraces  at  least  three  distinct  epochs. 

THE   PIR^T   EPOCH. 

Between  the  years  1700  and  1769  we  have  the  age  of  Log  Churches. 
Coarse  and  unhewn  timbers  piled  up^  with  clay  and  dried  leaves  between 
the  interstices,  constituted  the  walls  of  those  primitive  Tabernacles  in  the 
wilderness  of  the  N"ew  World.  A  roof  of  sun-baked  tiles,  and  a  damp  or 
frozen  earth-floor  were  the  upper  and  nether  sides.  Swards,  with  holes 
bored  through,  and  pi*ops  stuck  in  above,  and  sunk  in  beneath,  formed  the 
-  pews,  in  those  days.  The  windows  were  square  openings  oat  into  the 
world.     Not  a  stove,  or  an  open  rush-fire — only  warm  hearts. 

Thus  our  primitive  Reformed  Fathers  worshiped,  and  sincerely,  with- 
out doubt  Mot  only  in  individual  instances  was  it  thus,  but  throughout 
our  entire  original  territory.  The  unvaried  story  is — **  The  first  church 
on  this  site  was  a  log  building."  And  let  no  one  reproach  our  pioneer 
Fathers  for  erecting  such  Temples  to  God's  honor.  It  was  with  them  as 
it  had  been  during  the  first  years  and  centuries  of  Christianity.  After 
the  Church  emerged  out  of  the  caves  and  catacombs,  sorry  indeed  were 
their  Houses  of  Worship.  ^^  In  countries  where  architecture  was  at  a  low 
ebb,  churches  resembled  other  buildings.  St.  Sulpicius  Severus  tells  us, 
that  in  the  deserts  of  Lybia,  near  Cyrene,  he  went  with  a  priest,  with 
whom  he  lodged,  into  a  church,  which  was  made  of  small  rods  or  twigs, 
interwoven  one  with  another,  and  not  much  more  stately  and  ambitious 
than  the  priest's  own  house,  in  which  a  man  could  hardly  stand  upright. 
But  the  men  who  frequented  those  churches  were  men  of  the  golden  age, 
and  the  purest  morals." 

Although  this  was  written  concerning  the  churches  of  the  first  three 
centuries,  it  is  literally  applicable  to  the  consecrated  Huts  of  our  self  de- 
nying and  poor  Fathers  in  the  Faith, 

The  venerable  Bede  informs  us,  that  '^  anciently  there  was  not  a  stone 
church  in  all  the  land ;  but  the  custom  was  to  build  them  all  of  wood,  so 
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that  when  Bishop  Ninjas  built  one  of  stone,  it  was  such  an  unusual  thing, 
that  the  place  was  called,  from  this  circumstance,  Candida  Oasa — Whi- 
tern,  or  White  church/'  The  same  authority  tells  us  that  '^  Bishop  Finan 
built  a  church  in  that  island  fit  for  a  Cathedral  See,  which  yet  was  not  of 
stone,  but  only  timber  sawed  and  covered  with  reed;  and  so  it  continued 
till  Bishop  Eadbert  took  away  the  reed,  and  covered  it  all  over^  both  roof 
and  sides,  with  lead  in  sheets."  A  little  further  on  he  says  : — "  Of  the 
low  manner  of  building  in  use  among  our  ancestors,  we  have  an  example 
yet  standing,  in  part  of  a  church,  in  Essex.  The  walls  are  only  trunks 
of  trees  reared  upright,  of  man's  height,  closed  with  mortar  on  the  inside ; 
with  a  covering  of  thatch.  Such  churches  our  most  illustrious  saints  fre- 
quented.    But  then  their  houses  were  not  of  a  finer  taste." 

Our  Reformed  Fathers  followed  a«  glorious  precedent  then,  it  seems. 
It  makes  one  feel  very  good  about  the  heart  to  be  able  to  trace  a  simila- 
rity of  fruits,  on  the  great  tree  of  Christianity,  though  grown  in  ages  so 
far  apart  from  one  another,  and  gives  one  the  best  of  proof,  that  the  Re- 
formed Church,  if  but  a  branch,  can  still  not  have  been  sundered  from  the 
vine.     "  By  their  fruits  shall  ye  know  them." 

But  must  we  follow  our  fathers  in  the  matter  of  church  building^  as 
they  followed  the  ancients  ?  Not  unless  we  are  also  willing  to  follow 
them  in  erecting  houses  for  ourselves.  The  man  who  protests  against 
handsome  churches,  on  the  ground  of  remaining  primitive  and  humble, 
but  continues  to  add  story  to  story  on  his  own  palatial  residence — yea 
barn,  indeed  ! — that  man  is,  in  our  eyes,  a  robber  of  churches  and  of  God. 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. 

We  were  accustomed  to  gaze  with  some  reverence  at  a  certain  building, 
located  in  our  boy  theater,  in  which,  we  were  told,  a  good  por  i  ion  of  the  timber 
of  the  old  Log  Church  at  New  Goshenhoppen,  was  still  embodied.  Finally 
it  too  went  into  decay — to  ashes.  We  now  know  of  no  other  remaining 
remnant  of  the  first  period  of  Reformed  architecture  in  the  New  World. 

THE   SECOND   EPOCH. 

From  1769  to  185— we  have  the  age  o?  stone  churches.  Church  build- 
ing is  contagious.  About  the  opening  of  this  period,  very  many,  if  not 
all,  the  older  stone  churches,  were  erected.  When  once  commenced  in 
some  quarter,  the  work  ceased  not,  until  it  traveled  over  the  vhole  cir- 
cuit. It  is  of  the  same  catching  nature  still.  We  have  in  our  eye  now  a 
bevy  of  ancient  buildings,  which  seemed  to  give  perfect  satisfaction  to 
their  owners,  no  one  dreaming  of  razing  them  to  the  ground.  But  no 
sooner  did  a  single  congregation  pull  down  and  build  up  anew,  than  did 
all  feel  a  sense  of  vant  in  the  same  direction.  This  accounts  for  the 
simultaneous  rising  of  our  older  stone  churcheS;  at  or  near  the  commence- 
ment of  this  period. 

In  this  season  is  it,  that  the  earlier  Reformed  architecture,  more  espe- 
cially m  East  Pennsylvania,  formed  its  peculiar  t^tyle.  It  would  be  difficult, 
however,  to  give  it  a  classic  name.  It  is  rude  enough,  in  all  conscience, 
to  be  akin  to  the  Gothic  order.  In  simplicity  and  eitrength  it  might 
claim  some  Doric  blood.  It  is  lofty  enough  to  be  a  little  Ionic.  Were  it 
sufficiently  delicate,  we  would  gladly  call  it  Corinthian.  Nor  is  it  so  mixed 
as  to  be  mistaken  for  the  Composite.  We  actually  despair  of  classifying 
it  anywhere,  and  write  it  down  at  once  as  a  Nondescript 
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The  contour  forms  a  quadrangle,  and  just  escapes* a  square.  No  mat- 
ter of  what  dimensions  the  edifice  may  be,  that  proportion  is  almost  inva- 
riably observed.  In  height,  however,  no  proportion  at  all  is  maintained — 
*^  high  and  dry.*'  One  of  the  little  longer  sides  serves  as  its  front,  which 
is  either  broken  by  two  doors,  or,  if  but  one  opens  there,  then  two  more 
are  elsewhere  to  be  looked  for — one  on  each  adjoining  side.  Opposite  the 
front-side,  the  Pulpit  and  Altar  confront  us.  Generally  two  tiers  of  win- 
dows are  broken  in  above  and  under,  all  around  the  building.  As  no 
tower  or  spire  graces  the  edifice,  it  is  not  unlike  some  factory  out  of  gear, 
and  were  it  not  for  the  surrounding  graveyard,  might  be  mistaken  for 
such.  The  court  within  is  overhung  with  broad,  lubberly  galleries,  which 
sometimes  hang  at  a  very  slight  angle,  but  generally  at  right  angles  with 
the  wall.  There  the  men  and  boys  sit,  except  the  aged  of  their  kind,  the 
officers  and  ex  officers,  members.  The  benches,  all  through,  are  high  and 
deplorably  narrow,  after  the  fashion  of  a  mantel* piece.  The  back  of  every 
pew  is  overtopped  with  a  stained  slat,  just  broad  enough  to  project  far 
enough,  and  sharp  enough  to  remind  you  that  there  is  no  accommodation 
for  sleeping  purposes  to  be  expected  here.  If  no  penance  is  taught  in  our 
creed,  we  still  know  it  to  be  most  painfully  practiced  during  a  three  hours 
sit,  on  some  January  or  December  day  service.  And  yet,  give  us  the 
Germans  for  dogged  patience,  after  all.  A  Yankee  could  no  more  sit 
such  a  service  through,  in  such  a  quarter,  than  a  school  boy  can 

Nor  is  the  pulpit  a  gem  by  any  means.  A  high,  narrow,  winding  stair- 
way leads  you  aloft,  on  the  one  side,  and  one  precisely  as  high,  narrow 
and  winding,  leads  you  down,  on  the  other.  A  nice,  scant  little  board 
sticks  at  right-angles  in  the  wall — that  is  the  Pastor's  easy  chair.  How 
oft^n  have  we  sat  on  it,  like  a  good  little  boy.  The  enclosure  is  an  oo 
tagonal  tub,  resting  on  a  massive  pillar,  which  dispels  every  thought  of 
spilling  you  out,  in  consequence  of  its  size  and  solidity.  Bight  overhead 
hangs  a  ponderous  sounding-board ;  but  how  it  is  suspended  you  cannot 
so  readily  divine.  The  sword  of  Damocles  is  before  your  mind.  The  or- 
gan stands  broad  and  square  before  you,  and  is  generally  the  handsomest 
thing  in  the  house.  The  ceiling,  from  the  eaves  upward,  forms  an  oven. 
The  four  inside  walls  are  whitewashed,  brownwashed,  and  written  and 
scribbled  over  and  over.  The  floors  are  bare  and  naked,  save  the  sand- 
flowerain  the  altar-space,  which  come  forth  in  full  bloom,  on  any  extra 
occasion. 

During  the  middle  of  this  architectural  period  a  spirit  of  "  repdring" 
seized  upon  the  churches,  which  seemed  as  general  as  had  been  the  ori- 
ginal building.  The  brick  pavement  was  torn  out  of  the  altar  enclosure, 
and  the  space  boarded.  Some  repainting  was  done  too — that  is,  the 
breastwork  of  the  galleries  and  pulpit,  togeher  with  the  large,  monstrous 
uprights  which  answer  as  pillars.  Then  too  was  put  on  the  face  of  some 
prominent  column,  in  large  black  letters,  the  advertisement — *'  Built  by 
John  Cunnius,  in  17 — /'  "  Remodelled  by  John  Cunnius  in  17 — ." 
Then  the  stones  came  in,  and  blaze  away  ever  since. 

A  certain  Hibernian  once  said,  that  he  liked  a  gun,  provided  the  lock, 
stock  and  barrel  were  oif.  So  too  would  we  not  object  to  this  style  of  ar- 
chitecture were  it  only  not  so  ill-planned,  ill  constructed,  ill-conditioned 
and  ill-furnished.     We,  at  all  events,  would  not  say  one  word  against  it 
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I.     But  as  it  is  all  this,  we  earnestly  protest  against  building  any  more 
'ches  after  this  model. 

is  repulsive  to  the  senses.     It  does  not  strike  the  eye  as  a  place  of 
tity.     No  man,  with  ever  so  much  piety  in  his  soul,  can  heartily  sing — 

''That  mir  aaf  die  Sehune  Pforte/' 

be  following : 

"How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 
0  Lord  uf  hosts  Thy  dwellings  are." 

does  not  seem  as  though  such  an  edifice  were  intended  for  use.  The  aged 
at  the  close  of  service,  as  if  they  had  just  come  from  the  rack,  whilst 
little  folks  are  lost  under  and  between  the  pews,  all  over  the  building, 
ily  John  Cunnius  had  no  eye  for  Sunday-schools  in  his  day.  It  is 
with  the  greatest  labor  that  the  school  can  be  upheld  amid  such  ar- 
;ements.  Not  one  whit  of  comfort  is  there  to  be  hoped  for  either. 
•  large  stoves — generally  ten-plated  wood-stoves — singe  aud  bake  the 
est  pews,  and  those  on  them  too,  whilst  others  in  the  distance  look 
rlingly  at  the  poor  Deacon  for  not  firing  up.  Daring  the  Summer 
on  the  sun  does  all  the  warming,  as  no  trees  surround  the  church, 
the  walls  might  spoil  I  And  then  think  of  two  or  three  hundred  pa- 
ng up  and  down  those  bare  stairways,  with  boots  under  them,  and 
nails  under  the  boots ! 

►o  you  ask,  "  Whence  this  style  of  architecture  ?'*  We  answer — It  is 
genous  to  our  soil ;  home  conceived  and  home-made.  We  had  a 
lilding-committee "  of  barn-builders,  mill-builders,  and  house-build- 
We  never  employed  an  architect,  for  the  simple  reason  that  we  had 
5  among  us,  and  away  from  home  we  never  went.  "  But  where  was 
Q  Cunnius?"  John  Cunnius  was  where  we  were, and  no  further.  As 
vere  isolated  from  the  rest  of  mankind,  we  never  were  polished  up  by 
friction  which  comes  from  intercourse  and  contact  with  others, 
^cnce  it  is  that  Longfellow  found  his  model  among  us  when  he  wrote 
is  »*  Golden  Legend,"  the  following  : — 

What  a  darksome  and  dismal  place ! 

I  wonder  that  any  man  has  the  face 

To  call  such  a  hole  the  '*  House  of  the  Lord," 

And  *'  Gate  of  Heaven  " — yet  such  is  the  word. 

Ceiling,  and  walls,  and  windows  old, 

Covered  vviih  cobwebs  blackened  with  mould; 

Dust  on  the  pulpit,  dust  on  the  stairs, 

Dust  on  the  benches,  and  stalls  and  chairs ! 

The  pulpit,  from  which  such  ponderous  sermons 

Have  fallen  down  on  the  brains  of  the  Germans,  , 

With  about  as  much  real  edification, 

As  if  a  great  Bible,  bound  in  lead. 

Had  fallen  and  struck  them  on  the  head  I 

ut  the  period  has  gone  by,  and  with  it  has  died  out  the  architectural 
fctrosity.     W^e  are  very  glad,  and  hail  gladly  a  better  day  and  style. 

THE   THIRD   EPOCH. 

bout  the  opening  of  the  last  half  century  commenced  also  a  modern 
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and  improved  style  of  churcli-buildiDg  within  our  bounds.  The  lofty  and 
well-nigh  square  structure  is  fast  being  supplanted  by  the  ancient  and 
fair  oblong  church,  with  its  basement  divided  into  several  rooms ;  with 
its  light  and  neat  galleries,  wide  aisles,  comfortable  pews,  roomy  altar- 
space,  modest  pulpit,  carpet  and  heaters,  and  tower  and  bell — with  all  the 
modern  improvements. 

Such  as  had  been  erected  but  thirty  years  back,  after  the  old  style,  are 
sadly  out  of  place  and  tune  now,  and  rest  heavily  on  the  hands  of  the  con- 
gregation. There  they  stand,  too  recently  built  to  be  demolished,  and  yet 
too  much  superannuated  to  be  allowed  to  remain  much  longer.  Such  a 
church  edifice  b  verily  a  heavy  incubus  in  a  congregation  that  is  zealous 
of  growth  and  good  works.  A  modern  House  of  Worship,  however, 
serves  as  an  excellent  impetus  to  a  people.  The  beautiful  and  happy 
surroundings  have  an  untold  effect  on  our  minds  and  hearts.  Boys  take 
their  hats  off  when  entering  such  a  church,  and  their  fathers  feel  loth 
to  chew  tobacco  under  its  roof.  The  membership  learn  to  love  it  as  their 
spiritual  home — the  Father's  House — the  Gate  of  Heaven.  We  cannot 
say  that  our  modern  temple  is  any  more  costly  or  more  durable,  than  the 
former  had  been.  When  all  things  are  compared — times,  means  and  po- 
pulation— we  are  inclined  to  decide  in  favor  of  the  old  "  stone-church." 
The  broad  and  well-constructed  walls,  the  heavy  wood-work,  with  its  te- 
dious carving  and  moulding,  and  all  by  hand ;  the  extensive  chiseling 
and  engraving  of  door-posts  and  window-panes  and  sills — all  this  required 
time  and  work,  and  in  a  time,  too^  when  a  dollar  was  a  dollar.  It  is,  in 
our  day,  a  pleasant  recreation  to  build  a  church. 

Still  the  glory  of  this  latter  house  exceeds  that  of  the  former.  The 
architect  and  mechanic  have  attained  to  their  majority ;  they  are  of  age, 
and  have  taken  their  peaces  as  graduated  artizans.  With  less  time,  ma- 
terial, and  means,  they  display  better  taste  and  afford  us  far  more  com- 
fort. We  no  longer  believ^,  that  men  who  can  build  a  barn  or  a  wagon- 
shed,  can  also,  as  a  thing  of  course,  erect  a  church.  A  *^  Building  Com- 
mittee "  now  means  a  subordinate  corps  to  the  architect.  Glad  are  we 
that  this  department  of  art  is  so  fast  gathering  itself  up  into  a  Profession. 
It  is  well  that  church-architecture  is  now  a  specialty.  We  see  with  plea- 
sure, that  Americans  go  abroad  to  equip  themselves  in  this  sphere.  All 
such  movements  argue  a  still  better  day  for  the  matter  of  church-building 
in  our  and  other  homesteads.  Surely  no  congregation  will  any  longer  think 
of  erecting  a  temple  for  the  living  God  and  their  own  living  souls,  without 
securing  the  services  of  an  intelligent  and  improved  architect.  When 
Jehovah  wished  the  Tabernacle  to  be  built,  besides  being  Himself  the 
chief  builder,  together  with  Moses  His  vicegerent,  He  chose  still  two 
other  architects  for  the  work — Bezahel  and  Aholiab,  There  is  a  prece- 
dent for  us  and  all  who  may  come  after  us.  How  minute,  and  speci6c 
was  God  again,  in  the  building  of  the  temple !  From  the  spot  on  a  par- 
ticular mountain,  where  the  building  was  to  be  located,  even  to  the  en- 
tire consummation  of  it,  as  well  as  inclusive  of  all  the  furliiture  to  be  used 
therein — all  through  there  is  a  programme,  conceived  and  published  by 
Jehovah.  Why  is  it  then,  that  such  a  spirit  of  carelessness  seizes  upon 
congregations,  when  the  great  enterprise  of  erecting  a  House  for  God  is 
to  be  entered  upon  ?     Let  it  be  well  understood  and  taken  to  heart,  that 
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i  is  Dot  indifferent^  as  to  where  and  how  His  hou 
well  and  earnestly  laid  to  heart,  too,  that  God  expe 
Id  according  to  their  means  and  opportunities.  W 
ion,  that  no  member  of  a  Christian  congregation  ha 
)wn  and  inherit  a  better  house  than  they  are  willii 
B  church  of  God  should  be  the  choicest  building  ¥ 
congregation.  No  barn,  residence,  or  palace  has 
the  church  of  the  village  or  neighborhood.  God  i 
tremely,  and  loved,  not  in  word  and  in  tongue  mer( 
ieed.  As  long  as  members  choose  palaces  for  them 
d,  there  is  yet  much  room  for  the  love  of  God  in  tl 
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What  a  delightful  occupation  !  Who  does  not  env] 
0,  with  his  white  broad-rimmed  hat^  sits  on  the  she 
e,  carpeted  with  nature's  choicest  green,  while, 
sre,  some  beautiful  violets,  or  butter-cups,  just  no? 
iding  forth  their  rich  fragrance  upon  all  who  come 
i  while,  at  the  same  time,  a  tall  evergreen  is  sprea( 
ide  his  head  from  the  hot  Summer  sun  ? 
But  the  pleasure  is  not  so  much  in  being  thus  deli 
\  lake  shore,  as  in  the  object  which  allures  him  t 
^ler  as  he  sits,  almost  breathless,  forgetting  every 
e  the  one  object  of  his  heart's  delight,  looking  wif 
pled  waters  below,  watching  every  motion  of  the  c< 
his  lips,  and  the  pleasing  countenance,  as  the  cc 
dently  moving  by  the  strong  grasp  of  some  monstei 
t  permit  him  to  stop  and  see  whether  the  hait  mi^ 
ik !  And  by  an  instinctive  motion  which  none  I 
pulls  at  the  one  end  of  the  string,  while  a  huge  fi 
trh  pull  as  for  life !  But  the  one  on  shore,  havin, 
ra  firma^  gains  the  victory  and  captures  a  large  pi 
holds  up  his  victim,  while  his  appetite  is  not  in  t 
looks  at  his  majestic  form  and  pictures  in  his  ims 
ist. 

Poor  man  I  the  sight  of  the  fish  almost  makes  hi 
11  standing  on  the  lake  shore,  when,  suddenly,  he  ii 
liar  motion  of  the  fish  that  he  is  yet  living.  Bu 
»asing  appetite  now  urges  him,  and  with  an  elast 
th  fish  in  hand  and  pole  on  shoulder,  to  bear  the 
ing  wife. 

'<  See  !  dear,  what  a  large  fish  I  caught.     Luck  or 
ps  both,  favored  us  to  day." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  The  Name  of  Ood  in  Forty-eight  Langiuiges.  285 

Soon  the  fish  is  dressed  and  in  the  hot  oven^  while  he  impatiently  walks 
back  and  forth  in  the  kitchen^  casting  an  occasional  glance  into  the  oven, 
and  finally  sits  down  with  a  good  appetite.  And  now,  more  than  ever, 
does  he  realize  the  full  pleasure  of  fiuhin^.  The  fish  heing  disposed  of  in 
a  manner  that  can  better  be  imagined  than  told,  he  rises  from  the  table 
and  compliments  his  wife  as  the  best  of  cooks. 

But  there  is  another  side  to  this  subject.  Peter  said  to  his  companions, 
'^  I  go  a  fishing."  And  as  many  others  as  are  unemployed  can  with  the 
disciple  say,  ^'  We  also  go  with  thee."  And  should  they  fish  ail  day  and 
all  night,  and  catch  nothing,  it  would  be  a  good  test  of  their  faith  and 
patience,  and  it  would  also  be  very  emblematic  of  the  discouragements 
which  the  most  able  and  faithful  ministers  of  Christ  often  meet  with  in 
their  labors  as  fishers  of  men. 

The  appearing  of  Jesus  on  the  shore  of  tho  sea  of  Galilee  to  assist  His 
disciples  and  instruct  them  where  to  cast  their  net  in  order  that  they 
might  be  more  successful,  also  shows  His  approval  of  all  honest  employ- 
ment, and  vouchsafes  His  special  presence  and  blessing  to  those  who 
strictly  attend  to  some  lawful  business. 

Nor  do  we  think  that  there  is  a  more  healthful  occupation,  for  minis- 
ters to  spend  their  leisure  hours,  especially  in  our  day,  when  they  are  re- 
quired to  spend  so  much  time  in  their  study,  than  to  spend  it  in  the  old 
Apostolic  way  of  fishing.  While  it  relieves  the  mind  by  drawing  the  at- 
tention from  the  monotony  of  its  usual  studies,  it  at  the  same  time  teaches 
new  and  useful  ideas  from  the  book  of  nature. 

Hence  while  the  fisherman  conceals  the  deadly  hook  with  an  alluring 
bait,  and  casts  it  forth  to  entice  the  sportive  fish,  he  is  reminded  of  the 
ten  thousand  allurements  which  Satan  sets  before  his  victims,  all  of  which 
have  a  deadly  h(  ok  concealed  within. 

ConstantinCj  Mich. 


THE  NAME  OF  GOD  IN  FDBTY-EiaHT  LANGUAGES. 

BY  THE   EDITOR. 


The  name  of  God  is  above  every  other  name.  To  this  day  the  pious 
Jew  picks  up  and  examines  every  slip  of  paper  he  finds  in  his  path,  lest 
perchance  this  sacred  name  might  be  thereon,  and  be  irreverently  trodden 
under  foot  of  men.  The  first  petition,  in  the  solemnest  of  all  prayers,  is 
the  hallowing  of  Ood*s  name. 

The  following  incident  culled  from  one  of  our  exchanges,  shows  how 
the  Name  of  God  relieved  the  wants  of  an  unfortunate  man.  Besides  the 
moral  of  the  incident,  it  will  show  the  readers  of  the  Guardian,  by  what 
name  different  nations  call  the  Supreme  Being,  in  their  acts  of  worship : 

As  Louis  Burger,  the  well  known  author  and  philologist,  was  walking 
in  the  Avenue  des  Champs  Elyseos,  one  day,  he  heard  a  familiar  voice 
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JaimiDo;,  *^  Bay  some  nuts  of  a  poor  man,  sir;  twenty  for  a  penny  !" 
looked  up,  and  recognized  his  old  barber. 

*  What !  are  you  selling  nuts  ?"  said  he. 
'  Ah,  sir,  I  have  been  unfortunate." 

*Bat  this  is  no  business  for  a  man  like  you." 

*  Oh,  sir,  if  you  could  only  tell  me  of  something  better  to  do/'  returned 
barber  with  a  sigh. 

3urger  was  touched.  He  reflected  a  moment;  then  tearing  a  leaf  front 
memorandum  book,  he  wrote  for  a  few  moments  and  handed  it  to  th( 
n  saying,  "  Take  this  to  a  printing  office  and  have  a  hundred  copie 
ack  off";  here  is  the  money  to  pay  for  it.  Get  a  license  from  the  Pre 
ture  of  Police,  and  sell  them  at  two  cents  a  copy,  and  you  will  have  bread 
the  spot.  The  strangers  who  visit  Paris  cannot  refuse  this  tribute  tc 
name  of  God  printed  in  so  many  different  ways." 
The  barber  did  as  he  was  bid,  and  was  always  seen  in  the  entrance  tc 
Exposition,  selling  the  following  hand-bill : 

THE   NAME    OF   GOD   IN    FORTYEIQHT   LANGUAGES. 


brew,  Elohim,  Eloah. 

aldaic,  Klah. 

Syrian,  Ellah. 

riao  and  Turkish,  Alah. 

ilay.  Alia. 

abic,  Allah. 

Qguage  of  the  Magi,  Orsi. 

i  Egyptian,  Teut. 

morian,  Teuti. 

idem  Egyptian,  Tenn. 

eek,  Theos. 

3tan,  Thios. 

olian  and  Doric,  Ilos. 

tin,  Deus. 

w  Latin,  Dies. 

Itio  and  Old  Gallic,  Diu. 

3nch,  Dieu. 

anish,  Dios. 

rtuguese,  Deos. 

d  German,  Diet. 

ovencal,  Diou. 

w  Breton,  Done. 

klian,  Dio. 

sh.  Die. 


Olala  tongue,  Deu. 

German  and  Swiss,  Gott. 

Flemish,  Goed. 

Dutch,  Godt. 

English  and  old  Saxon,  God. 

Teutonic,  Goth. 

Danish  and  Swedish,  Gut. 

Norwegian,  Gud. 

Slavic,  Buch. 

Polish,  Bog. 

Pollacca,  Bung. 

Lapp,  Jubinal. 

Finnish,  Jumala. 

Eunic,  As. 

Pannonian,  Istu. 

Zemblain,  Fetizo. 

Hindostanee,  Bain. 

Coromandel,  Brama. 

Tartar,  Magatal. 

Persian,  Sire. 

Chinese,  Prussa. 

Japanese,  Goezur. 

Madagascar,  Zannar. 

Peruvian,  Puchocammae. 


A  few  days  after  Burger  met  the  barber. 

'*  Well,"  said  he,  "has  the  holy  name  of  God  brought  you  good  luck?' 

''Yes,  indeed,  sir.     I  sell  on  an  average  a  hundred  copies  a  day,  al 

Q  cents  each,  or  two  dollars;  but  the  strangers  are  generous;  somegiv< 

I  ten  cents  and  others  twenty.     I  have  even  received  half  a  dollar  for  i 

py,  so  that,  all  told,  I  am  making  five  dollars  a  day. 

''Five  dollars  a  day?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  thanks  to  your  kindness." 
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"  Ah  V  thought  Burger,  as  he  walked  away.  "  If  T  were  not  a  literary 
mau  I  would  turn  peddler  or  publisher;  there  is  nothing  so  profitable  as 
selling  the  learning  or  wit  of  others  I" 


BEAUTY  OP  JEWISH  WOMEN. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


As  a  rule,  the  women  of  the  East  are  not  attractive.  Georgian  slaves 
bought  by  wealthy  Turks,  have  been  invested  with  a  sort  of  fabulous 
beauty.  Some  possess  it  in  reality.  But  their  charms  are  not  intended 
for  eyes  outside  of  their  own  harem.  On  the  street  they  are  carefully 
veiled.  Their  twinkling  eyes,  with  painted  brows  and  lashes,  seen  through 
the  holes  of  the  veil,  only  taunt  one — as  much  as  to  say :  "  You  would 
like  to  see  me,  would  you  V*  At  home,  if  such  their  harem  can  be  called, 
none  but  the  eye  of  their  lord  and  his  eunuchs  dare  behold  them.  The 
mafis  of  pagan  women  are  repulsively  homely.  But  the  beauty  of  Jew- 
ish women  has  been  a  subject  of  remark  and  admiration  among  all  civi- 
lized nations.  The  finest  female  faces  which  the  old  masters  painted  are 
taken  from  Jewish  models.  In  the  East  and  in  the  West,  amid  the  ice 
fields  of  the  North,  and  the  burning  sands  of  the  South,  the  daughter  of 
Sarah,  in  point  of  beauty,  is  the  belle  of  the  world.  Crushed  by  perse- 
cution, excluded  from  the  social  circle  of  pagan  and  Christian  refinement, 
an  object  of  scorn  to  nine-tenths  of  her  sex,  her  beauty  derives  lustre 
from  the  darkness  of  her  national  doom — as  night  lustre  gives  to  stars. 
Meekly,  yet  with  hereditary  pride,  she  cleaves  to  her  despised  people,  as 
clave  the  devoted  Ruth  to  Naomi.    • 

Not  that  there  are  no  homely  Jewesses.  The  hand  of  disease  and^age 
blight  her  fair  features.  And  many  a  youthful  form  is  oast  in  an  unattrac- 
tive mould.  But  the  types  of  Jewish  women  are  above  those  of  the  men. 
Through  an  ancestry  of  a  hundred  generations  they  have  inherited  this 
lovely  legacy.  Sarah  was  '•  a  fair  woman  to  look  upon.''  "  The  Egyp- 
tians beheld  the  woman  that  she  was  fair."  And  "  the  princes  of  Pharaoh 
commended  her." 

Not  a  few  Jewish  beauties,  from  Queen  Esther  down,  captivated  the 
proud  hearts  of  the  mightiest  rulers  of  the  earth.  The  sweetest  and 
meekest  of  Jewish  virgins  gave  birth  to  the  world's  Redeemer.  And  to 
this  day  the  sparkling  eyes,  raven  locks,  and  angelic  faces  of  the  maidens 
of  Nazareth^  reflect  the  charming  image  of  her  who  was  the  fairest,  the 
most  favored,  and  the  most  blessed  among  women. 

In  this  respect  there  is  a  perceptible  difiierence  between  the  men  and 
women  of  the  Jews.  It  is  said  that  on  his  return  from  his  eastern  travels, 
Chateaubriand  was  asked  if  he  could  assign  a  reason  for  this.  He  re- 
plied :  ''  Jewesses  have  escaped  the  curse  which  alighted  upon  their  hus- 
bands, fathers  and  sons.    Not  a  Jewess  was  to  be  seen  among  the  crowd 
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of  priests  and  rabble  who  insulted  the  Son  of  God  ;  scourged  Him,  crowned 
Him  with  thorns,  and  subjected  Him  to  infamy  and  the  agony  of  the 
cross.  The  women  of  Judea  believed  in  the  Saviour,  and  assisted  and 
soothed  Him  under  affliction.  A  woman  of  Bethany  poured  on  His  head 
precious  ointment,  which  she  kept  in  vases  of  alabaster.  She  that  was  a 
sinner  anointed  His  feet  with  perfumed  oil,  and  wiped  them  with  her 
hair." 

Mary  bore  the  heavenly  child,  nursed  Him,  snatched  Him  from  the 
cruel  grasp  of  Herod,  stamped  her  sweet  image  on  the  growing  boy.  and 
humanly  speaking,  helped  to  give  Him  that  gentle,  haU'-fcminine  cast,  which 
enabled  Him  to  love  with  the  untiring  tenderness  of  a  woman.  She  fol- 
lowed Him  in  all  his  arduous  sorrowful  tours  of  mercy,  was  present  at  the 
cross,  the  nails  which  pierced  Him,  pierced  her  heart,  and  at  the  grave, 
with  a  sorrowing  group  around  her,  she  seeks  with  infinite  grief,  her 
hidden  child.  Is  it  a  marvel  that  with  such  a  mother,  Jesus  should  show 
special  tenderness  and  compassion  to  woman  ?  He  raised  from  the  dead 
the  son  of  the  widow  of  Nain,  and  the  brother  of  Martha  and  Mary.  He 
cured  Simon's  mother  in-law,  and  the  woman  who  touched  the  hem  of  His 
garment.  To  the  Samaritan  woman  He  became  a  spring  of  living  water, 
and  a  compassionate  judge  to  the  adulterous  woman.  The  daughters  of 
Jerusalem  wept  over  Him ;  the  holy  women  accompanied  Him  to  Calvary, 
and  brought  balm  and  spices  to  His  grave;  weeping  they  sought  Him  at 
the  sepulchre.  With  divine  pity  the  risen  Saviour  says  to  His  tender, 
sorrowing  friend :  **  Woman,  why  weepest  thou  ?"  After  His  resurrection 
be  first  appeared  to  Mary  Magdalene,  and  called  to  her,  Mar^  I  The 
sound  of  His  sweet  voice  opened  her  eyes,  and  she  answered,  •'  Master." 
All  these  were  women — Jewish  women.  While  Jewish  men  shrieked 
for  the  blood  of  our  Saviour,  He  never  received  an  unkind  word  or  act 
from  a  Jewess.  To  this  day  some  say  beauty  seems  to  linger  on  the 
brow  of  the  daughters  of  Jerusalem,  falling  from  the  radiant  face  of  Jesus. 


^//  A  WORD  TO  MOTHEBS. 

**  Dear  mother,"  said  a  delicate  little  girl,  "  I  have  broken  my  china 
vase."  "  Well,  you  are  a  naughty,  careless,  troublesome  little  thing,  al- 
ways in  some  mischief.  Go  up  stairs  and  stay  in  the  closet  till  I  send 
for  you !" 

And  this  was  a  Christian  mother's  answer  to  the  tearful  little  culprit 
who  had  struggled  with  and  conquered  the  temptation  to  tell  a  falsehood 
to  screen  her  fault.  With  a  disappointed,  disheartened  look,  the  sweet 
child  obeyed ;  and  at  that  moment  was  crushed  in  her  little  heart  the 
sweet  flower  of  truth,  perhaps,  never  again  in  after  years  to  revive  to  life. 
Oh,  what  were  the  loss  of  a  thousand  vases  in  comparison  I  'Tis  true,  an 
angel  might  shrink  from  the  responsibilities  of  a  mother.  It  needs  an 
angel's  powers.     The  watch  must  not  for  an  instant  be  relaxed.     The 
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scales  of  justice  must  always  be  nicely  balanced.  The  hasty  word  that 
the  overtasked  spirit  sends  to  the  lip  must  die  ere  it  is  uttered.  The 
timid  and  sensitive  child  must  have  a  word  of  encouragement  in  season ; 
the  forward  and  presuming  checked  with  gentle  firmness;  there  must  be 
DO  deception,  no  trickery  for  the  keen  eye  of  childhood  to  detect;  and 
all  when  the  exhausted  frame  sinks  will!  ceaseless  vigils,  perhaps,  and  the 
thousand  petty  interruptions  and  unlocked  for  annoyances  of  every  hour 
almost  set  at  defiance  any  attempt  at  system.  Still  must  that  mother 
wear  an  unrufiSed  brow,  lest  the  smiling  cherub  on  her  knee  catch  the 
angry  frown.  Still  must  she  rule  her  own  spirit,  lest  the  boy,  so  appa- 
rently engrossed  with  his  tojs,  repeat  the  next  moment  the  impatient 
word  his  ear  has  caught.  For  all  these  duties  faithfully  and  conscien- 
tiously performed,  a  mother*s  reward  is  in  secret  and  in  silence.  Even 
he  on  whose  earthly  breast  she  leans,  is  too  often  unmindful  of  the  noise- 
less struggle,  until,  too  late,  alas,  he  learns  to  value  the  delicate  hand 
that  has  kept  in  unceasing  flow  the  thousand  springs  of  his  domestic  hap- 
piness. But  what  if,  in  the  task  that  devolves  upon  the  mother,  she  ut- 
terly fail  ?  What  if  she  consider  her  duty  performed  when  the  child  is 
fed,  and  warmed,  and  clothed  ?  What  if  the  priceless  soul  be  left  to  the 
chance  training  of  hirelings?  What  if  she  never  teach  those  little  lips 
'*  Our  Father  ?"  What  if  she  launch  her  child  upon  life's  stormy  sea 
without  rudder,  or  compass,  or  chart  ?  God  forbid  that  there  should  be 
many  such  mothers. 


^j^^"AND  HE  SAID,  TO-MOBBOW." 

The  plague  of  frogs  is  upon  the  land  of  Egypt.  Frogs  are  everywhere 
— in  their  houses,  upon  their  beds,  upon  their  persons,  everywhere  are 
the  filthy,  loathsome  creatures.  Pharaoh  feels  the  finger  of  Qod,  he  is 
convinced  of  his  sin,  begs  Moses  to  entreat  the  Lord  to  remove  the  plague, 
and  promiites  to  obey  God's  command.  Moses  says,  "  Name  the  time;*' 
and  Pharaoh  says,  "  Tomorrow.'* 

What  a  strange,  strange  answer.  A  man  tormented  with  a  loathsome 
plague,  yet  on  being  asked  when  it  shall  be  removed,  he  answers,  "  To- 
morrow." Why  is  this?  Does  he  not  want  the  frogs  removed  at  once? 
Of  course  he  does,  but  he  has  promised  to  cease  sinning  when  the  plague 
shall  be  removed;  and  hence,  if  the  frogs  are  removed  at  once,  at  once  he 
must  cease  to  sin.  It  is  not  because  he  wants  the  plague  to  remain,  but 
became  he  wants  to  svi  a  little  longer,  that  he  says,  "  To-morrow."  So 
unwilling  is  be  now  to  cease  his  sin  and  obey  God,  that  he  is  will- 
ing to  endure  a  little  longer  the  presence  of  the  filthy  creatures. 

'*  He  said,  To-morrow,"  and  that  one  word  sealed  his  doom.  The  mor- 
row came;  and  though  the  plague  was  remove<l,  his  heart  was  hardened. 
He  continued  in  his  sins.  He  began  his  swift  and  sure  course  to  utter 
ruin.  The  plague  of  flies  was  placed  in  his  path,  but  it  stopped  him  not; 
on  he  went,  for  his  heart  was  hardened.  The  plague  of  locusts  was 
thrown  in  his  way,  but  it  stopped  him  not;  on  he  went,  for  his  heart  was 
hardened.  The  tenth,  the  terrible  plague,  which  was  the  death  of  all  the 
first-born,  was  before  him,  but  it  stopped  him  not;  on,  on  he  went,  leap- 
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in^  over  every  obstacle  and  dashing  aside  every  obstruction,  antil  a  horri 
ble  death  closed  his  career. 

Here  we  have  Pharaoh's  sinniDg,  his  being  told,  by  the  messengers  ol 
Grod  to  cease  his  sin,  his  refusing  to  obey,  his  being  threatened,  his  stil! 
Dontinuing  to  sin,  his  being  afflicted,  his  seeing  his  sin  and  promising  tc 
io  right,  his  sat/ing^  To-morrow,  tis  heart  being  hardened,  and  his  doom 
made  certain,  his  pressing  on,  in  spite  of  obstacles,  to  destruction.  Thi< 
is  a  true  picture  of  the  life  of  the  vast  majority  of  those  who  go  from  f 
Christian  land  to  dwell  amid  eternal  burnings. 

Like  Pharaoh,  they  sinned.  Like  Pharaoh,  they  were  told  by  the 
messengers  of  God  to  cease  their  sin.  Like  Pharaoh,  they  refused  to  dc 
30.  Like  Pharaoh,  they  heard  the  threatenings  of  Qod.  Like  Pharaoh 
they  persisted  in  their  sin.  Like  Pharaoh,  they  were  afflicted.  Like 
Pharaoh,  they  promised  to  cease  sinning.  But  when  ?  Like  Pharaoh, 
they  said,  '*  To-morrow."  Like  Pharaoh,  the  morrow  found  their  hearts 
bardened  and  their  doom  sealed.  Like  Pharaoh,  they  pressed  on  in  the 
road  to  death. — Though  obstacle  after  obstacle  was  placed  in  their  path,  on 
they  pressed  for  their  hearts  were  hardened.  Though  personal  sickness, 
family  affliction,  and  national  calamity  were  thrown  in  their  way,  on  thej 
rushed,  for  their  hearts  were  hardened.  Though  the  prayers  of  the  church 
md  the  tears  of  their  parents  and  the  blood  of  a  Saviour  blocked  up  their 
road,  on,  on  they  rushed,  on  prayers  and  tears  and  blood,  until  they  plunged 
into  the  world  of  woe. 

If  the  Spirit  of  God  has  not  for  ever  left  you — if,  in  proof  of  this,  you 
still  have  some  inclination  to  forsake  your  sins  and  turn  unto  God,  say 
dot,  A  little  longer  in  sin.  Say  not,  A  little  more  of  this  world.  Say 
not,  Another  day^  and  I  will  go.  That  is  saying,  "  To-morrow.''  Jesus 
jays,  "  Come  now,  come  to-day ;  come  just  as  you  are." — Am.  Messenger, 


^  »- 


BEASOHS  FOB  GOING  TO  COLLEGE. 


About  fifty  thousand  young  men  in  these  United  States  are  students 
in  colleges.  About  one  fortieth  of  the  entire  male  population,  between 
the  ages  of  fifteen  and  twenty-one  years^  are  enrolled  on  the  college- 
books.  Not  more  than  two- thirds  of  these  complete  the  course  of  studj 
upon  which  they  have  entered,  so  as  to  become  the  alumni  of  a  college, 
[n  this  estimate  we  do  not  include  the  students  in  academies,  high  schools 
ind  seminaries,  which  embrace  perhaps  as  many  more  of  the  same  age, 
but  we  confine  our  attention  to  colleges.  Nor  do  we  include  in  this  esti- 
mate  £he  great  body  of  students  of  medicine,  law  and  theology,  but  sim- 
ply under  graduates.  We  find  here  an  army  of  at  least  fifty  thousand 
strong. 

Perhaps  a  hundred  thousand  young  men  are  now  deliberating  whethei 
>r  not  to  ^^  go  to  ooliege,"  and  for  the  advantage  of  this  great  multitude 
)f  young  men  is  this  article  written. 

To  answer  this  question,  consider  a  few  facts.  These  facts  illustrate  a 
principle. 

In  Lanman's  Dictionary/  of  the  United  States  Congress,  published  in 
L864,  the  names  and  short  biographies  of  three  thousand  eight  hundred 
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and  ninety-two  men  (if  we  count  aright)  are  given,  wlio  have  heen  mem- 
bers of  the  United  States  Congress  from  1789  to  1864.  Of  more  than 
one  thousand  of  them  it  is  expressly  stated  that  they  were  educated  in 
college.  About  as  many  more  are  said  to  have  been  well  educated  (pro- 
bably some  of  them  in  college),  and  of  many  no  information  is  given  ex- 
cept the  date  of  their  office  and  the  States  which  they  represented,  the 
fact  whether  they  were  educated  or  not  being  unknown,  while  a  conside- 
rable number  reached  their  honorable  position  by  the  reputation  acquired 
in  military  pursuits.  Colleges  are  now  more  numerous  relatively  to  po- 
pulation than  formerly,  and  we  are  sure,  from  a  careful  investigation  of 
the  matter,  that  considerably  less  than  one  in  a  hundred  of  the  men  in 
the  country  have  been  graduates  of  college." 

Following  the  general  average^  therefore,  less  than  one  in  a  hundred 
of  the  members  of  Congress  should  have  been  educated  in  college ;  but 
the  fact  shows  more  than  one  in  three,  perhaps  nearly  one  in  every  two  1 
This  fact  deserves  attention. 

In  like  manner,  according  to  general  average,  only  one  in  a  hundred 
of  our  Presidents  of  the  United  States  should  have  been  educated  in  col- 
lege, and  it  would  not  have  been  strange  if  as  yet  not  one  such  person 
had  been  chosen )  but  in  fact,  of  the  fourteen  men  elected  directly  as 
Presidents,  all  but  five  were  graduates  of  college,  and  three  of  the  five 
non-graduates  owed  their  influence  to  their  reputation  as  military  leaders 
acquired  in  war,  and  the  fourth,  Abraham  Lincoln,  not  able  to  go  to  col- 
lege, surmounted  difficulties  by  hard  work,  and  made  himself  a  statesman 
and  an  orator,  and  to  a  large  extent  a  scholar.  Five  out  of  fourteen  is 
the  number  educated  in  college,  instead  of  one  in  a  hundred.  The 
same  thing  would  be  found  true  of  governors,  judges,  and  other  such 
officers. 

Agaiu;  take  such  a  book  as  Allibone's  History  of  Authors^  and  as 
you  cast  your  eye  over  the  catalogue  of  distinguished  names,  observe  that 
nearly  all  of  them  have  been  educated  in  universities.  All  preachers, 
physicians,  lawvers,  teachers  and  editors,  at  least,  should  have  systematic 
education  equal  to  that  obtained  in  college. — E,  0.  Haven,  D.  D. 


THE  WBOWa  SIGNAL. 

'*  What  has  happened  ?"  said  Mr.  Hamilton  to  his  son,  who  entered 
the  room  in  haste,  and  with  the  air  of  one  who  has  some  interesting  news 
to  communicate. 

^'A  freight  train  has  run  ofi"  the  track  and  killed  a  man !''  said 
Joseph. 

'*  How  did  that  happen  V*  said  Mr.  Hamilton. 

"  The  watchman  gave  the  wrong  signal.  The  engineer  said  that  if  he 
had  given  the  right  signal,  the  accident  would  not  have  occurred." 

Making  the  wrong  signal  cost  a  man  his  life.  There  is  another  sense 
in  which  wrong  signals  sometimes  occasion  the  loss  of  life — of  life  spiri- 
tual. The  preacher  who  fails  to  declare  the  way  of  salvation  as  it  is  laid 
down  in  God's  Word,  who  teaches  that  men  may  secure  salvation  by 
their  own  works,  gives  the  wrong  signal.  In  consequence,  men  take  the 
wrong  track,  and  go  on  to  perdition. 
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rate  Christian,  whose  reputable  standiDg  i 
is  influence  to  his  example,  pursues  a  cour 
t  with  the  injunction,  '^  Be  not  conformed 
istian  is  led  to  practise  a  similar  course; 
ility,  and  becomes  one  of  those  who  have 
The  holding  out  of  the  wrong  signal  led  \ 
ising  Christian  exposes  himself  to  temptal 
e  temptation.  One  of  less  power  is  led  to 
Qto  sin.  To  him  his  predecefasor  had  gi 
10  danger  there.  He  gave  the  wrong  sigi] 
constantly  giving  signals  to  our  fellow  i 
their  journey  to  eternity.  How  careful 
oid  giving  the  wrong  signal. — Examiner, 


// 


JESU,  QEH  VOBAN. 

pendent  of  the  Presbyterian  writes : 
ymn  of  Zinzendorf  (September,  1721),  ^ 
Gesangbuch,  in  the  form  found  in  the  N 
IS  already  become  known  in  the  English  tr 
il  lead  on.''  In  this  form  it  has  found  a  p 
The  following  version  is  offered  as  a  closer 
I  a  metre  (S.  P.  M.)  familiar  to  our  Chur 
stanza  closely  corresponds  to  the  Gera 
ubic  instead  of  Trochaic.  The  first  pers 
sendorfs  original  hymn,  instead  of  the 

Jeeus,  lead  thou  me  on, 
The  way  of  life  to  run  I 

I  linger  not  with  Thee  in  view ; 
0  lead  me  bv  the  hand 
To  the  dear  Fath*r-land, 

And  1  will  follow  swift  and  true. 

Though  times  go  hard  with  me, 
Still  steadfast  may  I  be, 

Nor  in  the  weariest  day  complain  ; 
For  through  affliction  lied 
The  way  witii  Thee  to  rise, 

And  Thine  eternal  joy  to  gain. 

When  its  own  bitterness, 

Or  fellow-man'd  distress, 
Lies  heavy  on  my  helpless  heart, 

Show  me  the  blessed  end ; 

On  it  my  spirit  bend, 
And  patience  and  sure  hope  impart. 

Direct  Thou  all  my  way. 

Dear  Lord,  till  lift's  last  day! 
Thouj^h  rough  Thou  make  my  path 

Give  but  the  nee  Iful  care 

Until  the  end  appear, 
Then  open  wide  Thy  doors  to  me  I 
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THE  WOMEN  OF  OTHEB  COUNTBIES. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


Woman  shares  a  diversified  fate  amoog  tlie  different  nations  of  the 
earth.  That  she  is  enduring  nntold  wrong  na  well- informed  mind  will 
gainsay ;  that  she  is  entitled  to  certain  rights  is  equally  indisputable. 
We  will  take  a  bird's  eye  view  of  her  lot  in  some  countries. 

WOMAN  IN  CHINA. 

China  is  by  no  means  an  uncivilized  country.  Education  and  refine- 
ment are  cultivated  to  a  remarkable  extent.  In  point  of  religion  the 
country  is  pa&can.  The  mind  receives  extraordinary  advantages;  the 
spirit  gropes  in  idolatrous  darkness.  There  man  treats  woman  as  the 
slave  of  his  caprice  and  passion.  But  rarely  is  she  allowed  to  be  his 
companion.  Men  enjoy  the  advantages  of  education,  women  but  seldom. 
Even  females  of  rank  seldom  get  beyond  embroidery,  discordantly  thump- 
ing on  a  three- stringed  guitar  and  singing,  such  as  it  is.  They  are 
early  taught  to  obey  man.  If  in  circumstances  of  wealth,  theiy  spend  a 
greater  part  of  their  time  in  smoking  and  playing  cards. 

The  women  of  the  poorer  classes  are  without  the  least  education.  To 
their  lords  their  chief  value  consists  in  bearing  burdens.  The  husband  will 
coolly  guide  the  plough  to  which  his  wife  is  yoked.  The  pretty  daughters 
of  the  poor — pretty  according  to  the  Chinese  standard  of  beauty — are 
sold  for  concubines  to  the  rich,  at  fourteen  years  of  age.  Thenceforth 
their  masters  instruct  them  according  to  their  own  views. 

The  Chinese  can  not  see  why  the  European  and  American  ladies 
should  be  treated  with  so  much  deference  and  respect.  As  they  are  very 
superstitious  they  imagine  that  this  is  brought  about  by  the  devilish  arts 
which  our  women  practice.  Chinese  servants  are  naturally  averse  to 
living  in  European  and  American  families  simply  because  a  lady  presides 
over  then).  A  tradition  has  long  since  prevailed  among  them,  ^^that 
China  should  never  be  conquered  until  a  woman  reigned  in  the  far  West." 
They  allege  that  it  is  found  in  some  of  their  oldest  works.  When  Queen 
Victoria's  army  conquered  the  Chinese  forces,  this  tradition  was  first  re- 
vealed to  Western  nations. 
19 
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WOMAN   IN   RUSSIA. 

Two  centuries  ago  a  Freoch  traveler  in  Russia  wrote,  that  in  this  coun" 
try  '*  most  men  treat  their  wives  as  a  necessary  evil,  regarding  them  with 
a  proud  and  stern  eye,  and  even  heating  them."  A  physician  to  the  Czar 
in  1670  says,  that  the  custom  of  tying  up  wives  by  the  hair  of  the  head, 
and  flogging  them,  began  to  be  left  off.  He  tries  to  account  for  this  by 
the  marriage  contracts  between  parents  and  the  suitors  of  their  daughters, 
providing  that  their  daughters  were  not  to  be  whipped,  struck,  or  kicked. 
Still,  despite  these  precautions,  a  certain  man  put  upon  his  wife  a  shirt, 
dipped  in  ardent  spirits,  and  burned  her  to  death.  As  there  was  then 
*^  no  punishment  in  Russia  for  killing  a  wife  or  a  slave ''  the  offender  was 
not  brought  to  justice.  At  Russian  marriages  of  that  time,  it  was  custo- 
mary for  the  bridegroom  to  carry  a  whip  in  one  boot  and  a  jewel  in  the 
other,  and  the  poor  bride  had  to  try  her  fortune  by  choosing  one  of  them. 
**  If  she  happens  upon  the  jewel,  she  is  lucky ;  but  if  on  the  whip,  she  gets 
it.''  The  bridegroom  rarely  saw  the  face  of  his  bride  till  after  the  mar- 
riage. *'  If  she  was  ugly  she  paid  for  it  soundly,  may  be  the  first  time  he 
saw  her."  Since  ugliness  was  wont  to  be  punished  with  the  whip,  the 
women  painted  to  great  excess.  In  1636  a  traveler  saw  the  grand  du- 
chess and  her  ladies  astride  on  horseback,  *<  most  wickedly  bepainted."  A 
hostess,  meeting  a  lady  the  day  after  an  entertainment,  asking  her  how  she 
got  home,  would  often  receive  the  answer,  ''  Your  ladyship's  hospitality 
'made  me  so  tipsy  that  I  don't  know  how  I  got  home."  Since  that  day, 
however,  the  habits  and  condition  of  women  in  Russia  have  been  greatly 
improved.  Among  the  higher  classes  are  found  many  ladies  in  point  of 
intelligence  and  refinement  equal  to  the  most  favored  of  their  sisters  of 
other  landd. 

WOMAN   IN   PALESTINE   AND   STRIA. 

Thomson  says  ^*  the  dress  of  oriental  ladies  is  not  easily  defended.  It  i^ 
not  so  full  as  ours,  shows  more  the  shape  of  the  person,  and  while  the  face 
is  veiled,  the  bosom  is  exposed  in  a  way  not  at  all  in  accordance  with  our 
ideas  of  propriety.  But  a  general  remark  will  help  to  explain  the  origin 
or  basis  of  this  seeming  inconsistency.  Those  who  set  the  female  fashions 
of  the  East  are  not  expected  or  allowed  to  mix  in  society  with  men,  nor 
even  to  be  seen  by  them.  When  they  go  abroad  they  are  closely  veiled 
from  head  to  foot.  Their  indoor  dress  is  not  contrived  to  meet  the  de- 
mands of  a  public  exhibition.  The  reasons  (and  such  there  are)  for  thus 
confining  the  women  very  much  to  their  homes,  and  of  closely  veiling 
them  when  abroad,  are  found  in  the  character  of  Oriental  people  from  re- 
mote ages ;  and  the  veils  can  never  be  safely  abolished,  nor  these  domes- 
tic regulations  relaxed,  until  a  pure  and  enlightened  Christianity  has 
prepared  the  way.  If  I  had  the  power  to  remove  them  at  once,  I  would 
not." 

This  necessity  makes  it  all  the  worse  for  poor  woman  in  the  Orient. 
She  is  in  a  sort  of  solitary  exile  in  her  own  family.  In  many  cases  she 
dare  not  eat  at  her  own  table  until  her  lord  has  finished  his  meal.  No 
matter  how  closely  related,  no  gentleman  can  walk  arm  in  arm  with  a  lady. 
If  you  visit  the  family  of  an  intimate  oriental  friend,  who  will  spare  no 
expense  to  lavish  his  hospitality  upon  you,  the  ladies  of  the  house  always 
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keep  out  of  sight.  Should  one  of  the  poor  beings  get  sick^  the  Doctor 
will  be  greatly  worried  to  ascertain  the  symptoms  of  her  disease.  She  is 
bound  to  keep  closely  veiled  in  his  presence.  Should  he  insist  on  seeing 
her  tongue,  she  may  consent  to  thrust  it  through  a  rent  in  the  veil,  which 
is  sometimes  done. 

Even  in  their  religious  ceremonies  woman  is  cautiously  separated  from 
the  assemblage.  Among  the  Jews  she  has  a  secluded  place  set  apart  for 
her,  behind  a  screen.  The  Mohammedan  women  never  visit  their  Mosques. 
The  Moslem  regards  woman  his  inferior.  On  all  occasions  he  must  be 
served  first.  In  walking,  husbands,  brothers  and  sons  always  walk  before; 
the  mothers,  sisters  and  wives  follow  at  a  respectful  distance.  Whilst 
small  boys  are  respectful  to  their  father,  they  not  unusually  lord  it  most 
impertinently  over  their  mother  and  sisters.  Many  a  jealous  husband  has 
killed  his  wife  for  supposed  unfaithfulness,  without  receiving  the  slightest 
punishment.  He  keeps  every  thing  valuable  under  lock  and  key,  saying 
that  his  wife  will  rob  him  if  she  gets  a  chance.  It  is  said  that  a  husband 
is  rarely  found,  who  has  not  at  some  time  or  other  beaten  his  wife. 

Doubtless  many  of  these  women  require  watching.  They  are  procured 
by  the  bargaining  of  the  parents,  regardless  of  their  own  choice  in  the 
question  of  marriage.  Thus  many  an  ill-matched  couple  spends  a  life  of 
incessant  friction.  The  stern  Turk's  Delilah  gains  a  perfect  mastery  over 
her  lord  by  treachery  and  deceit.  She  carries  her  point  in  spite  of  his 
jealous  precautions.  She  is  the  creature  and  tool  of  a  cruel  master,  whom 
she  binds  hand  and  foot  by  taking  advantage  of  his  weaknesses. 

Wherever  persons  have  become  consistent  Christians,  this  humiliating 
condition  of  woman  has  been  relieved.  It  is  so  all  the  world  over.  Since 
Christ  became  the  Child  of  Mary,  He  raised  her  sex  out  of  her  ancient 
bondage.  And  now,  the  highest  style  of  a  lady,  claiming  and  receiving 
the  respect  and  admiration  of  all  good  and  enlightened  people,  is  she  whose 
heart  has  been  wedded  to  Christ  with  the  ties  of  an  undying  devotion  and 
faith. 

Oriental  ladies  are  fond  of  jewelry.  This  passion  is  more  gratified 
among  the  married  than  unmarried  women.  Strings  of  coin  are  hung 
around  the  forehead,  neck  and  ankles.  A  net  work  is  attached  to  the 
back  of  the  head,  hanging  down  over  the  shoulders  to  the  waist.  Some- 
times there  is  more  money  in  this  jewelry  than  the  husband  is  otherwise 
worth.  If  he  cannot  pay  his  debts  he  goes  to  prison  for  lack  of  a  few 
dollars,  whilst  a  thousand  may  jingle  on  the  person  of  his  wife.  These 
his  creditors  dare  not  touch.  In  many  cases  by  thus  hanging  his  money 
on  his  wife,  he  cheats  his  creditors.  This,  however,  is  done,  too,  in  coun- 
tries which  are  not  Mohammedan. 

Whilst  the  married  women  flourish  their  jewelry,  paint  their  cheeks, 
eyebrows  and  hands,  and  wear  gay  flowers,  it  is  considered  indelicate  for 
the  unmarried  thus  to  adorn  themselves.  Indeed,  it  would  bring  suspi- 
cion on  their  moral  character.  They  are  said  not  even  to  wash  their  faces 
openly,  so  as  to  evade  suspicion.  Their  garments  are  large,  without  the 
many  nice  points  and  touches  of  more  civilized  ladies.  Tailors  make  their 
dresses,  which  is  a  strange  peculiarity  of  their  customs.  As  one  lady's 
dress  may,  for  that  matter,  fit  one  thousand  others,  they  need  no  measuring 
by  their  dressmaker.     Hence  men  are  allowed  to  be  their  dressmakers. 
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ROMAN   WIVES. 

From  Lecky's  "  History  of  EuropeaD  Civilization  "  we  take  the  follow- 
ing description : 

The  legal  position  of  the  Roman  wife  was,  for  a  long  period,  extremely 
low.  The  Roman  family  was  constituted  on  the  principle  of  the  absolute 
authority  of  its  head,  who  had  a  power  of  life  and  death  both  over  his  wife 
and  over  his  children,  and  who  could  repudiate  the  former  at  will.  Nei- 
ther the  custom  of  gifts  to  the  father  of  the  bride,  nor  the  custom  of  dow- 
ries appears  to  have  existed  in  the  earliest  period  of  Roman  history ;  but 
the  father  disposed  absolutely  of  the  hand  of  his  daughter,  and  sometimes 
even  possessed  the  power  of  breaking  off  marriages  that  had  been  actually 
contracted.  In  the  forms  of  marriage,  however,  which  were  usual  in  the 
earlier  periods  of  Home,  the  absolute  power  passed  into  the  hands  of  the 
husband,  and  he  had  the  right  in  some  cases  of  putting  her  to  death. 
Law  and  public  opinion  combined  in  making  matrimonial  purity  most 
strict.  For  five  hundred  and  twenty  years,  it  was  said,  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  a  divorce  in  Rome,  and  even  afler  this  example,  for  many  years 
the  marriage  tie  was  regarded  as  absolutely  indissoluble.  Manners  were 
so  severe,  that  a  Senator  was  censured  for  indecency,  because  he  had  kissed 
his  wife  in  the  presence  of  their  daughter.  It  was  considered  in  a  high 
degree  disgraceful  for  a  Roman  mother  to  delegate  to  a  nurse  the  duty  of 
suckling  her  child.  Sumptuary  laws  regulated  with  the  most  minute  se- 
verity all  the  details  of  domestic  economy.  The  courtesan  class,  though 
probably  numerous  and  certainly  uncontrolled,  were  regarded  with  much 
contempt.  The  dbgrace  of  publicly  professing  themselves  members  of  it, 
was  believed  to  be  sufficient  punishment;  and  an  old  law,  which  was  pro- 
bably intended  to  teach  in  symbol  the  duties  of  married  life,  enjoined  that 
no  such  person  should  touch  the  altar  of  Juno.  It  was  related  of  a  cer- 
tain sedile^  that  he  failed  to  obtain  redress  for  an  assault  which  had  been 
made  upon  him,  because  it  had  occurred  in  a  house  of  ill-fame,  in  which  it 
was  disgraceful  for  a  Roman  magistrate  to  be  found.  The  sanctity  of  fe- 
male purity  was  believed  to  be  attested  by  all  nature.  The  most  savage 
animals  became  tame  before  a  virgin.  When  a  woman  walked  naked 
round  a  field,  caterpillars  and  all  loathsome  insects  fell  dead  before  her. 
It  was  said  that  drowned  men  floated  on  their  backs,  and  drowned  women 
on  their  faces ;  and  this,  in  the  opinion  of  Roman  naturalists,  was  due  to 
the  superior  purity  of  the  latter. 

It  was  a  remark  of  Aristotle,  that  the  superiority  of  the  Greeks  to  the 
barbarians  was  shown,  amongst  other  things,  in  the  fact,  that  the  Greeks 
did  not,  like  other  nations,  regard  their  wives  as  slaves,  but  treated  them 
as  helpmates  and  companions.  A  Roman  writer  has  appealed,  on  the 
whole  with  greater  justice,  to  the  treatment  of  wives  by  his  fellow  coun- 
trymen, as  a  proof  of  the  superiority  of  Roman  to  Greek  civilization.  Ue 
has  observed,  that,  while  the  Greeks  kept  their  wives  in  a  special  quarter 
in  the  interior  of  their  houses,  and  never  permitted  them  to  sit  at  ban- 
quets, except  with  their  relatives,  or  to  see  any  male,  except  in  the  pre- 
sence of  a  relative,  no  Roman  ever  hesitated  to  lead  hb  wife  with  him  to 
the  feast;  or  to  place  the  mother  of  the  family  at  the  head  of  his  table. 
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Whether,  Id  the  period  when  wives  were  completely  subject  to  the  rule 
of  their  husbands,  much  domestic  oppression  occurred,  it  is  now  impossi- 
ble to  saj.  A  temple  dedicated  to  a  goddess  named  Yiriplaca,  whose  mis- 
sion was  to  appease  husbands,  was  worshiped  by  Roman  women  on  the 
Palatine,  and  a  strange  and  improbable,  if  not  incredible  story,  is  related 
bj  Livy,  of  the  discovery,  during  the  Republic,  of  a  vast  conspiracy  by 
Roman  wives  to  poison  their  husbands.  On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  pro- 
bable, that  the  Roman  matron  was  from  the  earliest  period  a  name  of  ho- 
nor; that  the  beautiful  sentence  of  a  jurisconsult  of  the  empire,  who  de- 
fined marriage  as  a  life-lon^  fellowship  of  all  divine  and  human  rights, 
expressed  most  faithfully  the  feelings  of  the  people,  and  that  female  vir- 
tue bhone  in  every  age  conspicuously  in  Roman  biographies. 


•^QEBAT  SWELLING  W0BD3  OP  VANITY." 


BY   PERKIOMEN. 


Saint  Peter  protested  strongly  ac^ainst  employing  them  at  all.  So  did 
St.  PauK  whose  mind  is  seen  in  these  words :  ^'  We  use  great  plainnens 
of  speech."  All  the  Sacred  Writers  were  moved  by  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
observe  and  preserve  a  simplicity  of  diction,  which  the  common  people 
and  children  of  all  ages  are  able  to  appreciate,  even  though  they  and 
their  superiors  cannot  understand  it  in  all  its  details.  Whatever  mys- 
teries are  contained  within  the  Archives,  they  are  such  not  so  much  on 
account  of  the  style  in  which  they  are  stated,  as  from  their  own  intrinsic 
nature.  Where  has  there  ever  been,  and  who  will  undertake  to  write, 
a  book,  equal  in  size  and  compass  with  the  Book  of  Books,  that  can  in 
any  way  bear  a  comparison  with  the  latter,  in  plainness  of  speech  ? 
Barring  its  Proper  and  Oriental  Names,  we  seem  to  gaze  into  St.  John's 
*•  sea  of  glass,  like  unto  crystal." 

The  Lord's  Prayer  is  composed  of  sixty  six  words.  Forty-eight  are 
words  of  one  syllable.  Our  Lord's  sayings  are  remarkable,  all  through, 
for  their  native  simpleness.  Of  the  seventeen  words  which  make  up  the 
Golden  Rule,  fifteen  are  monosyllables.  Take  one  of  the  many  encour- 
aging promises  of  the  Bible :  *'  I  love  them  that  love  me  and  those  that 
seek  me  early  shall  find  me  "  Who  needs  a  Webster's  Dictionary  to 
understand  it  all  ?  Just  read  and  consider  that  transparent  primal  pro- 
clamation which  Jehovah  uttered  over  an  unshaped  Universe :  '^  Let  there 
be  light!" 

'  Choice  goods  come  in  small  packages,'  and  not  in  lubberly  bundles. 
The  far-famed,  ofl-prayed  and  never-to-be-forgotten  child's  Evening 
Prayer — Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep — clings  severely  to  words  of 
one  syllable.  The  great  reason  for  its  prestige^  is  its  unaffected  simplicity 
and  terse  diction. 

The  most  popular  and  forcible  teachers  and  speakers  are,  after  all, 
they  who  frame  a  discourse,  seven-eighths  of  which  is  covered  with  plain, 
simple  and  short  terms.     The  terseness  and  compactness  of  statement  and 
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argument  insures  strength.     This  is  true  in  reference  to  a  promiscuous 
public,  made  up  of  young  and  old— of  great  and  small. 

An  Editor  of  no  mean  repute,  let  the  following  slip  from  his  pen  : 
"  Correspondents  need  continually  to  be  told  that  long,  limber,  loose,  lazy 
articles,  must  either  be  rejected  altogether  or  deferred  till  some  accident 
opens  a  vacancy  for  them.  Another  thing — they  will  not  be  read.  In- 
stead of  sprawling  an  open  textured  talk  over  a  dozen  pages  of  foolscap, 
drive  it  up  into  a  compact,  comfortable  compass,  and  roll  it  in  as  fast  as 
you  like  ;  we*ll  put  it  out.  Besides,  it  will  be  capital  practice  in  the  art 
of  composition,  to  make  one  word  do  the  dull  drudgery  of  a  dozen." 

It  is  plain  that  our  quoted  Editor  is  aiming  his  arrow  at  what  is  styled 
verbosifj/.  Wo  aim  still  nearer  the  centre,  and  wish  to  hit  what  we  choose 
to  stigmatize  as  syllahosity. 

The  Massachusetts  Sabbath  School  Society  has  prompted  us  to  level 
our  shaft  against  this  evil  in  our  Literature  for  the  Young.  It  is  verily 
a  heretical  Society  in  this  respect,  no  less  so  than  in  other  directions,  as 
our  readers  will  presently  admit. 

Some  months  ago  we  were  delegated  to  select  an  addition  to  the  Sun- 
day School  Library,  intended  for  little,  little-and-a-half,  and  still  larger 
folks.  Among  others,  we  lit  on  the  *'  Little  One*s  Library."  *  Just  the 
thing  for  one  element  of  our  School,'  thought  we,  and  without  any 
further  testing  we  carried  the  several  series  home.  But  when  our  little 
one  sat  down  to  read  "  Stories  for  Jimmy,"  what  do  you  think  confronted 
her  ?  "  Great  swelling  words  of  vanity  !"  Just  look  along  this  cluster 
of  them  :  "  ridiculing  " — "  unfortunate  " — *'  respectfully  " — '*  eschew  " —  . 
^'  neighboring  " — **  necessaries  "  —  "  determined  "  —  "  predetermined  " — 
"  deeply- rutted  " — ^'attainment"  —  *'  beseech  in  gn  ess  " — "  foreboding" — 
"  stigmatized  " — "  unseasonable  " — ''  insignificant "  —  "  indispensable  " — 
"  hymnologist."  These^  together  with  "  comprehended,"  *' unrestrained," 
"  deportment,"  "  catalogue,"  "  sympathy,"  "  wrought,"  and  fifty  more  of 
the  same  sort,  length,  width  and  thickness,  filled  out  the  tale.  We  took 
the  book  in  our  own  hands,  looked  at  its  title-page  once  more,  and,  sure 
enough,  there  it  stood  in  big  black  letters — "The  Little  One's  Library." 
Where  we  looked  for  *  sharp,  short  and  decisive '  terms,  we  found  words 
longer  than  the  child's  finger  and  wider  than  its  hand.  ^*  Just  go  on  to 
the  next  story,"  said  we.  "  You  need  not  worry  over  that.  The  printer, 
the  binder,  or  the  author,  made  a  mistake  and  put  some  of  Carlyle*s 
phrases  into  the  wrong  place.  Go  on  to  the  next  tale."  She  did  so,  and 
right  cheerfully  too,  but  found  matters  very  little  improved. 

It  may  be  that  the  children  of  New  England  are  very  precocious,  and 
born  to  be  smart  from  the  starting  epoch  in  their  mundane  histories  ; 
but  ours  are  wholly  unable  to  decipher  such  hieroglyphics.  Words  of 
three,  four,  five  and  six  syllables  are  not  the  words  adapted  to  our 
Little  One's  Library,  we  say  here  and  now — and  that  right  earnestly. 
We  furthermore  hope,  that  the  Book  Editor  will  see  to  it  closely  and  not 
sufl'er  any  volunteer  writer  for  children  to  stuff,  gorge  and  choke  them 
with  '*  great,  swelling  words  of  vanity,"  under  the  authority  and  sanction 
of  the  Reformed  Publication  Board.  Let  him  veto  all  such  efforts,  as 
rapidly  and  peremptorily  as  President  Johnson  exercised  this  prerogative 
in  his  high  seat.      All  the  little  ones   in  the  Church   will  shout  aloud 
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their  glad  HosanDas,  for  sparing  them  so  fearful  an  infliction.  We 
know  right  well  the  heavy  tribulation  which  every  style  of  speech  or 
book  produces  in  the  minds  of  Sunday  School  scholars,  that  departs  from 
the  test  of  simplicity.  A  visiting  clergyman  so  completely  stunned  ours 
one  hot  day  in  August,  by  hurling  Objective  and  Subjective  projectiles  at 
their  tender  heads,  that  they  seemed  in  a  manner  cmiatose  for  several 
successive  Sundays^  and  would  shut  their  eyes  whenever  we  attempted  to 
address  them. 

In  like  manner,  a  worthy  man  walked  into  our  Infant  School,  and 
gravely  told  the  veri/  little  ones  to  "discriminate!"  "  Just  think  of 
it— told  those  babies  to  DISCRIMINATE!!!"  Artemus  Ward  was 
accustomed  to  say,  in  such  a  case — "  Oblige  me  by  thinking  of  this." 

It  was  Yery  wicked  in  us,  but  still  we  could  not  avoid  wishing  for  an 
opportunity  to  administer  a  good  verbifuge  to  both,  in  order  that  they 
might  the  more  thoroughly  masticate  and  inwardly  digest  the  rations, 
which  they  were  in  the  habit  of  issuing  from  their  moral  commissary 
department,  for  the  benefit  of  the  hungry  little  soldiers  of  Jesus. 

Along  the  seashore  expert  swimmers  sometimes  undertake  to  lead  or 
float  novices  beyond  their  depth.  The  result  is  generally  sad.  Let  older 
and  experienced  hands,  when  leading  little  ones,  remember,  that  there  is 
for  them  too  a  depth,  beyond  which  they  are  lost.  They  have  a  way  of 
thinking  and  talking,  peculiar  to  themselves.  They  always  understand 
each  other.  They  do  not  always  understand  us,  however,  for  the  reason, 
that  we  do  not  understand  them.  We  once  reprimanded  a  child  for 
staying  longer  than  "  a  little  while "  at  the  neighbor's.  The  child  re- 
plied, in  excuse,  ^<  I  do  not  know  how  long  ^  a  little  while '  is."  From 
that  day  on  we  have  endeavored  to  avoid  ^  an  unknown  tongue/  when 
speaking  in  the  family,  in  the  school  and  in  the  church,  whether  small  or 
great  are  around  us. 

Cleave  as  severely  as  is  possible  to  monosyllables.  Study  "  plain- 
ness of  speech."  Avoid  "  great  swelling  words  of  vanity."  In  this  way 
we  may  more  nearly  approach  Him,  whom  the  multitude  and  common 
people  heard  so  gladly. 


AVOID  MEDDLING. 

Maggie  Scott  was  an  orphan.  Her  father  and  mother  died  when  she 
was  very  little,  and  a  kind  lady  named  Mrs.  Jones  took  her  to  live  with 
her,  gave  her  clothes  and  food,  and  did  everything  she  could  to  make  her 
comfortable  and  happy.  But  with  all  her  care  and  kindness,  Mrs.  Jones 
could  not  cure  Maggie  of  one  bad  fault,  that  of  meddling  with  what  did 
not  belong  to  her.  She  used  often  to  reprove  her  for  this,  and  she  told 
her  that  if  she  did  not  avoid  it,  she  might  do  some  great  mischief,  for 
which  she  would  be  sorry  all  her  life. 

But  Maggie  did  not  heed  these  warnings.  In  Mrs.  Jones's  parlor  there 
stood  a  handsome  and  costly  vase  of  wax  flowers,  covered  by  a  large  glass 
case.  Mrs.  Jones  had  often  told  Maggie  never  to  touch  this,  and  she  had 
never  done  so.  But  one  day  she  happened  to  see  the  servant  dusting  the 
table  on  which  it  stood.  Maggie  thought  that  she  would  just  like  to  look 
at  it,  and  touch  it.     She  did  so,  but  just  at  that  moment  she  heard  a  step 
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in  the  entry,  and  starting,  she  knocked  over  the  whole  thing,  and  the 
crushed  flowers  and  broken  glass  lay  scattered  on  the  floor  when  Mrs. 
Jones  entered  the  apartment.  She  stood  a  moment  surveying  the  wreck, 
then  quietly  turned  to  Maggie,  and  bade  her  go  to  her  room. 

Maggie  obeyed,  glad  to  escape,  and  throwing  herself  upon  her  bed,  she 
wept  bitter  tears.  In  a  few  moments  Mrs.  Jones  entered,  and  seated  her- 
self on  the  side  of  the  bed.  She  talked  long  and  earnestly  with  her,  and 
when  she  left,  Maggie  felt  truly  sorry  for  her  sin.  and  prayed  to  her  hea- 
venly Father  for  forgiveness,  and  strength  to  resist  temptation  in  future. 
Maggie  is  now  an  old  woman,  but  she  has  never  forgotten  the  lesson 
which  she  then  learned. — S.  S.  Visitor, 


"THY  KINGDOM  COMB." 

K.   E.   H. 


The  former  pastor  of  the  village  of  N— — -,  an  old  man  with  trem- 
bling knees,  silver  white  hair,  and  a  pious  God-fearing  heart,  had  gone  out 
to  the  fragrant  hill  with  his  two  grandsons,  Edward  and  Theodore ;  there 
on  the  fresh,  green  turf,  among  the  splendid  roses,  was  grand-father's  fa- 
vorite spot;  there  the  wanderers  sat  down. 

The  evening  sun  had  already  gone  down  into  the  still,  cool  sea  to  bathe 
there  after  the  hot  path  over  which  it  had  come,  and  single  stars  glittered 
here  and  there  through  the  deep  blue  of  the  heavens. 

It  was  so  still  and  peaceful  that  even  the  joyous  boys  felt  a  gentle  sad- 
ness and  a  blessed  rest  steal  over  them. 

They  had  been  quiet  for  a  long,  long  time,  when  suddenly,  Theodore 
turned  to  his  dear  grand-father,  with  the  question  : — 

'^Tell  me,  grand- father,  are  there  men  in  Heaven  such  as  there  are  on 
earth,  men  who  always  dwell  there  and  can  always  behold  the  loving  God, 
and  see  what  He  does,  and  how  He  loves  us;  and  can  they  look  down 
upon  our  earth  V* 

The  grand-father's  glance  had  also  been  turned  to  the  great,  restful, 
sublime  vault  of  Heaven  ;  his  eye  had  striven  to  pierce  beyond  it  to  find 
one  whom  his  soul  loved  so  warmly  and  tenderly,  and  who  had  gone  be- 
fore him  to  the  unknown  land.     Often  had  he  asked  himself  the  question; 

'*  Shall  I,  indeed^  find  her  again  above?  ** 

From  the  depth  of  his  pious  heart  came  the  answer : 

*^  In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions ;"  there  Jesus  hath  prepared 
a  place  for  us  all. 

Turning  kindly  to  the  questioning  Theodore,  he  said,  "  Wouldst  thou 
know,  my  son,  whether  there  are  men  above  such  as  there  are  on  earth  ?  " 

Ah  I  if  men  were  still  as  good,  as  virtuous,  and  as  pure  as  Ood  created 
them  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  then  they  would  be  as  unspeakably  happy 
as  the  blessed  spirits  that  dwell  above  near  the  Eternal  One. 

There^  sa  Jesus  has  taught  us,  the  angels  hasten  joyfully  to  obey  God's 
commands,  and  it  is  their  blessedness  continually  to  do  the  will  of  their 
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neavenly  Father.     There  only  love  and  peace,  childlike  ioDoceDce  and 
Tirtue  dwell ;  there  is  the  kiDo^om  of  God,  the  kingdom  of  Heaven/^ 

^'Alaal "  said  the  milder  Edward,  ^'  Why  is  it  not  so  on  earth?  Here 
men  so  often  grieve  one  another ;  here  they  do  evil,  and  do  not  listen  to 
God's  commands.  Grand-father,  how  heautifal  it  would  he  if  no  one  in 
the  whole  world  committed  sin,  and  if  all  men  loved  each  other  like 
Theodore  and  I,  father  and  mother  and  the  loving  God !  Would  not 
that  be  a  kingdom  of  Heaven  on  Earth  ?  *' 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  then  the  kingdom  of  God  would  have  come  down  to  us; 
for  this  we  daily  pray  to  God  as  His  holy  Son  Himself  has  taught  us. 

When  you  awake  to  joyous  life,  and  when  you  lie  down  to  sleep,  do 
you  not  always  pray,  *  Thy  kingdom  come  ? ' 

We  pray  God  to  build  such  a  kingdom  among  men,  because  sin  and 
error  have  prepared  nothing  for  us  but  sorrow  and  tears. 

But  my  child,  there  is  a  kingdom  of  God  upon  earth,  and  to  it 
belong  all  those  who  are  baptized  in  the  name  of  Christ.  There  are 
many,  many  millions  of  men  who  do  not  know  His  holy  name,  who  still 
walk  in  the  darkness  of  heathenism,  and  cannot  pray  to  their  Heavenly 
Father  through  Him. 

Oh  !  if  all  these  poor  people  knew  what  pre-eminence  the  Christian 
religion  has  given  us,  would  they  not  look  longingly  up  to  the  unknown 
God  ?  would  not  a  dim,  strange  feeling  rise  in  their  hearts,  and  force 
from  their  lips  the  prayer,  '  Thy  kingdom  come  ?' 

Dear  children,  when  I  was  young  and  strong,  I  made  many  journeys 
across  the  great  ocean  to  the  poor  heathen  in  Asia  and  Africa,  who  still 
live  in  ignorance  and  idolatry,  and  whose  manners  and  ways  of  living 
often  resemble  those  of  the  beasts. 

They  know  nothing  of  the  one  God,  and  His  pitying  love;  they  wor« 
ship  dead  images,  and  oflen  bring  them  men  as  offerings.  To  bring  to 
these  poor  heathen,  who  also  l>ear  the  image  of  Gk>d,  and,  through  Jesus 
Christ,  are  called  to  His  kingdom,  the  doctrine  of  the  one  true  God,  of 
His  only  begotten  Son,  and  of  the  Spirit  that,  unseen,  rules  upon  earth 
and  enlightens  and  heals  men,  and  permits  them  to  share  in  the  blessed- 
ness of  the  Christian  faith,  I  did  not  fear  storm  or  wave,  danger  or  death, 
in  a  thousand  forms :  and  sometimes  my  zealous  endeavors  were  rewarded 
with  glorious  fruit. 

Once  we  landed  on  the  southern  coast  of  Africa,  where  we  had  con- 
verted a  small  number  of  Moors;  we  were  to  visit  them  that  we  might 
see  whether  they  were  firm  in  the  new  faith  to  which  their  hearts  had 
turned. 

My  companion  and  I  penetrated  far  into  the  country.  On  a  mild,  soflb 
evening,  which  refreshed  us  by  its  strengthening  coolness  after  the  glow- 
ing heat  of  the  day,  when  we  had  cautiously  provided  against  all  the  dan- 
gers which  might  lurk  around  us  in  an  unknown  land,  we  ventured  upon 
a  pretty  path  on  the  banks  of  a  small  river. 

Suddenly  we  saw,  behind  a  little  hill  that  we  had  just  passed,  an  old 
negro  sitting  on  the  stump  of  a  tree,  before  one  of  the  small  huts  which 
serve  the  savages  of  those  regions  for  a  habitation. 

At  his  side  was  a  quiet,  motionless  crowd  of  grown  people  and  children, 
who  appeared  to  listen  attentively  to  every  word. 
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The  old  man^  their  teacher,  had  his  hands  clasped,  and  was  telling 
them  what  he  had  once  heard  from  a  white  man. 

That  there  was  only  one  God  who  lived  above  the  stars,  and  who  had 
made  the  heavens,  the  trees,  the  beasts  and  themselves  out  of  nothing, 
and  how  they  should  worship,  love,  and  pray  to  Him,  and  never  fear  Him ; 
for  He  did  nothing  wrong. 

We  were  surprised  and  deeply  moved ;  but  scarcely  had  the  old  man 
noticed  us,  when  he  sprang  up,  hastened  to  us,  and  cried  as  he  embraced 
our  knees : 

^Oh!  white  men,  you  have  indeed  come  to  tell  us  more  of  the  great 
God  and  of  His  Son ;  come  with  us,  we  will  listen  quietly  and  peacefully, 
like  good  children. 

You  must  know  something  beautiful  to  tell  us,  like  the  good  white  man 
who  lived  with  us  so  long,  and  loved  us,  and,  when  weary,  went  down  into 
the  silent  grave. 

How  we  wept  for  him,  and  longed  to  listen  and  learn  and  pray,  as  he 
had  prayed  with  us.' 

Then  my  heart  grew  warm,  and  I  prayed  from  my  inmost  soul,  '  Thy 
kingdom  come.' 

May  it  come.  All-loving  one,  to  these  thirsty  souls  in  this  land  of  dark- 
ness! 

*  May  Thy  Kingdom  Come  I' 

Now  tell  me,  children,  would  the  poor,  blind  heathen  have  so  longed 
for  the  news  of  the  kingdom  of  God,  if  they  had  not  felt,  in  the  depths 
of  their  hearts,  that  their  former  life  of  sin  and  vice  had  made  them  un- 
happy, and  that  there  must  be  something,  higher  and  better,  through 
which  men  could  become  joyful  and  happy  :  something  that  was  still  un- 
known to  them  ? 

Thank  the  good  Father  in  Heaven  that  you,  in  your  tender  childhood, 
have  been  received  into  His  Heavenly  kin'gdom,  by  baptism,  and  that 
you  have  been  early  taught  to  live  piously  and  virtuously,  that  you  may 
become  a  blessed  citizen  of  that  holy  kingdom." 

Amid  such  conversation  the  purple  glow  of  the  sun  vanished,  the  moon 
rose  silently  and  peacefully,  a  cool  breeze  played  with  grand -father's 
snowy  locks. 

He  led  the  boys  with  his  trembling  hand,  and  cautiously  and  musingly 
they  turned  their  steps  homeward. 

Grand-father  was  silent  for  some  time.  As  they  drew  near  to  the  return- 
ing flocks,  he  said, 

"  Think,  my  children,  thus  we  shall  all  go  home,  when  we  shall  have 
finished  our  earthly  pilgrimage. 

As  we  now  return  from  this  little  pleasure  walk,  so  we  will  go  with 
joy  to  the  kingdom  of  our  Father,  where  all  His  pious  people  will  be 
gathered  about  Him. 

Soon,  very  soon,  I  shall  make  this  last,  most  joyful  journey  of  life. 

True  it  is  still  far  from  you ;  but  always  live  and  walk  as  though  you 
would  be  called  to-morrow  to  your  Heavenly  home.  Then  you  will  find  me 
again  above,  if  I  have  been  separated  from  you  for  a  while,  in  order,  as  I 
hope  in  God,  to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  His  Son." 

Here  the  grand- father  grew  silent ;  he  looked  sadly  upon  the  boys ;  for 
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the  thought  of  a  separation  from  the  kind  leader,  and  companion  of  their 
yonth,  brought  tears  to  their  eyes,  and  hb  hands  rested  in  blessings  upon 
their  bowed  heads. 

Edmund  and  Theodore  thought  in  their  hearts,  that  they  would  ^live 
piously  like  the  honest  old  man,  that  they  might  be  blessed,  and  that  the 
kingdom  of  God  might  come  to  them  while  they  were  yet  on  earth. 

For  this  they  now  prayed  heartily^  because  then,  so  they  said  to  each 
other,  men  on  earth  would  be  as  happy  and  blessed  as  the  angels  above; 
to  whom  only  joy  and  pleasure  was  allotted,  and  no  sorrow  or  tears. 

When  the  boys  had  grown  wise  and  intelligent,  they,  like  their  grand- 
father, hastened  oyer  land  and  sea,  to  the  poor  heathen,  to  proclaim  to 
them  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  to  awaken  peace  and  love  in  their  rude 
breastfi. 

Blessings  followed  their  steps  ;  and  Christianity  flourished  where  the 
darkness  of  idolatry  had  reigned. 

Wherever  they  thought  to  hinder  the  course  of  the  new  doctrine,  the 
teachers  raised  hearts  and  hands  to  Him  from  whom  al  1  blessings  come 
with  the  heart- felt  prayer, 

'*  Thy  Kingdom  Come." 


JUDGE  NOT. 

Romans  iiv.  1-6. 

Judge  not  thy  weaker  brother, 
For  the  weakness  on  his  part ; 

But  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Receive  him  to  thy  heart. 

To  minds  that  greatly  vary 

Things  have  a  various  hue, 
And  what  may  please  thy  brother 

To  thee  may  seem  untrue. 

If  he  tastes  of  earthly  pleasure, 
From  which  thy  soul  hath  flown, 

Judge  not  by  thy  small  measure; 
For  God  received  his  own. 

And  who  art  thou  that  judgest? 

'Tis  not  to  thee  he  falls ; 
*Ti8  not  to  thee  he  standeth. 

But  t<)  his  Master^s  calls. 

Though  he  in  days  would  differ 

And  thou  no  diflerence  find, 
Judge  not ;  but  seek  through  prayer 
A  large  and  generous  mind. 
Sept.  5, 1869.  £ta  Mon  Korb. 
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A  CHAFTEB  ON  BOOKS. 


BY  THE  BDITOB. 


In  the  olden  time  there  lived  a  wealthy  man,  named  MaBcenas,  who  was 
a  great  friend  of  good  books,  and  of  the  good  people  who  wrote  them.  To 
show  his  kindness  and  gratitude  to  the  latter,  he  would  now  and  then  in- 
vite them  to  a  good  dinner.  At  table  he  would  arrange  his  guests  ac- 
cording to  the  size  and  thickness  of  the  volumes  they  had  written.  At 
the  head  sat  he  who  had  written  one  or  more  huge  folios ;  next  came  the 
authors  in  quarto ;  then  those  in  octavo,  and  so  down  to  the  unpretending 
pamphleteer. 

I,  too,  am  a  warm  friend  of  good  books,  and  of  the  good  people  who 
write  them,  albeit  no  Maecenas.  Truly  sorry  am  I,  that  I  cannot  invite 
them  to  a  sumptuous  feast,  as  they  often  ask  me  to  theirs  through  their 
writings.  I  wish  to  introduce  the  readers  of  the  ^^Guardian"  to  some  friends, 
who  would  be  very  glad  to  extend  to  them  the  hospitality  of  their  literary 
table.  And  in  starting  out  we  will  place  the  thickest  volume  at  the  head 
of  the  table  called 

CREED  AND  CUSTOMS 

Of  the  Reformed  Church  in  the  U.  S.,  by  Geo.  B.  Russell,  A.  M.,  pp. 
467.  This  excellent  popular  Hand  Book  of  the  Doctrines  and  Practices 
of  the  Reformed  Church  we  briefly  noticed  in  a  former  number  of  the 
^'Guardian."  It  has  already  reached  the  second  edition,  which  shows  that 
the  book  is  adapted  to  meet  an  important  want.  There  are  many  things 
that  the  people,  the  common  people,  too,  ought  to  know,  and  indeed  de- 
sire to  know.  Especially  things  pertaining  to  the  Church  of  which  they 
are  members.  Why  is  our  Church  called  Reformed,  and  not  Lutheran 
or  Presbyterian ?  What  is  her  history?  When  did  she  begin?  Why 
and  how  ?  What  are  her  Doctrines  ?  What  her  form  of  Church  Go- 
vernment? Why  does  and  ought  she  to  observe  the  Church  Festivals? 
These  and  a  great  many  kindred  subjects  Mr.  Russell  treats  of  in  this  vo- 
lume in  a  clear  and  pleasing  style.  It  is  a  great  convenience  to  have  a 
book  at  hand  which  gives  you  information  on  subjects  of  this  kind.  And 
very  great  service  Mr.  Russell  is  rendering  the  Reformed  Church,  by 
having  written  this  excellent  work. 

THE   LIFE  OP   CAIN. 

By  Rev.  Isaac  K.  Loos.   Phikdelphia,  S.  R.  Fisher  &  Co.,  54  North  Sixth 

Street,  pp.  170. 

This  author  is  not  unknown  to  our  readers,  as  he  has  frequently  con- 
tributed interesting  articles  to  the  pages  of  the  '* Guardian."  The  subject 
of  this  book  is  of  an  uninviting  character,  but  one  from  whose  sad  life  many 
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a  useful  lesson  can  be  deduoed,  as  this  volume  strikingly  shows.  Indeed 
in  reading  it,  one  is  surprised  to  find  how  much  can  be  said  of  and  learned 
from  one  whose  history  in  the  Bible  narrative  is  so  brief.  The  different 
chapters  of  the  book  treat  of  Cain's  parentage;  Cain's  birth  aod  name; 
Childhood  of  Cain ;  Cain's  youth ;  Cain's  marriage ;  Cain's  offering ;  etc. 

SALOMB  THE  DANGER. 

By  Rev.  I.  K.  Loos,  pp.  66.     This  little  volume  is  also  published  by  S. 

R.  Fisher  &  Co. 

Whilst  the  foregoing  volume  traces  the  life  of  a  wicked  man,  this  gives 
a  biographical  sketch  of  a  wicked  young  woman  of  the  Bihle,  in  the  per- 
son of  Salome,  the  daughter  of  Herodias.  In  writing  the  biography  of 
these  two  persons,  Mr.  Loos  weaves  into  his  narrative  much  of  the  cus- 
toms and  religious  habits  of  the  ancients  of  those  early  times,  and  also  on 
proper  occasions  be  treats  in  an  accurate  and  instructive  way  of  sacred 
geography.  The  books  are  written  for  Sunday  Schools,  but  are  no  less 
adapted  for  readers  of  maturer  tastes,  and  are  admirably  adapted  to  in- 
terest and  instruct  both  classes  of  readers. 

THE  OLD   SCHOOL   MASTER. 

By  Franz  Hoffman.  Translated  by  Lewis  Henry  Steiner.  Philadelphia, 
Reformed  Church  Publication  Board,  54  North  Sixth  Street^  pp.  231. 
We  can  conceive  of  no  subject  more  interesting  to  Sunday  School  chil- 
dren than  that  of  an  old  village  School  Master  in  Germany.  How  he 
fondles  and  flogs,  teaches  and  cons  over  the  lessons  of  the  scholars — in 
many  respects  so  wholly  different  from  the  machinery  of  an  American 
school — all  this  is  intensely  interesting.  I  wish  I  could  give  a  chapter 
or  two.  A  few  sentences  here  must  suffice.  The  book  begins  thus :  '*  The 
village  was  called  Quelldorf,  and  it  lay  right  among  the  mountains.  It 
lies  there  still ;  and  dear  reader,  if  you  hunt  over  your  map  carefully,  it 
may  be  that  you  will  find  the  place  where  it  spreads  out  its  humble  but 
hospitable  lit'le  houses  in  the  midst  of  the  green;  I  mean  the  green  of  the 
forests  and  of  the  fruit  trees  in  the  gardens.  Of  course  this  would  be  in 
Summer,  because  in  Winter  the  white  snow  takes  the  place  of  the  fresh 
green  leaves.  Now  it  was  in  Quelldorf  that  the  old  School  Master  lived. 
He  was  a  brave,  honest  Christian  man.  And  if  you  were  to  seek  carefully 
over  the  whole  earth,  you  wouldn't  find  many  like  him.  Diligent  in  bu- 
siness, and  faithful  in  the  performance  of  his  duties^  and  yet,  when  all  his 
work  was  finished,  and  the  time  for  recreation  had  arrived,  good  and 
amiable.'' 

On  one  side  of  the  little  leaf  of  this  volume  we  read :  ^*  This  book  is 
published  by  the  Fund  of  the  Reformed  Sunday  School,  of  Hanover, 
York  County,  Pa." 

FATHER   MILLER. 

By  Franz  Hoffman.  Translated  by  Lewis  Henry  Steiner.  Philadelphia. 
Reformed  Church  Publication  Board,  54  North  Sixth  Street,  pp.  176. 
In  thb  book  good  Franz  Hoffman  telk  the  story  of  an  honest,  hard- 
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working  father  in  Germany,  who  with  his  thridj  housewife  hegat  and 
trained  up  for  the  Lord  a  large  family.  Much  of  the  simple,  devout  reli- 
gious habits  and  trials  peculiar  to  the  Fatherland  are  interwoven  with  this 
story.  **  This  book  is  published  by  the  Fund  of  the  Trinity  Sunday 
School  of  the  Reformed  Church,  York,  Pa/'  Our  Sunday  Schools  will 
be  pleased  with  Dr.  Steiner's  excellent  translation  of  these  books.  I  can 
imagine  how  many  little  folks  will  forget  to  get  sleepy  on  the  coming  long 
winter  evenings,  while  they  are  poring  over  these  charming  volumes. 

HOLY-DAY  STOaiES. 

Christmas,  Good  Friday,  Easter,  Ascension,  Whitsunday.  Translated  by 
E.  H.  Schively,  Philadelphia,  Reformed  Publication  Board,  54  North 
Sixth  Street,    pp.  112. 

All  the  children  love  holy-days,  and  g^d  holy-day  stories.  Not  your 
frothy,  nonsensical  stuff,  which  can't  get  through  twenty  pages  without 
getting  some  one  to  commit  murder  or  do  some  other  dreadful  thing.  But 
good  stories,  that  tell  us  what  these  holy-days  mean,  and  ho«7  good  people 
spent  them.  Such  this  volume  contains.  Stories  full  of  juice  and  spice, 
such  as  children  love  to  read. 

"  This  book  is  published  by  the  Fund  of  the  Zion  Sunday  School,  of 
the  Reformed  Church,  Chambersburg,  Pa.''  We  are  pleased  to  find  the 
above  Sunday  Schools  leading  the  way  in  the  publication  of  good  Sunday 
School  books.  Thereby  they  will  teach  the  children  of  the  Church  tor 
generations  to  come. 

THE   COTTAGE   BY  THE   LAKE. 

Translated  from  the  German,  by  Miss  R.  H.  Schively.  Philadelphia,  Lu- 
theran Board  of  Publication,     pp.  160. 

This,  like  the  three  foregoing  volumes,  is  a  translation  from  the  Ger- 
man. It  gives  a  graphic  picture  of  a  godly  German  family.  In  a  small 
cottiige  by  a  lake  lived  a  small  farmer — that  is,  his  farm  was  small.  The 
two  parents,  three  little  ones,  and  a  blind,  godly  grandmother,  constituted 
the  family.  How  they  vainly  strove  to  make  ends  meet  from  the  pro- 
ceeds of  their  few  acres;  how,  "  when  the  need  was  sorest,  God's  help  was 
nearest "  the  narrative  pleasingly  shows.  All  the  above  Sunday  School 
books  are  embellished  with  neat  engravings;  just  such  pictures  as  would 
please  children.  Miss  Schively  has  made  a  good  translation.  Indeed  the 
books  read  more  like  original  than  translated  works.  The  style  is  so  easy 
and  natural.  Very  much  pleased  am  I  that  these  volumes  have  been 
written,  translated  and  published  in  such  an  attractive  form.  The  writers 
are  all  friends  and  co  workers  of  the  "  Guardian." 


The  Use  op  Trials. — When  a  founder  has  cast  his  bell,  he  does  not 
presently  fix  it  in  the  steeple,  but  tries  it  with  his  hammer,  and  beats  it 
on  every  side  to  see  if  there  be  any  flaw  in  it.  Christ  does  not,  presently 
afler  He  has  converted  a  man^  convey  him  to  heaven ;  but  suffers  himfirst 
to  be  beaten  upon  by  many  temptations,  and  then  He  exalts  him  to  his 
crown. 
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CHRYSALIDES. 

BT  ETA  MON  KORE. 

Earth-life,  in  its  myriad  forms,  has  not  a  more  beautifully  expressive 
representatioD,  than  a  butterfly  hovering  over  its  chrysalis.  Surveyed  as 
a  symbol,  how  much  is  comprised  in  this  little  body  of  earth-dust,  which 
enshrines  and  fetters  Psyche's  wings  !  Thus  the  soul's  wing  is  impeded. 
We  know  there  is  a  change  awaiting  us  all,  though  the  time  of  enfran- 
chisement we  know  not.  How  often  we  would  rise  above  every  vain  and 
selfish  thought  and  like  the  lark,  fair  image  of  a  buoyant  spirit,  soar  to 
heaven  on  wings  of  song !  Instead  of  finding  ourselves  translated  into 
regions  of  celestial  light;  this  body,  the  chrysalis,  lazy  and  heavy  with 
sleep,  tarries  amidst  the  mean,  trivial  things  of  time. 

Certain  it  is  that  there  is  a  reciprocal  influence  between  body  and  spirit 
which  sooner  or  lator  must  cease,  so  far  as  the  chrysalis  of  earth  is  con- 
cerned. Yet  besides  there  are  a  thousand  nameless  influences,  continual- 
ly bearing  upon  the  hidden  life  within,  unseen  though  not  unfelt.  Else 
wherefore  these  moments  of  joy,  often  so  closely  followed  by  intense  grief 
and  relieved  by  moments  of  calm  serenity  over  life's  chequered  way  ? 
Wherefore  this  strange  blending  of  hopes  and  imagination  with  the  reality, 
causing  every  atom  of  life  to  be  full  of  feeling,  and  every  pulsation  either 
a  throb  of  joy  or  pain  ? 

Cheerfulness  is  a  heavenly  virtue  that  needs  cultivation ;  one  will 
flourish  as  little  without  it  as  a  garden  untilled.  It  is  a  great  self-denial 
to  smile  when  the  heart  is  heavy,  and  what  heart  is  not  burdened  at  times 
with  sadness  by  these  external  influences?  When  we  see  loved  ones 
fade  away  from  our  sight ;  bright,  cherished  hopes  turn  to  ashes ;  poi- 
son secretly  mixed  in  the  chalice  of  friendship  by  cruel  hands,  and  dear 
friends  become  estranged,  it  is  then  we  know  what  it  is  to  weep.  Bear 
it  cheerfully ;  all  is  earthy;  a  little  while  longer  and  the  last  trial  is  num- 
bered ;  a  little  while  longer  and  all  thy  tribulation  is  over.  So  the  lips 
say;  but  in  the  silent,  lonely  watches  of  the  night,  the  placid  light  of 
the  stars,  beams  upon  the  eyes  btreaming  with  tears  and  lips  praying, 
Father^  forgive  the  wish  of  thy  $tnc7cen  child  to  he  already  there.  Oh  !  it 
seems  very  hard  to  be  misunderstood  in  life,  to  have  our  purest  motives 
and  desires  overshadowed  by  clouds  of  evil  construction,  and  find  a  dearth 
of  human  sympathy,  just  when  most  we  feel  an  aching  void.  Yet  it  is 
under  this  chrysalis  that  our  spiritual  Psyche  beautifully  develops  herself 
for  a  loftier  flight. 

"A  merry  heart  doeth  good  like  a  medicine,"  and  a  cheerful  counte- 
nance is  a  great  treasure.  We  say  to  all,  laugh  as  often  and  as  hearty  as 
you  can ;  and  when  troubles  CDmC;  weep  as  little  as  you  must.     But  come 
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tbey  will,  if  we  uDderstand  anything  at  all  of  outer  influence  and  inner 
disappointment.  Sorrow  has  a  refining  influence,  which  must  not  be 
cherished.  When  the  fountains  of  tears  too  easily  overflow,  the  heart 
becomes  too  tender  to  sustain  the  trials  of  life.  Yet  there  is  a  sorrow 
that  deserves  cultivation.  There  is  that  which  is  sown  in  tears,  but  ulti- 
mately yields  a  harvest  of  rejoicing.  It  is  a  savor  of  life  unto  eternal  life. 
Tears  of  penitence  wash  the  heart  purer  than  all  the  liquid  drops  in  the 
unfathomable  deep.  It  is  under  this  chrysalb  that  the  soul  is  most 
beautifully  prepared  for  the  heavenly  mansions. 

The  feelings  of  many  a  mother  are  continually  tried  by  her  manifold 
household  cares,  with  all  their  concomitant  difficulties  and  perplexities. 
Too  many  endure  these  against  their  inclination  and  manage  them  from 
a  mere  sense  of  duty.  Nay  they  regard  them  as  the  chrysalides  under 
which  only  homers  Psyche  can  develop  herself,  and  the  meanest  duty  will 
appear  elevated  and  ennobled  in  the  light  beaming  over  from  the  distant 
ridges  of  eternity. 

It  is  not  agreeable  to  proud  nature  to  bend  humbly  before  the  world, — 
to  have  the  eye  continually  turned  within,  and  behold  self-knowledge 
usurp  the  place  of  self-esteem,  and  all  thoughts  of  vain  conceit  turned  to 
dust;  yet  this  homely  chrysalis  gives  birth  to  humility,  sweetest  and 
fairest  of  heavenly  graces.  However  fettered  the  spirit  may  seem  within, 
let  us  preserve  our  soul  in  patience  unto  the  time  when  over  it  shall 
hover  a  thing  of  beauty  too  radiant  with  joy  for  language  to  express, 
brightening  the  august  morn  of  the  Eesurrection. 


BEVEItEND  INVENTOBS. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 

It  is  a  fashion  finding  much  favor  among  a  certain  style  and  class  of 
men,  to  represent  the  Clergy  as  an  Order  of  drones  and  idlers  in  the  big 
hive  of  humanity.  All  are  said  to  be  a  very  lazy  set,  from  the  Monks  down 
to  the  busiest  Evangelist.  And  if  even  some  little  credit  be  allowed  them 
for  a  purely  Professional  diligence,  that  is  neutralized  again,  it  seems^ 
since  it  comes  but  "  Once  a  Week,"  **A11  the  Year  Round/'  and  on  Sun- 
days, when  every  real  worker  rests. 

We  will  briefly  enumerate  some  extraordinary  results,  which  the  world 
and  mankiod  owe  to  the  mind  and  labors  of  the  clergy.  And  in  doing  so, 
we  will  pass  over  the  Universities,  Colleges,  and  various  institutions  of 
Learning,  Charity,  and  Eeform^  which  have  been  and  are  still  founded 
and  manned  by  ministerial  influence  and  talent,  as  well  as  rendered  pros- 
perous through  their  ministerial  benediction.  Nor  will  we  advert  in  a 
special  manner  to  the  volumes,  the  Weekly,  Monthly,  and  Quarterly 
sheets  which  are  from  time  to  time  flowing  from  their  pens.  All  this 
falls  under  the  caption  of  science,  and  requires  only  head-work — brain- 
work — which  is  just  no  work  at  all! 
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We  will  merely  eDumerate  the  various  works  of  Art,  and  of  the  useful 
arts,  too,  which  are  traced  directly  back  to  the  sleepy  heads  and  awkward 
fiogers  of  clergymen.  Let  us  see  whether  it  is  true,  that  ministers  labor 
exclunvely  for  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  or  whether  they  do  not  also  work 
out  salvation  for  themselves  and  others  in  this  life,  as  well.  Perhaps 
some  may  learn  to  see,  that  they,  in  the  midst  of  reviling,  are  actually  ap- 
propriating unto  themselves  clerical  benefits,  and  are  thus  guilty  of  base 
ingratitude,  no  less  than  of  falsehood. 

1.  The  Arithmetical  Numbers  are  of  Arabian  origin,  we  know.  But 
the  Monk  Gerbert,  who  became  Pope  Sylvester  II.,  first  introduced  tbem 
in  Europe,  A.  D.,  991,  and  thereby  laid  the  foundation  to  all  Mathemati- 
cal Science  throughout  the  whole  civilized  world.  However  small  a  part 
the  members  of  his  Fraternity  may  be  supposed  to  play  in  the  great  **  Va- 
nity Fair"  of  this  life,  it  is  a  question  whether  those  of  other  callings 
could  figure  quite  as  largely  as  they  do,  had  not  this  clericus  at  least 
supplied  them' with  numbers.  It  is  much  easier  to  multiply  figures  after 
we  know  and  have  them  at  hand — not  so  easy  to  invent  tbem. 

2.  The  Art  of  Hand-  Printing —  Chirotypography^  claims  a  monk  of  the 
10th  century  for  its  father.  Guttenherg  and  Faust  are  generally  allowed 
to  share  all  the  honor  of  having  invented  the  mighty  engine  of  civiliza- 
tion. We  will  not  pluck  a  single  feather  from  their  caps,  that  is  lawfully 
there.  But  let  us  not  wholly  ignore  a  now  nameless  Monk,  to  whose 
original  and  primal  result  the  universally  reputed  inventors  merely  added 
improvements.  Long  ere  the  *'  Printing  Press"  properly  so  called,  was 
set  in  motion,  in  1436,  ^  Hand-Printing'  had  been  in  vogue.  Nor  should 
this  surprise  us.  What  more  natural  than  that  those  Monks,  who  toiled 
assiduously  in  their  Cloisters  over  huge  manuscripts,  which  were  to  be  co- 
pied and  recopied  again  and  again,  should  think  severely  and  effec- 
tively on  some  mechanism,  by  which  time  and  labor  might  be  saved  them  ? 
They  were  to  be  benefited  by  it,  in  the  most  direct  way,  during  that  age, 
and  the  wonder  is  not  then,  that  one  of  their  own  number  should  have 
planned  and  executed  the  first  instrument  for  Printing.  The  question  is, 
would  there  have  been  a  Guttenherg  and  a  Faust,  had  there  not  been  just 
such  a  Monk  before  them  ?  Facile  est  invenfis  addere.  A  New  England 
Orator  delivers  an  admirable  lecture  on  "The  Lost  Arts."  We  think,  in 
his  hands  a  Dissertation  on  "  The  Lost  Artists,"  would  prove  equally  in- 
structive to  the  living  and  more  just  and  fair  to  the  dead. 

3.  The  Notes  of  the  Gamut  were  first  set  and  sung  by  the  Abbe  Guide 
in  1124.  To  this  arrangement  all  musical  science  owes  its  present  state 
of  perfection.  Naturally  enough,  many  improvements  were  attached  and 
grew  out  of  the  germinal  invention  ;  but  to  conceive  the  prolific  idea — 
that  was  the  difficulty  which  a  Divine  overcome.  It  was  through  clerical 
hands,  then,  that  the  musical  scaffold  was  raised. 

4.  Clocks  commenced  to  tick  and  mark  the  course  of  Time,  between 
the  10th  and  12th  centuries;  but  not  until  the  figuring  Pope  Sylvester, 
with  his  Fellows,  Pacifico  and  William  of  Hirschau,  had  drawn  many  a 
diagram  on  the  walls  of  their  study-cells.  To  them  the  world  owes  many 
thanks  for  the  facilities  afforded  it  to  answer  so  readily  the  oft-repeated 
query :  "  What  time  is  it  f " 
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5.  A  mode /or  instructing  the  Blind  and  Dumb  was  not  left  for  our 
philaothropic  age  to  disoover,  as  manj  are  iDclined  to  thiDk.  Pedro  da 
Ponce,  another  man  in  Holy  Orders,  compassionated  such  unfortunates, 
and  thought  and  prayed  long  over  an  invention  by  which  light  might  be 
let  in  their  dark  mental  chambers.  In  1570  the  basis  was  laid  to  that 
system,  now  greatly  perfected,  by  which  the  blind  see,  the  deaf  hear,  and 
the  dumb  speak. 

6.  Guvpowder  was  first  compounded  by  the  Monks,  Schwartz  and 
Anelzen^  about  the  year  1320.  Centuries  later,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Forsythe, 
of  the  Presbyterian  Church,  first  applied  detonating  powder  to  fire-arms. 
Thus  two  ''  men  of  peace  "  were  confessedly  warlike  inventors,  whilst  their 
discoveries  exerted  a  most  remarkable  effect  on  the  destinies  of  Nations. 
And  lest  the  inventions  of  such  men  should  seem  hardly  reconcilable  with 
their  character  and  calling,  let  us  remember,  that  there  is  a  Providence  in 
things,  by  which  the  wrath  of  man  is  turned  into  praise  and  beneficence. 
**  It  has  entirely  changed  the  aspect  of  war.  It  has  revolutionized  mili- 
tary tactics.  Besides  its  beneficial  influence  on  internal  improvements,  it 
has,  strange  to  say,  softened  and  mitigated  the  horrors  of  war,  and  greatly 
diminished  the  number  of  those  who  fall  in  battle.  Thousands  formerly 
fell,  where  hundreds  iall  now.  Take,  for  example,  two  of  the  most  deci- 
sive engagements  recorded  in  history :  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  and  the 
Battle  between  Poictiers  and  Touis  in  732,  when  Charles  Martel  defeated 
the  Saracens.  In  the  former,  the  t«tal  amount  killed  and  wounded  on 
both  sides  was  about  55,000,  of  whom  perhaps  not  half  were  killed ; 
whereas  in  the  latter  the  Saracens  alone  had  100,000 — ^some  say  300,000 
killed.  Or,  let  any  one  review  Roman  Antiquities  and  then  glance  over 
the  Records  of  the  Great  Rebellion,  if  he  would  become  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  our  remark. 

7.  Tlie  Power-Loomy  was  invented  by  the  Reverend  Dr.  Cartwright,  an 
Episcopal  Clergyman  in  England.  He  succeeded  in  producing  most  won- 
derful results  in  benefiting  man.  The  comforts  of  a  large  class  were 
leveled  upwards,  and  an  untold  amount  of  irksome  toil  spared  to  weary  men. 
Though  this  Reverend  '  idler '  did  not  enter  upon  manual  labor  with  rolled- 
up  sleeves  and  bate  feet^  was  it  nothing  then  to  relieve  his  fellow- men 
through  all  coming  generations? 

8.  The  Gingham  and  Harness  Looms  owe  their  origin  to  the  Reverend 
Enoch  Burt,  a  Congregational  Minister  of  Conn.  Strange  that  clergy- 
men, if  they  are  iodeed  an  indifi*orent  class  of  men,  should  think  at  all  of 
plans  and  inventions,  by  which  to  aid  others,  toiling  in  spheres  so  foreign 
to  their  own.  And  should  they  even  think  of  them,  the  wonder  is  they 
are  not  too  inactive  to  move  a  finger  for  the  purpose  of  executing  their 
designs — the  lazy,  shiftless  set!  A  lady  was  once  asked,  whether  she  had 
an  invitation  to  a  neighbor's  party  Y  *'  No,"  said  she ;  '*  but  my  dishes 
have.''  Clergymen  may  not  themselves  work  in  shops,  factories  and  fields, 
and  yet  the  actual  laborers  may  be  enjoying  the  *  benefit  of  the  clergy,' 
through  the  tools,  implements^  and  machines  which  they  daily  handle. 

9.  The  Hot  Air  Engine  was  first  constructed  and  set  a  going  by  the 
Reverend  R.  Stirling,  another  Presbyterian  minister,  unless  our  authority 
declares  falsely.  Consequently,  more  things  than  '  dry  sermons '  have 
come  from  a  Pastor's  study. 
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10.  Balloons  were  first  made  to  float  and  fly  in  the  air  by  Francis  Lana, 
a  Jesuit.     Please  speak  at  least  one  good  word  for  the  society  then. 

11.  Craig\  great  Telescope  takes  its  name  from  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Craig  of  England,  its  constructor.  It  is  said  to  exceed  all  others  in 
power.  Some  idea  of  its  strength  may  be  formed  from  the  fact,  that  it 
magnifies  the  light  of  the  Moon  40,000  times.  He  must  have  been  terri- 
bly "  moon-slruck,^'  but  still  no  Lunatic. 

12.  Improved  Stoves  and  Heat-consnming  Smelting  Furnaces  have  for 
their  inventor  the  very  venerable  and  Reverend  Dr.  Nott,  for  many  years 
President  of  Union  College.  His  labors  were  appropriated  by  others, 
shortly  after  they  were  actualized,  revamped  abroad,  and  chronicled  as  re- 
importations.    This  he  did  along  with  warming  hearts  and  saving  souls. 

13.  Diflc's  Accountant  is  now  used  in  almost  every  Printing  Establish- 
ment, for  the  purpose  of  labeling  Newspapers  with  the  names  of  subscri- 
bers. Its  originator  is  the  Ueverend  Mr.  Dick,  an  American  Clergyman. 
It  is  a  patent  that  pays  well.  He  has  had  it  extended  tor  ten  years  longer, 
against  the  fiercest  protests  of  the  Printers.  We  are  glad  of  it.  *  Go  it,' 
Brother  Dick ! 

14.  The  Reaping  MncMne  was  invented  in  1828  by  the  Reverend  Dr. 
Patrick  Bell,  a  Scotchman.  Just  think  of  that!  He  was  a  farmer's  son, 
and  while  yet  a  student  in  college  he  planned  the  machinery,  using  it  for 
the  first  time  during  the  following  year  on  his  brother's  farm  in  Perth- 
shire. 

We  append  the  following  from  the  Philadelphia  Press: — 
In  September,  1867,  before  the  British  Association  for  the  Advance- 
ment of  Science,  then  in  session  at  Dundee,  which  is  only  a  few  miles 
from  the  parish  of  which  he  was  pastor,  Dr.  Bell  gave  an  account  of  the 
origin  of  his  labor-saving  invention,  and  the  various  steps  by  which  it  ad- 
vanced into  practical  working  order.  He  says:  **  One  evening  after  tea, 
while  Walking  in  my  father's  garden,  my  eyes  caught  a  pair  of  gardener's 
shears  sticking  in  the  hedge.  I  seized  them  by  the  handles,  which  pro- 
truded, and  I  proceeded  to  snap  at  the  twigs  of  the  thorns.  My  mind 
was  full  of  mechanics  at  the  time,  and  many  hours  were  spent  in  my  work- 
shop ;  and  contemplating  the  shears  attentively,  I  said  to  myself — here  is 
a  principle,  and  is  there  any  reason  why  it  should  not  be  applied  to  the 
cutting  down  of  the  corn  ?  Not  altogether  satisfied  with  my  performance 
on  the  hedge,  I  brushed  through  it  with  the  shears  in  my  hand  to  a  field 
of  young  oats  adjoining,  and  commenced  cutting  them  right  and  left.  It 
was  well  no  ueighboring  gossip  saw  me  at  the  unwonted  employment,  else 
the  rumor  might  have  been  readily  circulated  that  the  poor  student  had 
gone  crazed.  For  weeks  and  for  months,  by  night  and  by  day,  those 
shears  were  uppermost  in  my  thoughts,  and  I  searched  anxiously  and  in- 
defatigably  for  the  mode  in  which  they  should  be  employed.  Plan  after 
plan  presejited  itself  to  me,  and  were  put  upon  paper.  The  merits  of 
each,  and  the  likelihood  of  its  success,  were  carefully  scrutinized  and  pon- 
dered, and  eveotually  I  fixed  upon  the  plan  now  successfully  in  operation. 
This  took  place  in  the  summer  of  1827."  He  had  model  after  model 
made  by  the  village  blacksmith,  and  finally  perfected  one  that  would  work. 
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That  is,  he  hj^d  made  a  cutting,  which  he  speedily  improved  into  a  reap- 
ing machine,  which  was  successful  even  on  its  first  trial,  in  the  field, 
in  1828. 

In  the  SioHuh- American  Journal  of  the  past  week  an  extended  and 
highly  interesting  narrative  of  Dr.  Bellas  proceedings,  as  an  inventor,  is 
given.     It  says  : 

Dr.  Bell's  invention  pre(iede<l  by  seven  or  eight  years  those  of  the  ear- 
liest American  inventors.  It  is  acknowledged  to  have  been  the  first 
machine  of  the  kind,  and  it  is  recognized  as  still  being  one  of  the  best. 
As  a  recognition  of  his  important  service  to  agriculture,  Dr.  Bell  was  a 
short  time  ago  presented,  at  a  meeting  of  the  Highland  Society,  with 
a  £1,000  and  a  piece  of  plate,  which  had  been  subscribed  by  the  farmers 
of  Scotland  and  others.  About  the  same  time  he  had  conferred  upon 
him  the  honorary  degree  of  LL.D.  by  the  University  of  St.  Andrews.' 

15.  Wa$hivg  Mackinn  by  the  dozen  claim  clergymen  for  their  framers, 
but  we  have  never  heard  of  any  one  making  a  fortune  by  it.  Doubtless 
it  is  for  want  of  time  to  follow  up  the  business.  A  certain  one  remarked, 
that,  by  the  time  the  sheep  were  washed,  the  Jleece  was  left  lie! 

Be  all  this  as  it  may,  we  defy  any  one  of  the  Learned  Professions  to 
point  out  a  greater  number  of  inventors  from  out  of  their  own  ranks — and 
inventors  too  of  machinery  and  instruments,  as  useful  to  mankind.  Look 
where  you  will  and  we  are  confronted  with  evidences  of  a  spirit  devoted 
to  their  high  calling,  and  ^  diligent  in  business'  besides.  Whence  then 
the  sense  or  reason  for  the  false  and  foolish  charge  of  sloth  against  the 
clergy?  We  say  again,  though  in  other  words,  as  for  versatility  of  ta- 
lent you  can  find  it  more  largely  exemplified  in  the  ministerial  corps  than 
anywhere  else.  Dr.  Adam  Clark,  the  linguist,  theologian,  antiquarian, 
and  master  of  a  dozen  of  the  physical  sciences,  says,  the  adage  *'  too  many 
irons  in  the  fire "  has  done  the  world  much  mischief,  and  adds,  <'  put 
shovel,  tongs  and  poker,  all  into  the  fire,  and  see  that  none  of  them  burn" 
lEider), 

Another  specimen  is  given  us  by  the  same  authority : — "Alexander 
Campbell,  of  Bethany,  Virginia,  is  a  profound  linguist,  a  revival  preacher, 
school-master,  farmer,  post^master,  politician,  architect,  anatomist,  and  se- 
veral other  things  beside,  and  cannot  be  much  beat  in  any  of  them  by 
any  body." 

We  need  not  endorse  all  that  we  here  record,  and  can  still  allow  it  to 
have  its  weight.  We  close  with  the  reflection,  that  the  class  of  men,  who 
claim  to  follow  in  the  wake  of  Him  who  ^  went  about  doing  good,'  need 
not  shrink  from  a  comparison  of  their  work  with  that  of  any  other  order 
of  men  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 


A  Comparison. — A  writer  says:  "Babies  resemble  wheat  in  many 
respects. — Firstly—  neither  are  good  for  much  till  they  arrive  at  maturity; 
Secondly — both  are  bred  in  the  house,  and  also  the  flower  of  the  family ; 
Thirdly — both  have  to  be  cradled;  Fourthly — ^both  are  generally  well 
thrashed  before  tbey  are  done  with."  We  would  add  that,  Fifthly — 
too  many  get  only  half  baked. 
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AN  EAHNEST  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 

**When  I  was  seyen  years  old  I  heard  a  hymn  read  from  (he  pulpit ;  and  there 
was  one  verse  of  it  that  thrilled  me  so,  that  I  could  fancy  myself  hearing  it  being 
read  now.  I  remember  it  to  this  day,  though  I  have  never  heard  the  hymn,  nor 
seen  it,  since. 

Youth  when  devoted  to  the  Lord, 

Is  pleasing  in  His  eyes  ; 
A  flower  when  offered  in  the  bud. 
Is  no  vain  sacrifice. 

With  the  invitation  of  that  hymn,  it  was  as  though  I  was  caught  up  into  a  hea  - 
yen  of  resolution  and  hope."     (£uthanasy). 

I  recently  received  a  letter  wbicli  I  wish  to  lay  before  our  readers. 
Had  the  poor  modest  girl  who  wrote  it,  dreamed  that  her  note,  written 
with  trembling  hands,  should  ever  be  read  by  anybody  but  myself,  or  be 
printed,  she  would  have  sent  her  precious  offering,  without  any  words  of 
her  own.  Should  this  number  of  the  "  Guardian  "  ever  meet  her  eyes,  I 
hope  she  will  forgive  me  for  using  her  letter  and  its  lesson  to  do  good  to 
others. 

Denver  City,  Colorado  Territory, 

Tuesday,  Sept.  7,  1869. 

Dear  Sir  : 

I  lately  read  your  appeal  in  the  Child's  Treasury,  for  aid  for  the 
Orphans'  Home,  at  Womelsdorf.  I  determined  to  do  something  for  the  Home.  I 
am  only  fifteen  years  old,  but  I  love  Jesus  who  has  said,  *' Inasmuch  as  ye  have 
done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these,  my  brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  me."  I 
teach  an  infant  class  in  our  Suuday  School.  Thinking  that  my  class  would  like 
to  work  for  our  Saviour,  as  well  as  I,  I  asked  them  if  they  would  like  to  do  some- 
thing for  the  orphans.  They  thought  it  would  be  a  good  plan.  So  we  agreed  to 
keep  our  missionary  money  until  we  had  two  dollars. 

We  have  been  a  long  time  gathering,  but  have  the  money  now.  It  is  not  much, 
but  I  pray  God  it  may  do  a  little  good.  I  have  a  class  of  seven  little  girls.  We 
are  all  poor,  and  that  is  the  reason  we  cannot  send  more.  We  have  done  what  we 
could.  Will  not  others  try  and  do  something  for  the  orphans  too  ?  May  God  pro- 
tect and  provide  for  the  dear  orphans.  Oh,  plead  with  Him  ;  He  will  surely  re- 
deem His  promise. 

I  long  for  the  time  when  all  my  scholars  shall  be  brought  into  the  fold  of  the 
Good  Shepherd.  My  tears  and  entreaties  with  them  seem  to  come  back  to  me  as 
words  void  of  meaning.  But  I  will  not  distrust  our  Saviour.  In  His  own  time 
He  will  accept  them. 

Please  answer  this  letter  that  I  may  read  yours  to  my  class,  and  encourage  them 
in  trying  to  be  active  in  doing  good. 

[Yours  in  hope  of  good  to  come, 

EvANKTTE  Ulrica. 
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God  bless  the  dear  girl !  How  many  young  ladies,  many,  too,  no  more 
young,  who  are  not  "poor;"  who  spend  their  money  by  t«n  and  twenty 
dollars  on  useless  extravagances,  without  giving  one  dollar  to  Christ ! 
Many,  who  are  more  than  fifteen  years  old,  and  need  not  worry  where  to 
get  their  bread  and  clothing  from,  do  not  bring  poor  children  from  the 
street  into  the  Sunday  School,  and  therein  teach  them  the  way  of  life. 
Many  too  there  are  to  whom  Sunday  is  a  wearisome  day,  unless  they  are 
allowed  to  spend  it  in  idleness  and  in  sin.  A  large  mass  of  more  fortu- 
nate people,  having  enough  and  to  spare,  are  suffering  from  self-inflicted 
^misery.  They  love  and  care  for  nobody  but  themselves.  They  do  no 
good  which  will  live  after  them. 

Here  is  a  poor  girl  of  fifteen,  takes  seven  little  girls,  poor  like  herself, 
by  the  hand,  and  with  tears  tells  them  of  a  Saviour's  love,  and  beseeches 
them  to  walk  with  her  on  the  heavenly  way.  She  is  useful  and  happy; 
for  seven  poor  children  listen  thankfully  to  her.  For  weeks  she  and  her 
scholars  deny  themselves  of  many  a  comfort,  so  that  they  may  be  able  to 
gather  two  dollars  for  the  fatherless.  She  is  a  conscientious,  prayerful, 
and  self-denying  teacher.  Many  in  her  place  would  say,  **  We  are  too  poor 
to  do  or  give  anything  for  Christ.  That  is  for  richer  people."  How 
many  can  say :  '*  We  have  done  what  we  could  !" 

Of  course,  I  have  written  her  and  her  class  a  letter.  And  I  have  in- 
serted her  letter  in  the  *•  Guardian,"  to  show  what  even  a  girl  among  the 
lowly,  can  do  for  Christ.  Seven  immortal  souls  she  is  trying  to  train  for 
heaven.  If  she  succeeds,  which  may  God  grant,  great  will  be  her  reward. 
Thousands  who  now  consider  themselves  in  all  respects  her  superiors, 
would,  in  the  day  of  eternity,  give  worlds,  if  they  had  them  to  give,  to  get 
her  place  among  Christ^s  redeemed  people. 

'*  He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well ! 
All  other  life  is  short  and  vain; 
He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  living  most  for  heavenly  gain. . 

"  Ho  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  I 
All  else  is  being  flung  away  ; 
He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  true  things  truly  done  each  day. 

"  Be  what  thou  seemest ;  live  thy  creed ; 
Hold  up  to  earth  the  torch  divine ; 
Be  what  thou  pray  est  to  be  made; 
Let  the  Great  Master's  steps  be  thine. 

**Fill  up  each  hour  with  what  will  last. 
Buy  up  the  moments  as  they  go  ; 
The  life  above  when  this  is  past, 
Is  the  ripe  fruit  of  life  below. 

*•  Sow  love,  and  taste  its  fruitage  pure  ; 
Sow  peace,  and  reap  its  harvest  bright; 
Sow  sunbeams  on  the  rock  and  moor, 
And  find  a  harvest  home  of  light." 
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GOD  REWARD  YOU  A  THOUSAND  FOLD. 


{From  the  German  of  W,  0,  von  Horn.) 


BY  REBECCA  H.  SCHIVELY. 


Into  the  count! Qs;-lioase  of  a  wealthy  Jewish  hanker,  a  gold  prince  in  a 
large  commercial  city,  which  I  will  not  name,  but  whose  initials  stand  for 
Frankfort  on  the  Main, — came  one  diy  a  poor  journeyman,  begging  either 
from  choice  or  necessity,  and  said,  with  a  bow, 

"  If  you  please,  a  poor  journeyman  I"* 

"  I  have  nothing  against  that/'  returned  the  millionaire,  smiling,  and 
giving  him  a  kreutzer.  f 

"God  reward  you  a  thousand  fold  !"  said  the  journeyman,  gratefully 

^^  And  how  much  would  that  amount  to  ?"  £>aid  the  man  of  wealth,  good- 
humoredly  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"  Sixteen  florins,  forty !" 

Little  enough,  indeed,  in  the  sight  of  one,  who  had  that  very  day  re- 
alized his  hundred  thousand  dollars,  and  so  found  himself  in  a  particularly 
gracious  mood. 

So  much  for  one  interpretation  of  the  motto  of  our  story ;  now  let  us 
illustrate  another. 

In  the  fall  of  1830,  there  wandered  through  the  Rhine  country,  another 
poor  journeyman  ;  ragged  and  destitute,  for  he  had  long  Iain  sick  at  the 
Lazaretto  in  Kaiserswerth,  and,  scarcely  cured,  had  left  that  monument 
of  Ohrbtian  love,  to  seek  for  work.  He  had,  as  yet,  found  none,  and  his 
last  kreutzer  was  expended.     Begging — the  last  resource — he  detested. 


*  Id  Germany,  every  yonng  meohanio  mast  complete  the  learning  of  his  trade  by  travel- 
ing, for  several  years,  and  working  in  different  countries.  At  the  end  of  his  term  of 
apprenticeship,  and  after  his  confirmation  and  first  communion,  he  starts  with  his  blue 
nankin  blouse  and  well  packed  knapsack,  in  which  too,  his  Bible  and  prayer-book  are 
carefully  packed.  On  all  the  thoroughfares  in  Germany,  you  meet  groups  of  these  Wan- 
ders bur-chen  (traveling  journeymen),  trudging  from  place  to  place,  working  a  few 
months  hero  and  a  few  months  there.  Work  cannot  always  be  had,  so  that  many  a  one 
lacks  the  money  to  pay  for  bis  meals.  Rarely  can  a  master  mechanic  be  found  who  sends 
him  away  hungry.  This  roving  life  exposes  the  journeyman  to  many  temptations.  Many 
a  poor  fellow  lays  the  foundation  of  an  immoral  life  on  his  "  Wanderschaft."  But  travel 
be  must,  if  be  ever  wishes  to  become  a  master  mechanic  In  starting  he  receives  a  book 
from  the  mechanics'  society  or  corporHtion  to  which  he  belongs.  In  this  ho  keeps  a  diary 
of  his  wanderings  (Wanders  buoh).  In  it,  too,  certificates  are  written  by  those  for  whom 
be  works  in  his  journey.  When  he  enters  a  place,  he  reports  himself  with  his  certificates 
to  the  members  of  his  trade  (the  Tailor  society,  or  whatever  it  be).  If  they  have  no  work, 
they  will  start  him  on  his  journey  next  morning,  with  a  few  kreutzers,  if  he  needs  them. 
(Ed.  of  Guardian.) 

t  A  kreutzer  is  equal  in  value  to  two-thirds  of  a  cent.  One  dollar  is  worth  one  hundred 
and  fifty  kreutxers. 
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He  bad  tried  it  once,  in  his  wanderings  through  Austria, — but  the  expe 
rience  had  been  bo  hard  for  the  good,  honest  fellow,  that  he  could  never 
forget  it.  Still,  it  seemed  now  the  only  resource  which  stern  necessity 
had  left  to  him,  for  hunger  pressed  hitn  sorely.  Night  was  approachia<^, 
and  he  had  had  not  a  single  kreutzer  wberewith  to  buy  bread  or  shelter. 
A  little  town  was  just  before  him  As  he  entered  it,  his  eye  fell  on  a 
little  cottage.  It  looked  neat  and  clean;  perhaps  under  that  roof  beats 
some  kind  loving  human  heart!  One  does  not  always  find  such  in  more 
stately  dwellings.  So,  in  God*s  name  he  entered,  and  knocked  at  a  door. 
"Come in  !"  said  a  woman's  voice. 

He  opened  the  door.  A  motherly  little  old  lady,  very  plainly  dressed, 
sat  by  a  window  reading,  with  spectacles  on  her  nose,  by  the  last  rays  of 
the  setting  sun.  A  keen  west  wind  whistled  abroad,  and  the  streets  were 
already  white  with  a  light  fall  of  snow.  She  looked  up  kindly  at  the 
poor,  good-natured  looking  youth,  and  a  sad  expression  flitted  over  her 
aged  countenance.  As  he  bashfully  and  stammeringly  made  his  request, 
she  glanced  again  out  of  the  window,  thought  of  her  warm,  comfortable 
room,  and  remembering  that  the  poor  boy  standing  by  the  door  must  wander, 
and  perhaps  wander  hungry  through  the  storm,  she  put  her  hand  into  a 
little  box  that  stood  before  her,  and  with  a  gentle  smile,  gave  him 
a  kreutzer. 

"  Take  it,  my  son,"  she  said,  very  kindly,  "  it  is  the  only  one  I  have. 
God  will  help  you  and  me,  if  we  keep  Him  in  our  hearts  and  before 
our  eyes  ;  only  do  not  squander  it  in  drinking,  and  His  blessing  will  be 
upon  it." 

He  received  the  kreutzer  with  a  heavy  heart. 

^'  God  reward  ynu  a  thousand  fold  !"  he  said,  very  earnestly,  and  turned 
away,  gratefully  blessing  her. 

A  bakery  was  very  near,  so  he  went  in.  The  baker,  a  stout,  pleasant- 
looking  man,  was  sitting  by  the  window,  comfortably  smoking  his  pipe. 

*'  Master,"  said  the  youth,  <'  I  am  a  poor  journeyman — I  have  lain  ill 
for  four  weeks  in  the  hospital  at  Kaiserswerth.  I  am  hungry.  The  poor 
widow  who  lives  near  here,  has  given  me  her  last  kreutzer ;  be  so  kind  as 
to  give  me  some  bread  for  it, — if  you  please,  a  good  large  piece, — I  am  so 
very  hungry  !'' 

The  baker's  countenance  wore  a  peculiar  expression,  as  he  listened. 
Then  he  said, 

"  If  the  poor  widow  has  given  you  a  kreutzer,  I  cannot  be  behind  her. 
Sit  down  by  the  warm  stove ;  frost  and  cold  go  very  hard  when  one  is 
hungry  into  the  bargain." 

Thereupon  he  went  out  and  brought  in  a  piece  of  meat  on  a  plate,  laid 
a  loaf  of  bread  beside  it,  and  said, 

*^  Eat,  my  son,  as  much  as  you  want.  You  shall  have  a  glass  of  wine, 
too ,  it  will  do  you  good."  So  he  went  to  a  little  closet  in  the  wall,  took 
out  a  flask  and  a  glass  and  poured  him  out  some  wine. 

**  Keep  your  kreutzer,"  he  added,  "  it  will  bring  you  a'  blessing  !" 

"  Ah,  Herr  Master,"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  *'  it  has  done  that  al- 
ready !"  Then  he  ate  with  a  very  hearty  relish;  but  when  the  baker 
would  have  poured  out  a  second  glass  of  wine  for  him,  he  thanked  him, 
and  said, 
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<*  I  am  too  weak  for  that.  It  might  overcome  me,  and  that  would  not 
do,  as  I  must  go  on  to-night  to  the  next  town." 

"  Why  can  jou  not  stay  here  oyer  night  V*  inquired  the  baker. 

<'  Because/'  said  the  youth,  ^'  I  have  no  money  but  the  widow's kreutzer, 
and  no  inn-keeper  will  take  me  all  night  for  that.'' 

**  That  is  true,"  replied  the  master.  "  But  I  will  not  let  you  leave  the 
town  in  such  weather  as  this.  The  snow  is  getting  very  deep.  Here ! 
take  this  money,  and  get  a  lodging  and  breakfast.  But  I  tell  you 
again  keep  the  widow's  kreutzer,  as  if  it  were  gold.  God's  blessing  b 
onitr      . 

So,  warmed,  fed,  and  refreshed,  the  youth  very  earnestly  thanked  his 
benefactor,  and  went  to  the  tavern.  There  he  told  how  he  had  been 
treated,  and  wrote  down  the  name  of  the  poor  widow,  whom  the  landlord 
knew  very  well,  that  he  might  remember  it.  Then  he  lay  down  to  rest, 
for  he  was  very  tired ;  but  not  until  he  had  prayed,  thanked  his  God,  and 
entreated  His  special  blessing  upon  the  widow  and  the  good  baker. 

How  he  would  have  rejoiced,  if  he  had  known  that  that  very  evening, 
the  baker's  daughter,  a  little  girl  of  ten  years,  had  slipped  over  to  Widow 
Albert's  with  a  pitcher  of  milk,  and  a  loaf  of  bread,  into  the  top  of  which 
the  baker  had  pushed  a  silver  dollar !  The  Lord  never  forsakes  His  own ; 
the  widow's  mite  truly,  with  His  blessing,  bore  rich  fruit. 

In  the  morning,  when  the  journeyman  came  down,  strengthened  by  re- 
pose, the  inn-keeper  poured  out  a  cup  of  coffee  for  him,  and  invited  him 
to  eat.    **  And  may  it  do  you  good  !"  he  added* 

Then,  after  a  good  breakfast,  when  the  young  man  asked  for  his  bill, 
mine  host  said, 

"  Shall  I  be  ashamed  all  my  life  before  poor  widow  Albert,  who  gave 
you  the  last  money  she  had  ?  Go,  in  God's  name  I  It  is  just  as  the  good 
baker  told  you,  a  blessing  is  on  that  kreutzer,  keep  it  as  a  treasure.'^ 

Tears  fell  from  the  young  man's  eyes;  he  pressed  the  landlord's  hand, 
and  lelt  him,  with  a  thankful, — "  God  reward  you  a  thousand  fold  I'* 

When  he  got  out  of  town,  he  took  out  the  poor  widow's  kreutzer,  kissed 
it,  and  wrapped  it  up  carefully  in  a  piece  of  paper.  What  he  murmured, 
as  he  raised  his  eyes  to  Heaven,  we  can  safely  say  was  a  blessing  on  the 
widow,  and  the  two  benevolent  men  who  had  helped  him. 

It  was,  indeed,  wonderful  I  Wherever  he  went,  he  needed  only  to  say, 
'^  A  poor  journeyman,  if  you  please,"  sometimes  only  to  take  off  his  cap, 
and  loving  gifls  were  showered  upon  him  from  all  sides.  He  suffered  no 
more  from  hunger ;  though  the  snow,  and  the  sharp  cold  west  wind  often 
penetrated  his  thin  clothing,  rendered  still  less  of  a  protection  against  the 
weather  by  the  addition  of  some  very  unnecessary  little  tohidows ;  and 
his  illness  had  rendered  him  more  sensitive  to  the  cold  than  he  could  re- 
member ever  having  been  before.  The  fever  had  left  him  too  weak  to 
travel  very  fast;  so  his  journey  seemed  as  long  as  an  honest  road  to 
wealth. 

He  was  on  his  way  to  a  city  which  was,  as  yet,  three  Rhenish  miles 
distant;  miles,  of  which  the  people  have  a  witty  saying,  that  the  fox 
measured  them,  and  added  the  length  of  his  brush  to  every  stride ;  and 
in  those  days  there  were  no  coaches  to  help  the  poor  traveler  on  by  co- 
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casionally  affording  him  a  free  seat  on  the  trunk-board  at  the  back,  as  was 
the  fashion  in  the  olden  times.  Modern  improvements  do  not  always 
leave  room  for  the  generosities  of  earlier  days  ;  and  it  would  seem  as  if 
the  coach-makers  must  have  forgotten  their  own  early  wandering,  and 
the  comfort  they  took  in  the  free  seat  behind,  or  else  were  particularly 
complaisant  toward  the  selfishness  of  those  who  sit  at  their  ease  inside  the 
coach;  for  they  have  invented  an  iron  semi-circle,  with  sharp  spikes,  to 
cover  the  board  when  there  are  no  trunks  on  it,  and  thus  robbed  the  poor 
"  wanderer  "  of  his  old  privilege.     Shame  on  such  stinginess! 

"  But  your  story  I  don't  forget  the  story  !"  says  my  reader,  and  he  b 
right. 

So  our  poor  young  friend  journeyed  on  toward  the  distant  city ;  but, 
alas,  for  him, — his  limbs  were  still  heavy  with  the  fever  and  would  no 
longer  obey  his  will.  His  step  grew  slower  and  more  feeble,  and  hunger, 
like  a  faithful  time-piece,  told  him  that  it  was  almost  noon.  Just  then 
he  came  to  a  little  valley,  opening  to  his  right.  In  it  a  beautiful  meadow 
was  spread,  and  stately  walnut  trees  were  there  ;  but  the  meadow  was 
covered  with  snow,  and  the  walnut  trees  were  leafless.  Shade  the  poor 
fellow  did  not  need — rather  a  warm  fire,  and  something  else  warm  for  the 
hollow  stomach  that  kept  telling  him  that  it  was  almost  noon.  If  it  had 
been  summer,  he  could  not  have  seen  the  pretty  mill  that  stood  behind 
the  trees,  for  their  foliage.  Now,  however,  he  could  see  it,  and  the  smoke 
that  rose  in  blue  gray  clouds  from  the  chimney,  straight  into  the  air,  in  spite 
of  the  cutting  wind  that  stiffened  the  limbs  of  our  poor  wanderer  in  his 
summer  clothes. 

He  stood  still  and  asked  himself—"  Will  I  find  kindness  there  ?*'  "The 
miller  is  too  rich !"  whispered  in  his  ear  the  evil  spirit  that  writes  down 
hard  experiences  of  life  in  the  book  of  memory — "  Go  on  !"  But  then  he 
happened  to  feel  in  his  vest  pocket  tbe  kreutzer  the  poor  widow  had  given 
him.  So  he  repulsed  the  evil  writer  of  hard  things,  and  said — and  with 
the  words  a  happy  smile  lit  up  his  thin  sallow  features, 

''*Ood*s  blessing  rests  upon  it,  if  you  and  I  keep  Him  in  our  hearts 
and  before  our  eyes  I'     So  she  said  and  I  have  found  it  true  !'' 

He  turns  quickly  to  the  right,  down  the  path,  by  the  brook,  and  so 
arrives  at  the  gate  in  front  of  the  mill  Such  a  warm,  pleasant  thought 
as  he  had  had,  puts  life  into  one, — ^but  his  rapid  walk  exhausted  his 
strength  by  the  time  he  reached  the  gate.  He  was  obliged  to  sit  down 
and  rest;  for  he  was  quite  out  of  breath,  and  so  weak  and  miserable,  that 
he  felt  as  though  he  could  go  no  further.  Just  then  two  children  came 
out  of  the  yard,  laughingly  pelting  each  other  with  snowballs;  the  one  a 
lovely  little  girl,  some  ten  years  of  age,  the  other  a  round-faced,  rosy  boy, 
somewhat  younger. 

Scarcely  did  the  little  maiden  see  the  pale  stranger,  who  sat  shivering 
on  the  cold  stone,  when  she  came  up  to  him,  and  said,  pityingly, 

"Are  you  sick  ?  " 

"  No,  dear  child,"  returned  the  young  man,  "  but  I  am  weak  and  tired, 
cold  and  hungry." 

"  Wait,"  said  the  child,  "  I  will  go  and  tell  my  mother  ! "  and  she  and 
the  little  boy  ran  into  the  house. 
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^*  A  blessing  rests  upon  it!"  said  the  youth  to  himself,  and  looked 
up  ioto  the  clear  blue  sky,  pressing  to  his  heart  the  kreutzer,  so  carefully 
wrapped  up  in  his  pocket. 

A  pretty  young  woman  was  standing  by  the  fire-place  in  the  kitchen, 
just  preparing  to  serve  a  pot  of  soup,  when  the  little  girl  came  running 
in,  and  cried, 

"  Oh,  mother  dear,  out  there  at  the  gate,  on  the  great  mounting  stone, 
sits  a  poor  journeyman,  as  pale  as  the  snow, — he  is  shivering  with  cold, 
and  he  is  so  hungry  I  Oive  him  a  dish  of  soup,  mother, — I  can  do  with- 
out mine, — please,  mother,  will  you  ?  " 

The  mother  lefl  her  ladle  in  the  soup-kettle,  and  folded  her  little  girl 
in  a  happy,  loving  embrace,  pressed  her  to  her  faithful  mother-heart,  and 
kissed  her. 

"  May  God  keep  thy  heart  ever  tender  as  it  is  now ! "  she  whispered, 
and  then  said  aloud,  ^'  Go,  call  him  in,  my  love ! "  and  the  child  ran  out. 

While  this  was  going  on  in  the  kitchen,  the  rosy-cheeked  boy  had  gone 
into  the  sitting-room  where  his  father  sat  by  the  fire,  resting  from  the 
labors  of  the  morning,  and  smoking  his  pipe. 

"  Father,"  he  cried,  earnestly,  "  have  you  any  warm  pantaloons?  " 

"  Certainly,  Carl,"  returned  the  miller,  smiling  at  his  boy's  curious 
question — "  why  do  you  ask  ?  *' 

"  Go  get  them  for  me,  will  you,  father  ?  I  want  to  give  them  to  the 
poor  young  man  who  is  sitting  shivering  with  the  cold,  out  at  the  gate. 
He  is  hungry,  and  Lizzie  has  gone  to  ask  mother  to  give  him  something 
to  eat.  He  has  nothing  on  but  thin  summer  clothes, — that  is  why  I  want 
some  of  yours  for  him." 

"And  then  what  will  I  do  in  cold  weather  ?  "  said  the  father,  with  a 
mischievous  smile,  but  a  very  happy  heart. 

*'  You  can  buy  some  more  ! "  said  the  boy,  quickly. 

"Yes,  child,  but  the  money?"  said  the  father. 

"Oh,  you  have  enough!  You  remember,  yesterday  you  came  from 
town  and  emptied  your  money-belt  before  mother, — it  was  full  of  dollars  ! 
She  helped  you  count  them.  There  were  ever,  ever  so  many,  and  you 
locked  them  up  there  in  your  desk,  and  they  are  all  there  still !  " 

"Well,  since  you  can  give  me  such  good  advice,  I  will  see  what  I  can 
do,''  said  the  miller,  as  he  kissed  his  little  boy,  and  rose  from  his  seat. 
Going  to  the  window,  he  saw  the  poor  journeyman  coming  in  conducted 
by  little  Lizzie, — his  heart  was  touched  with  compassion.  A  single  look 
showed  him  the  correctness  of  his  little  son's  account.  The  child  was 
already  outside,  and  he  could  hear  him  tell  the  youth,  as  he  pointed  to 
the  window, 

"  There  stands  father, — do  you  see  him  ?  He  will  give  you  some  warm 
clothes;  for  I  coaxed  him  to  do  it! " 

The  journeyman  stroked  the  child's  round,  glowing  cheek,  and  turned 
with  a  pleasant  smile  towards  the  window,  where  stood  the  miller.  The 
latter  immediately  opened  the  door,  saying, 

"  Come  in  here,  and  take  a  seat  by  the  fire  :  it  is  bitter  cold  out  to- 
day." 

The  journeyman  entered,  with  his  Oberland  salutation, — "  God's  greet- 
ing to  you! "  and  did  as  the  miller  had  desired  him. 
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The  miller's  pretty  young  wife  had  seen  and  heard  all  that  had  passed; 
from  the  kitchen-door,  and  now  came  in  and  offered  the  young  man  a  disl 
of  soup. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  feelingly,  '*  may  God  preserve  to  you  the  treaaure  yoB 
possess  in  your  two  lovely  children  1 " 

"  Amen !  amen ! ''  exclaimed  the  young  wife,  clasping  her  hands 
while  the  miller  wiped  his  moistened  eyes. 

The  youth  bowed  his  head,  folded  his  hands  a  moment  in  silent  prayer 
and  then  ate  his  soup.  The  miller's  wife  glanced  at  her  husband,  with  i 
significant  nod,  which  he  returned,  as  if  they  would  have  said  to  eacfa 
other^  *^This  is  not  one  of  those  worthless,  dissipated  fellows  one  meetj 
with  so  often." 

The  miller's  wife  had  made  still  another  discovery, — such  a  one  aj 
only  a  woman's  eyes  are  likely  to  make ;  which  was  that  the  young  man'i 
linen,  though  coarse,  was  clean  and  white, — a  sure  passport  to  her  heart 

'^^  Father,  are  you  forgetting?"  said  the  impatient  little  boy,  pressing 
himself  against  his  father's  knee. 

"  Thou  art  a  very  little  tyrant ! "  said  the  miller,  laughingly.  "  Hav< 
patience,  then !  I  promise,  I  will  not  forget." 

In  the  meantime,  the  mother  had  gone  into  the  kitchen,  and  LiEzi( 
had  followed  her. 

"Mother^  dear,"  she  said,  "do  you  think  that  plate  of  soup  will  b( 
enough  for  the  poor  man  ?" 

'*  No,"  replied  the  mother. 

'*  Won't  you  give  him  anything  else  ?  "  asked  the  child.  "  Oh,  mother 
he  is  so  good, — he  prays  I" 

'*Yes, — but,"  said  the  mother,  "do  you  think  we  shall  hav( 
enough?" 

"I  will  eat  only  one  piece  of  bread!"  said  the  little  one.  "  Give  hin 
my  share ;  but,  mother,  he  is  so  nice  and  clean,  let  us  ask  him  to  th< 
table, — he  might  feel  hurt,  if  we  do  not  I" 

"But  then  we  shall  not  have  room  enough,"  said  the  mother. 

"  Oh,  1  can  eat  my  piece  of  bread  by  the  stove.  I  will  sit  in  father'i 
arm-chair." 

"  Very  welj,  I  am  satisfied,"  returned  the  mother.  "  Go  in  and  se 
the  table."  The  child  hurried  off  with  the  dinner  dishes,  while  th< 
mother  folded  her  hands,  looked  reverently  up,  and  murmured, 

"  I  thank  Thee,  0  Lord  for  my  children's  loving  hearts  !  Ever  keej 
them  60 ! " 

In  the  meantime,  the  miller  had  drawn  the  journeyman  into  conversa 
tion,  and  learned  from  him,  that  he  had  been  taken  ill  of  a  fever  in  the 
country  along  the  lower  Rhine,  and  had  lain  in  the  hospital  at  Kaisers 
worth,  where  he  had  been  most  tenderly  cared  for.  But  he  had  lost  i 
great  deal  of  time,  and  as  at  this  season,  master- workmen  were  all  supplied 
with  "  hands/'  he  feared  that  it  would  be  difficult  for  him  to  find  em< 
ployment. 

"  What  is  your  trade  ?"  inquired  the  miller. 

"  I  am  a  saddler,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Perhaps  I  can  give  you  some  assistance,"  said  the  miller,  "  I  will 
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write  a  few  lines  for  you  to  take  to  my  saddler  in  tlie  city.     One  of  his 
journeymen  died  very  lately." 

"  I  should  be  very  thankful  to  you  !  "  exclaimed  the  youth,  earnestly. 
"Traveling  at  this  season  is  very  hard,  indeed,  especially  when  one  has 
not  sufficient  clothing.  Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  write  now  V*  he 
asked.    *'I  should  like  to  start  soon;  for  I  cannot  go  very  fast." 

"  I  believe  you,"  said  the  miller,  "  but  I  can  help  you,  as  to  that,  too. 
My  servant  is  going  at  three  o'clock  to  the  city  with  some  flour.  You 
can  have  a  seat  in  the  wagon,  and  go  easily  and  quickly." 

This  would  have  been  a  most  welcome  announcement,  if  it  had  not  been 
for  the  summer  clothing,  through  which  the  east  wind  whistled  without 
let  or  hinderance.  As  it  was,  the  young  man  thankfully  accepted  the 
kind  offer,  hoping  by  walking  part  of  the  way,  to  overcome  the  effects  of 
the  frosty  wind  by  motion,  as  he  knew  that  the  loaded  wagon  could  not  go 
very  rapidly. 

The  miller  went  to  his  desk  and  wrote  the  note.  It  was  so  pleasant  by 
the  warm  fire,  that  soothed  by  Lizzie's  busy  sounds  of  preparation,  as  she 
8et  the  long  table,  and  arranged  the  plates  on  it,  the  youth  fell  asleep. 
He  dreamed  of  F&r^,  satisfying  food,  of  a  comfortable  bed,  of  sweet  sleep, 
of  work  and  an  end  of  wandering,  and  the  like,  until  he  felt  the  touch  of 
a  little  hand,  and  Lizzie  whispered  in  his  ear, 

'*  You  must  not  sleep  now  !  We  are  sitting  down  to  dinner  I  "  He 
woke  and  thanked  the  dear  child. 

The  miller  was  ready  with  his  note, — had  just  sanded  the  address, — 
and  now  gave  it  to  the  young  man   saying, 

**  Jacob  has  to  go  to  the  saddler's.  You  can  go  with  him,  so  you  are 
certain  of  not  losing  your  way." 

The  young  mam  now  received  the  letter  with  thanks,  and  put  it  into 
his  pocket  book.  Just  then  a  little  bell  rang  outside  the  door, — the 
miller's  little  bon  would  never  let  any  one  ring  it  but  himself,  and  the 
f^ervant  men  and  women  came  in.  And  the  mother,  who  had  superin- 
tended the  preparation  of  the  savory  meal,  now  came  in  and  pushed  the 
plates  a  little  closer  together,  and  set  another  one  down,  saying  smilingly 
to  her  husband, 

"  Do  you  know,  our  good  little  Lizzie  begged  me  to  ask  this  young  man 
to  the  table ;  she  wanted  to  dine  on  a  piece  of  bread,  and  sit  in  your  arm- 
chair. But,  Lizzie,"  she  continued  caressing  the  blushing  child,  "  you 
see,  we  shall  have  room  enough,  and  you  shall  sit  close  beside  me  to-day." 
The  miller  smiled,  gently  pinched  the  little  girl's  cheek,  and  went  to 
his  place,  with  the  words,  **  In  God's  name  ! "  All  stepped  to  their  places, 
the  miller's  wife  nodded  pleasantly  to  the  journeyman,  and  showed  him 
his  seat.  Then  all  folded  tbeir  hands,  and  the  miller  said  a  short,  rever- 
ent grace,  and  all  sat  down  to  the  table. 

After  the  meal,  the  miller's  wife  returned  thanks,  all  again  standing. 
They  remained  standing  a  ^q^  minutes,  while  the  miller  appointed  to  each 
of  the  men  his  work  for  the  afternoon. 

Our  poor  young  friend  felt  soul  and  body  more  refreshed  and  strength- 
ened than  they  had  been  for  many  a  long  day.     While  the  servant  was 
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loading  the  wagon  with  flour,  the  miller  brought  a  stout,  thick  pair  of 
pantaloons,  which  would  fit  the  young  man  very  well,  as  he  was  about 
the  same  height  as  himself. 

"  Draw  them  over  your  thin  ones,"  said  he.  "  You  will  not  be  too  warm 
in  the  wagon  :  and  if  you  should  feel  cold,  I  think  you  can  get  out  and 
run  sometimes ;  for  the  horses  will  have  to  go  very  slowly,  at  least  here 
and  there.*' 

(jTo  he  continued.) 


THY  WILL  BE  DONE  ON  EARTH  AS  IT  IS  IN  HEAVEN. 


K.    E.    H. 


When  Jesus  Christ,  our  divine  Friend  and  Redeemer,  yet  walked  on 
earth,  He  sometimes  went  to  Bethany^  where,  in  peaceful  quiet,  dwelt 
H  is  dearest  friends. 

There  He  rested  and  indulged  in  familiar  conve^atiqn  with  Hb  be- 
loved Lazarus  and  the  pious  sisters,  Mary  and  Martha. 

The  quiet  Mary  heard  Him  most  joyfully  ;  she  could  sit  at  His  feet 
whole  days  and  listen  to  His  tender,  loving  and  infinitely  wise  discourse. 
It  seemed  to  her  as  though  she  were  lifted  far  above  earth  with  its  cares 
and  sorrows,  and  carried  above  with  her  heavenly  Friend,  to  the  place 
whence  He  had  brought  the  blessed  knowledge  which  had  filled  her  heart 
with  joy ',  above  into  the  land  of  the  angels. 

It  was  always  a  festival  day  for  this  little  family  when  this  most  hon- 
ored guest  arrived,  and  they  sought  eagerly  to  make  the  hours  which 
He  passed  in  Bethany  bright  and  happy ,  they  strove  to  put  the  trusting 
love,  and  silent  reverence  of  their  hearts  into  the  day.  He  loved  to  walk 
with  Lazarus  in  the  shade  of  the  olive  trees,  or  to  sit  in,  that  peaceful 
home  with  the  sisters.  Then  teachings  full  of  wisdom  and  power,  and 
words  of  faith  and  love  fell  from  His  lips.  Unwillingly  they  saw  Him 
depart,  and  always  begged  the  promise  of  an  early  return. 

Once  when  He  had  left  His  beloved  Bethany  to  fulfill  His  hard,  but 
blessed  calling,  to  teach  and  to  rebuke  men,  to  heal  the  sick  and  to  call 
all  to  faith  and  a  pious  life,  another  guest  knocked  at  the  door  of  Laza- 
rus' humble  home ;  not  like  Jesus,  a  friendly  form  of  light,  but  a  dark, 
gloomy  guest,  whom  no  one  willingly  admits  to  his  home,  and  whom  no 
one  can  dismiss;  it  was  Death.  He  laid  his  cold,  bony  hand  upon  Laza- 
rus, and  drew  him  down  into  his  dim,  unknown  kingdom.  It  seemed  to 
his  sisters  as  though  they  must  go  down  to  the  grave  with  their  dearly- 
loved  brother ;  as  though  every  pleasure,  every  joy  of  life,  all  peace  and 
rest  had  died  with  him.  They  wept  and  mourned  bitterly ;  they  wished 
to  sleep  with  their  brother. 

Mary  was  the  first  to  recover  her  self-command  ;  she  thought  of  Jesus, 
her  divine  Friend,  and  bow  He  had  told  her  of  a  future  meeting,  of  a 
higher  and  more  blessed  life  with  God.     She  reflected  that  God   might 
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have  taken  her  darling  brother  to  give  him  higher  and  better  joy  above, 
that  she  would  see  him  again,  and,  more  than  all,  she  remembered  that 
so  deep  a  sorrow  as  the  death  of  our  dearest  on  earth,  could  not  befall  us 
without  the  will  of  G-od.     Then  she  raised  her  tearful  eyes,  and  prayed: 

"  Father  in  Heaven,  Thy  will  be  done." 

Divine  consolation  now  filled  her  heart.  Her  whole  soul  rested  upon 
God's  fatherly  heart  with  trust  and  resignation,  well  knowing  that  His 
love  had  chosen  the  best  for  her.  She  now  tried  to  comfort  her  sister 
Martha  who  could  exercise  less  of  this  child-like  trust,  and  her  pious  re- 
signation was  gloriously  rewarded. 

Jesus,  tender  and  sympathizing,  returned  to  Bethany.  He  knew  His 
Heavenly  Father's  gracious  will,  and  at  the  door  of  His  friend's  grave, 
He  cried  with  power  given  Him  from  above,  Lazarus,  Lazarus,  come  forth  ! 
And  the  departed  one,  at  the  command  of  Jesus,  broke  from  the  arms  of 
death,  and  sank  into  those  of  sisterly  love,  and  true  friendship. 

Mary  turned  away  with  an  overflowing  heart.  She  had  not  thought  of 
such  a  glorious,  blessed  answer  to  her  prayer. 

It  was  God's  will  to  raise  her  from  the  deepest  sorrow  to  the  highest 
joy.  She  did  not  check  her  joyful  tears,  and  during  her  whole  life,  when- 
ever sorrow  or  pain  came  upon  her,  the  prayer,  "  Thy  will  be  done," 
sprang  to  her  lips. 

But  when  God's  will  does  not  thus  gloriously  turn  our  tears  and  sor- 
rows into  joy;  is  His  will  the  less  good? 

Have  we  less  cause  to  pray,  *'  Thy  Will  be  done,"  when  we  cannot  see 
our  own  good  so  plainly  ?  Oh,  no  !  even  when  undeserved  sorrow  over- 
whelms us,  it  is  useful  for  our  salvation,  although  we  cannot  see  it  imme- 
diately, and  we  should  open  our  hearts  to  the  kind  and  gracious  will  of 
God,  who  always  deals  so  faithfully  with  us. 

Therefore  will  we,  each  evening  when  we  lie  down  to  rest,  and  each 
morning  when  we  awake  to  new  life,  with  every  sorrow,  and  every  joy  of 
our  lives,  with  every  work  which  we  begin,  and  every  day's  work  which 
we  finish,  resign  ourselves  to  the  hand  of  God,  with  the  prayer, 

''Thy  Will  be  done." 


SEARCH  THE  SCBIFTUBES. 


A  little  girl  was  on  her  way  to  school,  one  morning,  with  her  arm  full 
of  bo  >ks ;  and  as  she  hurried  alorn;,  a  loose  leaf  fell  from  her  Testament. 
Ju*t  then  a  man,  who  was  an  infidel,  happened  to  pass  alonaj,  saw  the  leaf 
drop,  picked  it  up,  and  the  first  words  on  which  his  eyes  fell  were  these: 
'*  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  who- 
soever believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life." 
The  truth  struck  him  so  forcibly,  and  made  such  an  impression  on  his 
mind,  that  he  at  once  changed  his  course,  and  became  a  happy,  consistent 
Christian  man.  If  he  had  ever  read  the  Bible,  he  had  never  found  this 
Yerse,  or  if  he  had  found  it,  ha  had  never  seen  the  truth  before.     If  he 
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bad  ever  beard  tbe  mioisters  of  Christ  preach  the  Gospel,  do  sermon 
ever  affected  him  as  did  this  simple,  silent  message.  The  story  of  God's 
love  broke  bis  heart,  and  led  him  to  the  Saviour.  The  Holy  Spirit  gave 
him  light.  God  has  thrown  not  uerely  a  leaf  of  the  Bible  in  your  way ; 
He  has  placed  the  two  whole  Testaments  in  your  hands^  and  tells  you  of 
His  love  for  you  on  every  page.  Do  you  ask  God  to  send  you  His  Holy 
Spirit  to  show  you  the  truth,  and  give  you  light  ? — Nivem, 
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Correction  : — The  July  number  of  the  Guardian  contained  a  very 
readable  article,  entitled  **Altipeta,"  by  C.  G.  A.  Biillborst,  erroneously 
represented  as  a  translation  from  tbe  German.  In  justice  to  the  author  and 
to  our  readers,  we  would  state,  that  it  was  an  original  article,  and  not  a 
translation.  By  an  error  of  the  printer  the  Greek  couplet  at  the  bead  of 
tbe  article  is  ascribed  to  Mareus  instead  of  Marcus. 
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THE  BIBTH  AND  BTTBIAL  OF  LEHTJCHE  LUTHEB* 


BT  THE   EDITOR. 


Markham. 
''  Oar  friends  we  grieve  for  mttnj  days  and  years  after  the  day  of  their  loss. 

AUBIN. 

That  is  heoanse  they  are  not  a  past,  bnt  a  oontinual  loss  for  a  long  while.  Bat  of 
yoor  friends  who  died  many  years  ago,  the  very  barials  are  not  sorrowful  memories  now. 

Markham. 

Very  dreadful  life  would  be,  if  grief  for  the  departed  never  wore  oat,  but  il  does,  and 
10  u  to  leave  no  feeling  of  what  it  was.  Or  rather  I  think  our  departed  friends  bcKsome 
to  oa  what  we  eannot  weep  for.  And  the  longer  we  have  been  weeping  the  more  peaoe- 
fallj  at  last  we  give  over,  for  those  whom  we  mourn  the  most,  are  they  who  become  to 
ofl,  the  most  saintly  to  think  of. 

AUBIN. 

Tes,  they  do.  I  had  a  dear  friend  waste  away  in  my  sight,  week  by  week,  and  die. 
The  agony  of  this,  I  know,  was  great  ,*  but  I  have  no  feeling  of  what  it  was,  now.  From 
me,  at  the  time,  he  seemed  to  disappear  in  darkness.  But  my  eyes  were  blinded  with 
tears,  and  they  were  the  darkness ;  for  now,  as  I  look  back,  it  seems  to  me  as  though  be 
had  vanished  like  an  angel  of  light,  and  as  though  he  had  left  a  track  of  glory  aloqg  the 
years  daring  which  I  knew  him."    (Euthanasy.)  A 

To  most  people,  Antamn  is  a  melancholy  season.  The  chilling  dreary 
fall  rains  have  oome,  the  flowers  have  disappeared,  the  time  of  the  sing- 
ing of  birds  has  gone^  and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  no  longer  heard  in 
oar  land;  and  lo !  the  winter  is  at  the  door.  And  the  memory  of  many  a 
familiar  flower  lingers  sadly  in  our  hearts;  and  so  does  the  memory  of 
many  a  departed  friend.  Ever  and  anon  we  think  of  them  ;  think  of 
their  beauty  and  fragrance,  and  how  they  bloomed  their  life  away  for  us. 
And  DOW  they  are  returned  to  the  ungainly  dust  from  which  they  sprang, 
Without  one  feature  of  their  lovely  forms  of  months  ago.  Our  footsteps 
rustle  through  the  thick  strewn  dead  leaves  beneath  the  trees,  and  our 
thoughts  involuntarily  run  on  things  that  are  dying  and  dead.  And  as 
we  fall  to  meditating  and  musing,  the  faded  flowers  and  fallen  leaves 
preach  to  us  of  our  own  mortality.  As  they  were,  so  are  we.  As  they 
are,  so  shall  we  be.    We  all  do  fade  as  a  leaf. 

"We  have  short  time  to  stay  as  you. 
We  have  as  short  a  Spring ; 
As  quick  a  growth  to  meet  decay 
As  you  or  anything." 
21 
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Very  Daturallj  too  one  thinks  sorrowfallj  of  departed  friends,  ii 
Autumn.  If  the  heart  has  a  sorrowing  sore,  even  if  partly  healed,  it  i 
sure  to  feel  tender  in  this  season.  Now,  more  than  at  any  other  tim< 
mourners  go  ahout  the  streets,  because  man  goeth,  and  has  gone  to  hi 
long  home.  With  God*s  children,  this  grief  is  not  a  sign  of  weak  fait 
nor  of  hopeless  repining,  but  of  tender  human  feelings.  Indeed  those  € 
strongest  faith,  who  seem  to  exercise  the  greatest  self-control,  do  ofce 
lament  the  most.  Was  not  David  the  man  afler  Ood's  own  heart  ?  Y< 
how  he  grieves  over  Absalom's  death. 

We  will  take  as  an  illustration  a  chapter  out  of  Luther's  life.  Ho 
does  good  Martin  Luther  feel  and  act  at  the  death-bed  and  bier  of  h 
daughter,  Magdalene  ?  Surely  the  man  who  fears  neither  prelate,  popi 
Emperor  nor  devil,  would  haye  faith  and  firmness  to  bear  the  death  of 
child  with  manly  calmness.  Yet  the  greatest  men  have  oflen  the  tende 
est  hearts.  This  is  shown  by  Lulher  at  the  bier  and  burial  of  a  fon 
daughter.  He  says:  ''There  is  no  relation  in  life  more  lovely  an 
friendly  than  that  of  a  happy  marriage,  wherein  a  couple  lives  i 
peace  and  harmony ;  and  no  pain  is  bitterer  than  that  of  severing  famil 
ties.     I  have  felt  what  it  is  to  have  one's  children  die." 

Luther  had  twice  to  mourn  the  death  of  a  child.  First  his  babe  Catl 
arine.  less  than  a  year  old,  died.  She  sleeps  on  the  Old-God's- A  ere  i 
Wittenberg,  where  a  tombstone  with  suitable  inscription,  marks  he 
grave  to  this  day.     Aside  of  her  sleeps  a  grand-child  of  Melanchthon. 

On  the  4th  of  May,  1529,  nine  months  after  the  death  of  this  chiU 
Luther  sat  at  his  study  table,  writing  a* letter  to  his  friend,  Nichoh 
Amsdorf,  then  a  pastor  in  Magdeburg.  Kathe  sat  by  his  side,  moi 
likely  with  her  knitting  in  hand,  ready  at  any  pause  of  the  pen  for  a  m( 
ment's  chat  with  her  busy  husband.  Three  hours  later  she  gave  birth  1 
her  third  child.  On  the  following  morning,  the  happy  father,  wit 
praises  to  God  wrote  again  to  his  Magdeburg  brother^  informing  him  c 
this  domestic  event,  in  the  following  letter : 

*'  Respected  worthy  sir  I  God,  the  Father  of  all  grace,  hath  graciousl 
bestowed  upon  me  and  my  dear  Kathe  a  young  daughter.  I  pray  yov 
honor,  for  God*s  sake,  to  accept  of  a  Christian  office,  and  serve  as  a  Chrii 
tian  sponsor  for  the  poor  little  heathenness,  and  assist  her  to  become 
partaker  of  our  holy  Christianity,  through  the  heavenly  and  most  exalte 
Sacrament  of  Baptism." 

This  child  received  the  name  of  Magdalene.  She  became  a  dear  pioi 
maiden,  beloved  by  God  and  the  people;  most  of  all  beloved  by  her  foo 
parents.  Before  she  had  reached  the  age  of  fourteen,  it  pleased  the  Lor 
to  take  her  to  Himself.  The  death  of  the  good  girl  brought  great  grief  inl 
the  home  and  heart  of  Luther. 

I  have  her  picture  lying  before  me  while  writing  these  lines ;  a  cop 
of  one  taken  over  three  hundred  years  ago.  Ever  and  anon  my  eye 
glance  away  from  the  pen  and  paper  to  her  sweet  face.  A  little  roun 
cap  covers  the  cro^n  of  her  head.  She  wears  a  tidy  sack,  open  in  froi 
with  a  large  collar  half  standing,  and  with  wide  sleeves  around  the  wris 
Her  curls  hang  loosely  down  to  her  waist.  So  she  must  have  looke 
shortly  before  her  death.  So  she  may  not  look  in  all  respects  now ;  i 
her  glorified  state  still  no  older  nor  less  pure  than  in  the  picture.     Indee 
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an  aDgel  formed  after  this  model;  all  the  world,  that  had  an  eye  for 
angels,  would  pronounce  angelio. 

Luther  loved  this  ''*  Lehuche/'  as  he  fondly  called  her.  Never  would 
he  write  a  letter  to  his  Kathe  when  on  a  journey,  without  tenderly  greet- 
ing Hanschen  (his  first  horn)  and  "Lehuche."  In  January,  1542,  Lu- 
ther's mind  was  greatly  exercised  about  dying,  for  some  reason  expecting 
that  his  end  was  drawing  nigh.  He  had  his  last  will  and  testament 
carefully  written,  so  as  to  prepare  for  such  an  event.  Little  did  he  think 
that  his  dear  Lehuche  should  precede  him  to  heaven. 

In  September  of  the  same  year^  Magdalene  Luther  was  taken  very  ill. 
Hanschen,  her  brother  and  playmate,  now  a  youth  of  sixteen,  had 
for  several  years  lived  with  Luther's  intimate  friend,  Marcus  Grodel,  at 
Torgau.     With  trembling  hand  he  wrote  him  the  following  letter : 

"  Grace  and  peace,  my  dear  Marcus  Crodel.  Pray  let  not  my  son 
John  know,  what  I  am  about  to  write  to  you.  My  daughter  Magdalene 
is  deathly  sick,  and  shall  soon  go  to  her  Father  in  heaven^  unless  He 
wills  otherwise.  But  she  frets  and  sighs  so  to  see  her  brother,  that  I 
must  send  a  wagon  to  fetch  him.  They  are  so  fond  of  each  other ;  per- 
haps she  will  rally  and  recover,  when  she  sees  him  once  'more.  I  do 
what  I  can,  lest  my  conscience  might  afterwards  accuse  me  of  having 
neglected  my  duty.  Let  him  therefore  speedily  come  with  the  wagon, 
without  telling  him  why.  Ere  long  he  shall  return  to  you  again, 
whether  she  fall  asleep,  or  is  given  back  to  us.  Fare  thee  well  in  the 
Lord  I  You  may  simply  tell  him,  that  there  is  a  secret  reason,  for  his 
coming  home,  which  I  will  tell  him  when  he  arrives.  The  rest  of  us  are 
all  well.  Martin  Luther." 

The  boy  came,  and  found  his  sister  at  the  point  of  death.  For  two 
weeks  the  distressed  family  waited  and  wept,  trying  to  hope  against  hope. 
"  I  love  her  dearly/'  said  the  sobbing  father,  "  and  would  fain  keep  her 
if  our  Lord  God  would  permit  it.  Sliould  it  be  Thy  will,  dear  Lord,  to 
take  her  to  Thyself,  I  will  gladly  let  her  be  with  Thee." 

To  her  he  said :  ^^Magdalenohen,  my  dear  little  daughter,  you  would 
like  to  stay  with  your  father,  and  are  willing  too  to  go  to  your  Father  in 
heaven  ?" 

She  replied :  "  Yes,  dearest  father,  as  God  wills." 

The  night  before  her  death  her  mother  dreamed,  that  two  beautiful 
young  men  had  come  to  lead  her  to  her  wedding.  The  next  morning 
Philip  Melanchthon  heard  of  the  dream,  and  sadly  said :  "  The  young  men 
are  the  dear  angels,  which  will  come  to  lead  this  maiden  to  heaven,  to  the 
true  bridal."  Luther's  heart  almost  broke  when  he  saw  her  dying  pain. 
He  kneeled  at  her  bed-side,  wept  bitterly,  and  besought  God  to  receive 
her  to  Himself 

On  the  20th  of  September,  1542,  at  9  o'clock  in  the  evening,  she 
fell  asleep  in  her  fourteenth  year. 

For  some  reason,  (perhaps  because  the  body  is  somewhat  lengthened 
after  death)  the  coffin  was  too  short  for  her  corpse.  Luther  seeing  this, 
said,  "  Now,  that  she  is  dead,  her  bed  has  become  too  short."  Stand- 
ing by  her  coffin,  he  said,  *'  Sweetest  Lehuche,  how  well  it  is  with  thee. 
Thou  shalt  rise  again,  and  shine  as  a  star,  yes,  as  the  Sun.  I  am  joyful 
in  spirit,  but  the  flesh  is  weak.    Thb  parting  is  piinful  beyond  n^asurev 
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b  is  strange ;  to  know  of  a  certainty  that  it  is  well  with  her,  and  yet  t 
e  80  sad." 

When  the  people  came  to  the  harial,  and  showed  how  much  they  fel 
)r  him,  he  said,  ''  Te  shonld  rejoice ;  I  have  sent  a  saint  to  heaven- 
Bs,  a  loving  saint.  0,  that  we  could  have  such  a  death.  Such  a  death 
would  gladly  die  this  very  hour.'' 

A  friend  replied,  *<  Yes,  it  is  indeed  true.  Yet  every  one  would  fail 
eep  his  own." 

Luther  replied,  '^  Flesh  is  flesh,  and  blood  is  blood.  I  am  glad  tha 
be  is  yonder.     There  is  no  sorrow,  but  that  of  the  flesh." 

As  the  grave  was  covered  he  said,  "  There  is  a  resurrection  of  th 
ody."  Returning  from  the  burial  he  said,  ^'  My  daughter  is  now  wel 
rovided  for,  in  body  and  in  soul.  We  Christians  have  nothing  to  com 
lain  of.  We  know  that  it  must  be  so.  We  are  most  certain  of  eterna 
ife.  For  Ood,  who  has  promised  it  to  us  for  the  sake  of  His  dear  Sod 
an  not  lie." 

His  poor  wife  sobbed  as  though  her  heart  would  break,  refusing  to  Ih 
omforted.  '^  Dearest  Kathe,"  he  exclaimed,  ^'  think  of  whither  she  ha 
;one.  She  has  gone  well  I  But  flesh  and  blood  will  bleed^  as  thei 
lature  is.  The  spirit  lives  and  is  willing.  Children  never  doubt  or  dis 
lUte  about  the  promises.  As  we  tell  them,  so  they  believe.  With  th< 
hildren  everything  is  simple  ;  they  die  without  dread  and  pain,  withou 
lisputation;  without  the  conflicts  of  dying;  without  bodily  pain;  the] 
lie  as  they  fall  asleep." 

After  the  funeral  poor  John  Luther  had  to  return  to  Torgau.  Fron 
here  he  poured  out  the  sorrows  of  his  heart  through  letters  to  his  mother 
7ho  had  scarcely  strength  sufficient  to  bear  her  own  grief^  much  less  t< 
hare  that  of  her  weeping  son.  To  him,  toO;  the  &ther  must  write,  try 
ng  to  give  him  comfort  and  counsel. 

Then  as  now  to  be  god-father  or  sponsor  to  a  child  at  its  baptism,  hac 
.  solemn  meaning  in  Germany.  The  solemn  promises  made  for  it  at  ib 
baptism  were  scrupulously  kept.  The  sponsor  regarded  himself  as  a  son 
if  spiritual  guardian.  If  the  parents  neglected  their  duty  to  their  child 
le  would  try  and  provide  for  it.  Now  and  then  he  would  write  to  it 
ending  a  present  and  Christian  counsel.  And  all  Christian  children 
lext  to  their  natural  parents,  loved  and  obeyed  their  sponsors.  It  is  i 
;reat  pity  that  in  America  the  office  of  sponsor  has  to  a  great  extent  los^ 
ts  original  significance.  Comparatively  few  persons  ever  intend  to  per- 
orm  what  they  solemnly  promise  at  the  baptism  of  a  child.  And  chil- 
Iren  are  rarely  told  what  they  owe  to  and  should  expect  from  theii 
ponsors. 

Immediately  afler  the  death  of  Lehuche  Luther,  her  sponsor,  Pasto] 
^msdorf^  wrote  a  letter  of  sympathy  to  her  parents.  He  had  oftei 
written  and  spoken  affectionately  to  her,  and  had  reason  to  know  what  ai 
bedient,  loving,  pious  child  she  was.  Now,  that  she  was  dead,  h( 
rrote  all  this  to  her  parents,  with  whom  he  mourned  the  departure  oi 
ne  of  his  spiritual  children.     Luther,  in  a  letter,  thanks  his  friend. 

"  Yes,  I  loved  her  dearly,"  he  writes.  **  Not  simply  because  she  wai 
esh  of  my  flesh,  but  for  her  gentle,  quiet  spirit,  and  for  being  sc 
evoted  to  me.    But  now  I  rejoice  that  she  has  gone  sweetly  to  sleej 
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with  her  Father  in  heaven,  yet  lives  until  the  last  great  day.  The  times 
are  evil,  and  are  growing  worse.  I  pray  Gh>d,  that  He  may  give  me  and 
mine,  and  yon,  and  all  of  oar  dear  ones  grace  finally  to  depart  with  so  mach 
faith,  and  so  gently ;  t^at  is  to  fall  asleep  in  Jesus  without  tasting  death, 
or  feeling  the  slightest  dread  or  pain  of  dying." 

To  his  intimate  friend,  Justus  Jonas,  Luther  wrote,  "  You  must  have 
beard  that  my  dear  daughter  Magdalene  has  been  born  again  to  the  eternal 
kingdom  of  Christ.  It  is  true,  I  and  my  wife,  ought  to  do  nothing  but 
rejoice  and  give  thanks  in  so  blessed  a  departure  and  peaceful  end, 
through  which  she  has  been  delivered  from  the  power  of  the  flesh,  the 
WOTld,  and  the  devil ;  yet  the  power  of  natural  affection  is  so  great,  that 
we  cannot  part  with  her  without  sighing  and  sobbing ;  indeed  it  almost 
breaks  our  hearts.  The  pious,  obedient  daughter,  her  looks,  words  and 
whole  deportment,  as  she  was  in  life  and  in  death,  has  rooted  herself  so 
deeply  in  our  hearts,  that  even  the  death  of  Christ  (and  what  are  all  other 
deaths  compared  with  that,)  cannot  make  us  insensible  to  it.  Oh,  how 
we  must  grieve  I  Do  thou,  dear  Justus  Jonas,  thank  God  in  our  stead, 
for  her  deliverance.  For  truly,  He  has  done  a  great  and  gracious  work 
for  us,  in  that  He  has  glorified  our  flesh.  Thou  knowest  her  disposition, 
bow  sweet,  gentle,  and  altogether  lovely.  Blessed  be  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  who  has  called,  chosen,  and  glorified  her.  I  pray,  that  I,  and 
all  of  us,  may  have  such  a  death,  or  rather  such  a  life.  This,  and  only 
this,  I  ask  from  God,  the  Father  of  all  comfort  and  mercy." 

In  many  other  letters,  besides  these,  did  Luther  pour  out  his  sorrow- 
ing heart  to  his  friends.  On  her  tombstone  he  put  a  Latin  verse,  which 
being  translated,  read  thus : 

"  I,  Luther's  daughter,  Maedalene,]  - 

Here  slamber  with  the  blest; 
Upon  this  bed  I  lay  my  head, 

4nd  take  my  aniet  rest 
I  was  a  child  of  death  on  earth, 

In  sin  my  life  was  giren ; 
Bnt  on  the  tree  Christ  died  for  me, 

And  now  I  Uvt  in  heaven." 


BOOKS. 
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My  days  amone  the  dead  are  passed ; 

Around  me  I  behold, 
Where'er  these  casual  eyes  are  cast, 

The  mighty  minds  of  old  ; 
My  never-fUiling  friends  are  they, 
With  whom  I  converse  day  by  day. 

My  thoughts  are  with  the  dead;  with  them 

I  live  in  long- past  years; 
Their  virtues  love,  their  faults  condemn, 

Partake  their  hopes  and  fears ; 
And  from  their  lessons  seek  and  find 
Instruction  with  an  humble  mind. 
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HOUBS  AMONG  AUTOGBAFHS. 


BY   AN   OLD   CONTRIBUTOR. 


1. 

casionally  spend  a  leisure  hour  among  autographs,  and  in  the  socie- 
utograph  collectors.  If  any  of  the  readers  of  the  Guardian  are 
;  to  follow  me  in  a  few  of  my  antiquarian  rambles,  I  will  be  glad 
r  company. 

3re  we  go  any  further,  it  is,  however,  necessary  that  we  should 
nderstand  our  subject.  Are  you  quite  sure  that  you  know  exactly 
is  meant  by  the  word  autograph  f    "  O  yes  I"     I  seem  to  hear  a 

of  youthful  voices  in  response.  "  It  is  derived  from  two  Greek 
and  signifies,  a  writing  executed  by  a  person's  own  hand."  True, 
irned  Hellenists ;  but  the  word  has  long  since  acquired  a  more 
il  significance;  and  has  come  to  be  understood  to  mean  "  a  mana- 
written  by  some  person  who  has  acquired  an  eminent  position  in 
L  or  state."     The  autograph  collector  gathers  such  documents ;  ar- 

them  carefully  in  appropriate  series ;  illustrates  them  with  por- 
md  biographical  sketches,  whenever  this  is  possible ;  and  perhaps 
em  finally  bound  up  into  beautiful  volumes  for  his  library.  It  is 
t,  then,  that  the  gushing  young  lady  who  possesses  an  album  filled 
weet,  and  sometimes  soft^  sentimental  poetry,  and  the  young  man 
)ldly  solicits  the  signatures  of  the  great  and  the  notorious,  are  hard- 
e  accounted  genuine  members  of  the  ^'autographic  fraternity." 

CUI   BONO? 

^hat  is  the  use  of  collecting?"  This  is  the  first  question  that  is 
bo  bo  addressed  to  us  in  connection  with  our  subject,  in  this  practi- 
untry,  where  every  new  thing  is  measured  by  the  standard  of, 

it  pay  T'  We  answer  that  collecting  certainly  does  pay,  in  so  far 
onstitutes  a  delightful  relaxation  for  many  literary  men,  whose 

like  the  hunter's  bow^  require  to  be  occasionally  unbent,  in  order 
ley  may  retain  their  proper  elasticity. 

ograph  collectors  earn  neither  their  bread  nor  their  fame  by  their 
ions.  It  is  rather  a  recreation  than  an  employment^  and  who  will 
bhem  the  right  of  amusing  themselves  in  this  way,  if  they  deem 
er  ?  Is  it  less  honorable  for  the  Rev.  Dr.Sprague  to  rejoice  in  the 
lion  of  the  rarest  historical  documents  in  America,  than  for  Robert 
r,  Esq.,  of  the  "  New  York  Ledger"  to  glory  in  the  ownership  of 
itest  horses  ? 

ing  granted  then  that  autograph  collecting  is  an  amusement,  we 
that  it  is  an  eminently  intellectual  one.    The  very  possession  of  a 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1869.]  Hours  among  Autographs.  331 

letter  or  docameot  written  by  a  celebrated  person  naturally  leads  us  to 
wish  to  know  all  aboat  him — his  personal  history  and  that  of  the  times 
in  which  he  lived — and  we  therefore  seek  by  every  means  io  our  power 
to  revive  and  freshen  our  recollections  of  what  we  may  have  read  or 
learned  in  rektion  to  him.  Any  person  who  has  given  the  subject  any 
attention  most  know  the  immense  value  of  the  principle  of  association  as 
an  aid  to  the  memory,  and  it  is  really  wonderful  bow  historical  facts  seem 
to  crystailxze  around  these  ancient  papers,  so  that  when  we  look  at  them, 
we  seem  to  behold  at  the  same  time  a  panoramic  view  of  the  scenes  among 
which  the  writers  lived  and  labored. 

Moreover,  there  is  in  most  men  a  feeling  of  reverence  for  those  objects 
which  are  known  to  have  once  belonged  to  the  great  and  good.  It  was 
this  feeling,  together  with  other  reasons,  that  caused  Christians  at  a  very 
early  age  to  venerate  the  relics  of  the  saints  and  martyrs.  Even  in  our 
Protestant  America,  there  are  few  persona  who  would  not  be  glad  to  pos* 
sess,  for  instance,  Luther's  Bible,  Shakspeare's  Chair,  Washington's 
sword,  or  Franklin's  staff.  Nevertheless,  we  feel  that  these  things  may 
not  bo  as  they  are  represented.  Other  old  Bibles,  chairs,  swords,  or  canes, 
might  be  substituted  for  them,  and  who  could  tell  the  difference?  Shak- 
speare's chair,  it  is  said,  was  sold  about  the  clotfe  of  the  last  century,  to  a 
Russian  Princess  for  an  immense  sum  of  money,  but  an  exact  copy  has 
found  its  way  to  the  old  house  at  Stratford,  and  is  pointed  out  to  the  cu- 
rious as  the  original  chair.  The  wedding  ring  of  Martin  Luther  is  said 
to  exist  in  at  least  a  dozen  duplicates,  of  which  all  but  one,  or  possibly 
two,  must  be  counterfeits. 

Some  years  a^  a  young  American  author — Louis  Gay  lord  Clark,  I 
think— entered  jBarnum's  museum,  and  inquired  hurriedly  of  the  pro- 
prietor, "  Barnum,  have  you  the  club  with  which  the  South  Sea  islanders 
killed  Captain  Cook  ?"  The  veteran  showman  did  not  like  to  acknow- 
ledge the  deficiency  in  his  collection,  and  at  once  produced  a  war- club, 
which,  he  declared  was  the  original  weapon.  "  Well !  well  !'*  exclaimed 
Clark,  apparently  greatly  astonished,  "  This  is  truly  wonderful !  This  is 
the  sixth  museum  I  have  visited  recently,  and  in  each  one  of  them  I  have 
seen  the  original  club  with  which  the  natives  killed  Captain  Cook."  Of 
course,  Barnum  was  so  taken  down  that  he  had  not  another  word  to  say. 

It  is  not  so  with  autographs.  The  handwriting  of  every  great  man, 
from  St.  Bernard  down  to  General  Grant  is  well  known  to  connoisseurs^ 
and  every  attempt  to  forge  it  would  be  as  speedily  detected  by  the  ex- 
perienced collectors  as  the  counterfeit  note  or  the  forged  check  by  the  **  ex- 
pert" bank  teller.  It  is  pleasant  then  to  have  in  our  possession  the  only 
certain  relics  of  the  great  iind  good  of  former  ages.  One  of  my  friends 
possesses  a  letter  written  by  St.  Vincent  of  Paul.  I  think,  if  I  were  a 
Roman  Catholic,  I  would  rather  own  such  a  letter  than  a  bone  of  that 
eminent  worthy,  which  would,  of  course,  be  considered  more  precious  than 
rubies.     However,  '*  there  is  no  accounting  for  taste." 

Autograph  collectors  frequently  save  from  oblivion  or  destruction  docu- 
ments of  great  value.  '^  To  Dr.  Sprague  more  than  to  any  other  single 
individual  in  the  country,"  says  a  recent  writer,  "are  we  probably  indebt- 
ed for  the  discovery  and  preservation  of  large  masses  of  invaluable  corres- 
pondence of  the  Colonial  and  Revolutionary  times,  which  in  old  trunks 
and  boxes,  in  garrets  and  cellars,  were  &st  hastening  to  decay,  and  ex- 
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K)sed  daily  by  aooideat  or  carelessness  to  destraction  nntil  rescued  by  bis 
intiring  researobes/' 

The  distiogaished  Soutbera  aatbor,  W.  Oilmore  Simms,  says  of  the 
ollection  of  tbe  late  J.  K.  Tefft,  of  Savanaab  :  *'  To  bis  collection  have 
'.  bad,  scores  of  times  to  resort,  as  to  a  joint  record,  for  tbe  materials 
rbicb  I  coald  nowbere  else  discover,  and  for  matter  illustrative  of  that 
rbicb  I  already  bad  in  possession/' 

'^  Tbe  original  of  Magna  Cbarta" — tbe  great  charter  of  English  liberty, 
granted  by  King  John  to  the  barons  at  Runnymede  in  1215 — says  Dr. 
if  acKenzie,  *^  was  actually  in  a  tailor's  hands,  to  be  cut  up  into  parch- 
aent  measures,  when  it  was  rescued  by  an  antiquary  who  fortunately 
:new  its  value,  and  preserved  it  as  an  object  of  national  interest  and 
mportance." 

ANCIENT    COLLECTIONS. 

It  has  been  asserted  that  collections  of  autographs  existed  in  ancient 
Greece  and  Rome.  A  German  writer  has  collected  a  large  number  of  so- 
called  proofs  of  this  statement,  but  I  will  not  weary  tbe  reader  by  rehears- 
ng  them.  One  of  tbe  most  interesting  is,  however,  bis  reference  to  a 
)assage  in  Suetonius,  who  states  that  be  bad  in  bis  possession  certain 
etters  of  tbe  emperors  Augustus  and  Nero,  which  had  been  preserved  as 
curiosities.  That  tbe  Romans  attached  a  high  degree  of  value  to 
nan  user  ipts  would  seem  to  be  clear  from  the  fact  that  they  preserved  those 
vritten  by  deceased  Emperors,  in  tbe  temples  of  the  gods.  Moreover, 
incient  history  speaks  highly  of  tbe  filial  piety  of  Marcia,  tbe  daughter 
)f  tbe  historian,  Cremutius  Cordu,  who  saved  her  father's  manuscripts  from 
be  flames  into  which  the  Roman  Senate  had  ordered  them  to  be  cast. 

The  Chinese  are  said  to  have  tbe  oldest  collections  of  autographs  in  the 
world.  In  the  great  temple  of  Confucius  at  Pekin,  there  is,  according  to 
in  article  in  tbe  Journal  des  Debats,  a  complete  collection  of  the  autographs 
)f  tbe  Emperors  for  tbe  last  two  thousand  years.  No  specimen  of  the 
land  writing  of  Confucius  is  known  to  exist,  but  tbe  Mandarins  claim  ^o 
[possess  MSB.  that  were  written  two  hundred  years  before  his  birth,  or  at  least 
leven  hundred  years  before  Christ.  Autographs  of  their  Emperors  are 
exceedingly  rare,  as  tbe  law  requires  that  every  scrap  of  their  writing 
should  be  returned  to  tbe  national  archives  at  the  end  of  every  year. 
Qence  a  line  written  by  a  late  Emperor,  which  bad  in  some  way  escaped 
;be  law,  was  recently  sold  to  a  Chinese  nobleman  for  upwards  of  two  hua- 
Ired  dollars. 

In  the  Middle  Ages,  before  tbe  invention  of  tbe  art  of  printing,  mana- 
icripts  written  by  their  authors  were  always  more  highly  esteemed  than 
^bose  copied  by  another  hand,  as  being  more  correct  and  free  from  faults, 
[n  tbe  Monasteries  they  are  said  to  have  been  generally  preserved  in  the 
same  shrine  with  tbe  relics  of  tbe  saints. 

Of  course,  most  of  these  ancient  documents  have  perished,  but  some 
very  interesting  mediaeval  autographs  are  still  in  existence.  Not  to  speak 
>f  many  very  ancient  Mss.  of  tbe  Bible  and  the  Classics,  which  we  cannot 
sail  autographs,  as  we  do  not  know  the  names  of  the  writers,  there  is, 
for  instance,  a  copy  of  tbe  Bible  transcribed  by  the  celebrated  Alcuin, 
^be  tutor  of  Charlemagne,  who  died  A.  D.  804,  and  which  was  sold  in 
London  in  1836  for  £1500. 
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In  Fulda  there  is  a  copy  of  the  Ooepels  written  hy  St.  Boniface  ahout 
tiie  year  725. 

In  the  British  Moseam  may  be  seen  maDy  mediaeval  documents,  as 
well  as  an  immense  number  of  letters  by  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  Eng- 
land; among  which  those  of  Catharine  of  Braganza,  Elizabeth,  and  Charles 
the  First  are  said  to  be  especially  numerous  and  interesting. 

Letters  written  by  the  Reformers  and  other  great  scholars  of  the  15th 
and  16th  centuries  are  numerous  in  the  public  collections  of  the  great 
European  capitals,  but  can  rarely  be  obtained  by  individuals,  either /or 
love  or  money, 

SUROPBAN   GOLLEOTORS. 

The  earliest  ezteosive  collector  of  autographs  of  whom  we  have  any 
knowledge,  was  a  Frenchnfan,  Antoine  Lomenie  de  Brienne^  Ambassador 
of  Henry  IV,  and  subsequently  Secretary  of  State,  who  died  in  1638. 
This  celebrated  man  gathered  an  immense  collection,  which  was  after- 
wards carefully  arranged  and  bound  into  340  immense /o/fo  volumes.  The 
collection  was  finally  purchased  by  Louis  XIV,  and  is  now  in  the  imperial 
library  of  Paris. 

It  might  be  tedious  to  rehearse  even  the  names  of  the  most  eminent 
collectors  of  the  17th  and  18th  centuries.  It  will  be  enough  to  mention 
statesmen  like  Dr.  Bethune,  Colbert,  and  Cardinal  Dubois,  and  authors 
like  Dufourny,  Pe  Louvois,  and  Etienne  Baluze,  sketches  of  whom 
may  be  found  in  any  respectable  Biographical  Dictionary. 

During  the  Keign  of  Terror,  it  was  sometimes  dangerous  to  be  an  auto- 
graph collector.  One  of  the  Commissioners  once  found  a  box  of  auto- 
graphs in  the  library  of  a  gentleman  named  Duplanil.  Looking  over 
them,  he  found  them  to  be  letters  written  by  Louis  XIY,  Marshal 
Turenne,  and  a  number  of  great  authors ;  and  immediately  thundered 
forth,  ^'  How  dare  you,  sirrah,  keep  up  a  correspondence  with  these 
tyrants  and  aristocrats  ?"  *'  My  dear  sir,"  responded  the  trembling  Du- 
planil, ^'  Do  you  not  see  that  the  writers  of  all  these  letters  have  been 
dead  for  many  years  V*  "  That  makes  no  difference/^  answered  the  in- 
furiated commissioner,  ^*  you  have  ventured  to  receive  and  preserve  these 
papers,  and  you  must  suffer  for  it."  The  autographs  were  all  seized  and 
destroyed,  and  Duplanil  was  happy  to  be  permitted  to  escape  with  his 
life. 

The  present  number  of  European  collectors  must  be  immense.  The 
''  Organ  fur  Autographensanomler,"  published  at  Jena  in  1859,  contains 
a  list  of  over  two  hundred  eminent  European  collectors ;  among  them 
Prince  Metternich ;  Franz  Liszt,  the  pianist:  Yarnhagen  von  Ense,  the 
author;  the  Baron  James  Rothschild, of  London;  and  the  Baroness 
Rothschild,  of  Paris ;  with  the  princely  and  royal  names  of  Ernest  II, 
Duke  of  Saze  Coburg;  the  Archduke  Stephen,  of  Austria;  and  Her 
Majesty,  Queen  Victoria,  of  England. 

The  Queen  is  said  to  have  a  magnificent  collection,  but  it  is,  of  course, 
exceedingly  difficult  to  get  a  sight  of  it.  Some  years  ago  a  gentleman, 
who  is  now  in  America,  sent  her  a  number  of  fine  autographs  as  a  present, 
expecting  to  receive  at  least,  in  return,  a  letter  of  acknowledgment  writ- 
ten by  the  Queen  herself.    In  a  few  days  he  received  a  very  courteous 
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letter  of  thanks,  but  it  was  written  by  the  Queen's  Private  Secretary,  and 
therefore  of  little  or  no  value  as  an  autograph.  It  would  seem  as  though 
the  Queen  might,  in  this  case,  have  condescended  to  grant  the  wish  of 
her  correspondent,  which  as  an  autograph  collector  she  must  have  at  once 
anticipated. 

AMERICAN   COLLECTORS. 

The  recognized  patriarch  of  the  "  autographic  fraternity"  in  this  coun- 
try is  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wm.  B.  Sprague,  of  Albany.  Having  been  for  many 
years  engaged  in  making  historical  researches  for  various  works  of  which 
he  was  the  author  or  editor,  he  be^an,  as  early  as  1820  to  collect  auto- 
graphs and  historical  documents.  His  immense  collection  is  now  believed 
to  include  at  least  50,000  letters  and  mss  ,  and  it  is  said  that  he  has  re- 
cently been  offered  $50,000  for  it.  The  Dr.  is  now  very  aged,  and  of 
late  years  his  time  has  been  so  exclusively  devoted  to  his  great  work, 
"  The  Annals  of  the  American  Pulpit,"  that  he  has  almost  entirely  given 
up  his  once  favorite  pursuit. 

The  Ute  Mr.  J.  K.  Tefft,  of  Savannah,  was  perhaps  the  earliest  collec- 
tor in  America,  having  commenced  collecting  in  1815.  He  was  for  many 
years  the  President  of  a  bank,  and  was  at  one  time  possessed  of  consider- 
able wealth.  His  wife — who  survives  him,  and  is  a  most  estimable  lady 
— had,  I  am  told,  an  unconquerable  aversion  to  autographs.  Perhaps 
she  felt  an  emotion  somewhat  akin  to  jealousy,  in  consequence  of  the 
affection  which  her  husband  lavished  on  his  documents.  During  the  late 
war  Mr.  Tefft  lost  nearly  all  his  property,  and  died  before  the  return  of 
peace,  leaving  his  widow  apparently  in  destitute  circumstances.  At  the 
advice  of  some  of  her  friends  Mrs.  Tefft,  in  1867,  sent  her  husband's  col- 
lection to  New  York,  though  without  anticipating  any  splendid  results. 
How  great  must  have  been  her  surprise,  when  she  received,  as  the  result 
of  the  sale,  a  sum  large  enough  to  support  her  in  affluence  for  the  re- 
mainder of  her  days. 

The  largest  collection  in  Pennsylvania  is  unquestionably  that  of  Ferdi- 
nand J.  Dreer,  Esq.,  of  Philadelphia,  who  purchased  the  collection  of  the 
late  Robert  E.  Oilmore,  Esq.,  of  Baltimore,  and  has  himself  been  for 
many  years  an  industrious  collector.  An  account  of  his  collection  is 
given  in  "  American  Notes  and  Queries"  for  April,  1857.  This  gentle- 
man seems  to  have  a  special  fondness  for  duplicating  his  specimens,  and 
probably  possesses  a  larger  number  of  letters  written  by  Washington  and 
Jefferson  than  any  other  individual  in  the  country. 

Perhaps  the  finest  collection  in  the  United  States,  in  respect  to  the 
rarity  of  the  specimens  and  the  richness  of  the  illustrations,  is  that  of 
Mr.  L.  J.  Cist,  of  St.  Louis.  *'  Mr.  Cist,"  says  a  recent  writer  in  the 
"  Louisville  Times,"  '*  was  formerly  editor  of  the*  Cincinnati  Republican,' 
and  is  the  author  of  a  volume  of  delightful  poems.  He  is  not  only  a  fine 
scholar,  but  the  best  judge  of  the  genuiqeness  of  letters  and  manuscripts 
in];the  country.  His  collection  now  comprises  about  12,000  letters  and 
documents ;  illustrated  with  about  8,000  engraved  portraits  and  not  less 
than  50,000  newspaper  cuttings,  containing  biographical,  historical,  and 
anecdotal  matters  of  interest,  relating  to  the  persons  whose  autographs 
they  illustrate." 
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Other  emineDt  American  collectors  are  R.  Sheltoa  MacKenzie,  D.  C. 
L.,  Author  of  ^'  Titian  ;"  H.  S  Randall,  LL  D.,  Author  of  the  "  Life  of 
Jefferson  ;"  John  R.  Thompson,  late  Editor  of  the  "  Southern  Literary 
Messenger;"  Brantz  Mayer,  Author  of  several  works  on  Mexico;  Maj. 
B.  Perley  Poore,  of  Washington ;  Maj.  Frank  Etting  and  R.  Coulton 
Davis,  of  Philadelphia. 

Among  those  who  are  less  eminent  as  collectors,  we  might  enumerate 
sevei^l  Professors  of  Theology;  a  Professor  in  the  College  of  New 
Jersey ;  a  judge  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States ;  a  late 
Minister  to  the  Court  of  St.  Petersburg;  and  half  a  dozen  eminent  clergy- 
men. It  is  none  of  the  least  pleasures  of  collecting  to  make  the  acquaint- 
ance of  such  men  as  these,  through  the  medium  of  **  autographic**  corres- 
pondence. Many  an  enduring  friendship  has  been  contracted  in  this 
manner,  for 

*'  A  fellow-feeling  makes  as  wondrous  kind." 

It  would  be  pleasant  to  describe  some  of  the  ''  gems"  in  the  collections 
to  which  we  have  referred,  but  our  present  article  has  ulready  become  too 
long.  We  may,  perhaps,  again  refer  to  this  part  of  our  subject  on  a  sub- 
sequent occasion. 


-/^' 


THE  BIGHT  MUST  WIN. 


BY  FREDERICK  WILLIAM  FABBB,  D.D. 


Oh,' it  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 

To  rise  and  take  His  part 
Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth, 

And  not  sometimes  lose  heart  I 

He  hides  Himself  so  wondrously, 
As  though  there  was  no  God; 

He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad : 

Or  He  deserts  us  at  the  hour 

The  fight  is  all  but  lost, 
And  seems  to  leave  us  to  ourselves 

Just  when  we  need  Him  most. 

Oh,  there  is  less  to  try  our  faith, 

In  our  mysterious  creed, 
Than  in  the  godless  look  of  earth 

In  these  our  hours  of  need. 

Ill  masters  good;  good  seems  to  change 

To  ill  with  greatest  ease: 
And,  worst  of  all,  the  good  with  good 

Is  at  cross  purposes. 

The  Church,  the  Sacraments,  the  Faith, 
Their  uphill  journey  take,. 
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Lose  here  what  there  they  eain,  and,  if 
We  lean  upon  them,  breaS:. 

It  18  not  BO.  but  80  it  looks ; 

And  we  lose  courage  then; 
And  doubts  will  come  if  GK>d  hath  kept 

His  promises  to  men. 

Ah  !  God  is  other  than  we  think; 

His  ways  are  far  above, 
Far  beyond  reason's  height,  and  reached 

Only  by  childlike  love. 

The  look,  the  fashion  of  God's  ways, 

Love's  lifelong  study  are ; 
She  can  be  bold,  and  guess,  and  act, 

When  reason  would  not  dare. 

She  has  a  prudence  of  her  own ; 

Her  step  is  firm  and  free; 
Yet  there  is  cautious  science  too 

In  her  simplicity. 

Workman  of  God!  oh,  lose  not  heart, 

But  learn  what  God  is  like ; 
And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 

Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike. 

Oh  I  blessed  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field,  when  He 

Is  most  invisible. 

And  bleitBed  is  he  who  can  divine 

Where  real  right  doth  lie, 
And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 

Wrong  to  man's  blindfold  eye. 

Oh  I  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of  men ! 

Oh !  learn  to  lose  with  God ! 
For  Jesus  won  the  world  through  shame, 

And  beckons  thee  His  road. 

God^s  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing. 

Most  strange  in  all  its  ways. 
And.  of  all  things  on  earth,  least  like 

What  men  agree  to  praise. 

As  He  can  endless  glory  weave  . 

From  time's  misjudging  shame. 
In  His  own  world  he  is  content 

To  play  a  losing  game. 

Mune  on  His  justice,  downcast  Soul! 

Muse  and  take  better  heart; 
Back  with  thine  angel  to  the  field, 

Good  luck  shall  crown  thy  part! 
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God's  justice  is  a  bed  where  we 

Our  anxious  hearts  may  lay» 
And,  weary  with  ourselves,  may  sleep 

Our  discontent  away. 

For  right  is  right,  since  God  is  Gt>d ; 

And  right  the  day  must  win ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 

To  falter  would  be  sinl 


GOD  BEWABD  you  a  THOUSAND  FOLD. 


(jFVom  the  German  of  W,  0.  von  Horn.) 


BT  REBECCA  H.  SCHIYELY. 


(  Concluded.) 

Then  the  journeyman  took  leave,  with  warm  thanks;  blessing  the  good 
children,  and  praying  God's  grace  and  protection  for  all  the  family. 

''  If  our  saddler  gives  you  employment,  as  I  am  almost  certain  he  will," 
said  the  miller,  "  come  and  see  us  again.     God  be  with  you  I " 

With  tears  in  his  eyes,  the  journeyman  climbed  upon  the  heavily  laden 
wagon,  sat  down  in  front  beside  the  servant,  and  the  wagon  rolled  away, 
the  young  man  still  waving  his  cap  toward  those  in  the  yard. 

"  Oh,  the  blessing  rests  upon  it ! "  thought  he,  pressing  the  folded 
krenzer  close  to  his  heart. 

Talking  on  various  subjects  with  the  servant,  they  advanced  rather 
quickly  on  their  journey,  for  the  two  grays  were  strong,  well-fed  horses. 
The  journeyman,  thanks  to  his  warm  clothing,  felt  the  cold  far  less  than 
he  had  feared,  and  in  good  time  they  reached  the  city. 

The  flour  was  unloaded  at  a  bakery,  and  the  journeyman  descended 
from  the  wagon.  In  the  bakery-door,  stood  a  servant  maiden,  pretty  as  a 
picture;  her  face  was  very  gentle  and  lovely;  her  features,  so  friendly 
and  withal  so  familiar,  that  it  seemed  as  though  he  must  have  met  her 
somewhere  before.  She  regarded  the  young  man,  whose  name,  I  should 
tell  my  reader,  was  Anselm  Rodenberg, — with  so  kind  and  sympathizing 
an  expression,  that  he  took  courage  to  speak  to  her^  and  ask  her  where 
the  saiddler  Kohler  lived. 

"  You  need  not  go  very  far,''  she  replied,  '^his  house  is  just  opposite." 

<<  True  I "  said  Anselm,  and  thanked  Imf.  The  name  was  on  a  sign^  and 
he  went  into  the  shop. 

The  master  was  a  kind-hearted  man.  He  listened  to,  and  returned,  the 
journeyman's  greeting,  and  when  Anselm  gave  him  the  miller's  note,  he 
invited  him  to  a  seat  by  the  fire,  and  turned  to  the  window  to  read  it ;  as 
he  folded  it  again,  he  nodded  two  or  three  times,  then  turning  to  Anselm, 
asked  him  for  his  ^^Wanderbuoh," — ^a  passport  which  traveling  journeymen 
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find  indispensable.  The  young  man  gave  it  to  him }  there  were  none 
but  the  best  of  references  in  it.     After  reading  it  attentively  through, 

'*  There  is  considerable  time  unaccounted  for?*' remarked  the  master 
inquiringly.  Anselm  in  reply,  took  out  a  paper,  which  he  unfolded  and 
presented. 

"Ah,  so !  "  said  the  master,  looking  over  it.  *'That  is  another  thing. 
Your  appearance  confirms  this,  too.  Did  you  not  leave  the  hospital  too 
soon?" 

"It  maybe,"  replied  Anselm,  " but  if  you  will  take  the  trouble  to 
think  how  hard  it  is  for  a  man  to  whom  work  is  a  pleasure  to  endure 
three  weeks  of  idleness,  you  may  understand  that  one  of  my  age  should 
think  himself  able  to  do  anything,  rather  than  endure  it  longer.'' 

The  master  nodded  again,  and  said,  "  Well,  you  come  very  highly  re- 
commended, and  you  may  stay.*' 

Almost  unconsciously,  at  these  words,  Anselm  laid  his  hand  on  the 
pocket  which  contained  his  treasured  kreuzer.  He  carried  his  knapsack 
to  the  room  which  the  saddler  designated  to  him,  and  came  immediately 
dowi)  stairs  again. 

"  Herr  Master,"  said  he,  "  permit  me  to  speak  to  the  miller's  boy  a  few 
minutes,  to  send  my  thanks  and  my  greetings  to  his  master  and  mistress, 
and  then  I  shall  be  ready  for  work." 

The  quiet  master  only  nodded,  and  Anselm  went  to  follow  the  dictate 
of  his  grateful  heart.  A  few  moments  later,  he  came  in  and  asked  for 
directions.  The  saddler  took  him  into  the  workshop,  and  in  God's  name, 
he  commenced  his  labor. 

Some  fourteen  days  passed,  in  faithful  diligence.  His  master  treated 
him  kindly.  He  received  good  wages,  and  saved  up  carefully  what  he 
earned,  and  the  chance  gifts  received  from  customers.  As  often  as  he 
added  anything  to  the  treasure  in  his  purse,  he  would  unfold  the  paper 
that  contained  the  "  widow's  kreuzer,"  and,  looking  smilingly  at  it,  mur- 
mur to  himself^"  Soon  I " — but  what  he  meant  by  the  word,  no  one 
could  have  told,  for  he  only  smiled,  and  said  no  more. 

One  day,  the  miller  from  the  valley  came  to  the  house  of  the  baker, 
opposite  the  saddlery,  but  without  Anselm's  knowledge,  as  the  workshop 
windows  looked  out  on  the  back  yard. 

The  pretty  maid  at  the  baker's  was  always  particularly  pleased  when 
the  miller  said  to  her, 

"  Frederica,  you  mav  go  and  ask  the  saddler  to  come  over  and  see  me," 
— for  she  thought  perhaps  she  might  see  the  young  journeyman  whom 
she  had  directed  to  the  house,  and  who  was  scarcely  ever  visible  out-of- 
doors  except  on  Sundays,  when  he  went  quietly  down  the  street  to 
church.  But  this  time,  she  had  not  that  pleasure,  for  the  master  was 
standing  at  his  door,  and  answered  her  message  with  his  customary 
nod.  Coming  into  the  baker's  parlor,  he  found  the  miller  at  the  table 
with  his  host,  behind  a  glass  of  good  Moselle  wine,  of  which  the  baker 
immediately  poured  out  another  glass  for  his  neighbor. 

One  of  the  miller's  first  questions  was,  how  the  journeyman  he  had 
recommended,  had  pleased  his  new  master, 

"Ah,  Anselm  I "  replied  the  saddler,  "  I  am  very  thankful  to  you  for 
sending  him  to  my  house.     I  can  say  this  much ;  for  thirty  years  I  have 
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^""^^""^"^^^^ 

employed  joarneymeD, — never,  indeed,  for  good  reasons,  more  tban  one 

at  a  time,  with  one  apprentice, — but  in  all  those  thirty  years,  I  have  had 

no  journeyman  who  was  more  skillful,  or  worked  more  steadily,  or  was 

more  diligent,  quiet,  upright  and  discreet  than  my  Anselm, — ^I  assure  you 

I  would  not  let  him  leave  me  I " 

It  80  happened  that  the  servant  girl  was  in  the  room  when  the  miller 
made  this  important  inquiry.  She  seemed  scarcely  able  to  find  what  she 
was  looking  for  in  the  cupboard,  until  the  sac^dler  had  delivered  his  an- 
swer in  his  usual  slow  manner;  when  it  was  finished,  however,  she  joy- 
fully closed  the  cupboard  door^  and  ran  away  to  her  mistress  with  the 
desired  article. 

'*  Faith ! "  exclaimed  the  miller,  passing  his  hand  over  his  friendly, 
smiling  countenance,  ^^  that  is  a  short,  signiQcant  recommendation ;  I 
should  be  very  glad  if  I  could  say  as  much  for  my  servants  and  mill- 
hands." 

"Not  a  word  too  much  I"  said  the  saddler,  Kohler.  "  From  morning 
till  night  at  work, — and  not  thirsty  of  evenings,  either.  Sundays,  first  to 
church,  then  to  his  book.  Drawing  at  noon, — a  walk  toward  evening. 
Don't  spend  a  kreuzer.  Goes  to  bed  in  good  time.  Friend,  do  you 
know  such  another  in  the  city?" 

"  Thank  God,"  replied  the  miller,  '*  that  we  have  not  deceived  ourselves 
and  you  with  regard  to  him  I     And  does  his  health  improve  ?  " 

"  Come  and  see  for  yourself, — it  is  not  a  mile  off,''  said  Kohler. 

"  Gladly,"  said  the  miller,  rising. 

"  Let  us  finish  drinking  first,"  drawled  the  baker,  who,  according  to 
his  custom,  had  drunk  that  day  more  than  one  flask  of  wine  besides  this 
one.  At  Kohler's  short  reply,  "  No  thirst  I "  he  drew  a  long,  heavy  breath. 
He  was  a  devoted  lover  of  "  Moselle,"  and  suffered  from  morning 
until  late  in  the  evening,  from  insatiable  thirst. 

The  miller  crossed  the  street  with  Kohler,  and  entered  the  workshop. 
As  Anselm  heard  his  voice,  he  dropped  his  work,  and  sprang  up. 

"  I  had  to  come  and  see  how  matters  go  with  you,''  said  the  miller. 

"  Thank  you  a  thousand  times,"  replied  the  journeyman,  *^  I  could  not 
wish  to  be  better  off." 

"Good,"  said  the  miller,  regarding  Anselm  with  much  pleasure;  for 
his  appearance  was  materially  changed.  The  sallow  paleness  of  his 
countenance  had  given  place  to  the  blooming  color  of  health ;  his  hollow 
cheeks  had  grown  fresh  and  rounded;  his  eyes  looked  up  clear  and 
bright  into  the  miller's  own.  He  had  become  quite  a  handsome  young 
man.  « 

"  When  you  come  to  see  us,  as  you  must  do  soon,"  said  the  miller, 
gaily,  "  I  shall  have  to  tell  my  wife  who  you  are ;  you  have  certainly 
nibbled  to  your  own  advantage  here.     Thanks  to  the  master's  wife  ! " 

"At  least,  certainly,  as  much  as  to  my  good  appetite,"  said  Anselm. 
Kohler  smiled. 

In  parting  the  miller  extended  his  hand  to  him,  and  said,  "  Do  not 
forget  us."  ^ 

"How  could  I  ever  forget  you?"  returned  Anselm.  "The  day  at 
your  mill  was  indeed  a  blessed  day  for  me." 
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id/'  said  the  miller  to  Kdhler,  as  lie  parted  from  him  at  the 
u  may  well  keep  him.  I  believe  he  is  as  true  as  gold." 
the  miller  returned  to  the  bakery,  the  wagoa  was  ready,  and  he 
le.  Nothing  more  eonld  be  done  with  the  baker ;  he  lay  in  his 
om,  on  a  settle,  sleeping  off  the  effects  of  the  wine,  as  he  was 
7ery  afternoon  to  do. 

pretty  Frederica  saw  less  of  Anselm  than  her  heart  desired,  he, 
rt  fared  better,  for  the  window  of  his  room  looked  out  over  the 
)f  the  baker's  side-yard,  into  it  and  the  hoose-garden.  There, 
f  her,  he  watched  the  maiden's  dear  figure ;  but  particularly  he 
diligence,  her  earnestness  about  her  work,  and  the  neatness  of 
day  appearance.  And  daily,  with  increasing  pleasure,  he  sat 
■om  his  window,  during  the  time  of  repo«e  which  was  always  al- 
Master  Kohler,  from  twelve  o'clock  to  half-past  one.  If  the 
iden  had  known  who  lodged  up  there,  doubtless  she  would  have 
ftener  in  that  direction.  But  the  blue  and  green  panes  of  the 
low  betrayed  nothing  to  her,  and  of  course  did  not  particularly 
r  attention. 

I  not  feel  it  any  sin  to  have  paid  attention  to  what  the  men  had 
t  Anselm, — on  the  contrary,  her  heart  throbbed  with  pleasure, 
ng  caused  her  to  regret,  but  the  fact  that  she  could  not  repeat 
[lat  his  taciturn  employer  had  said  of  him.  That  would  not 
I, — so  she  had  to  keep  her  pleasure  to  herself.  It  was  too  much 
nple  girl,  however ;  and  as  the  baker's  wife  was  a  good,  kind 
ad  she  bad  served  her  some  seven  years, — though  as  yet  Frede- 
only  twenty  years  old, — she  ventured  to  tell  her.  And  then, 
ler  mistress  listened  as  indifferently  as  if  she  had  been  talking 
ttor  Mops,  whom  she  could  not  endure,  because  he  was  such  a 

I I  The  young  girl  was  a  little  vexed,  and  went  about  her  work, 
er  cherry  lips,  and  murmuring  to  herself^  ^^Any  one  would 
elm  was  a  Flottentot ! " 

r  of  the  miller's  visit  was  Saturday.  In  the  evening,  after  sup- 
tm's  master  handed  him  his  week's  wages.  On  counting  it  over 
room,  he  found  there  was  half  a  florin  more  than  was  due  to 
went  quickly  down  again  saying, 

Master,  you  have  made  a  mistake, — ^there  is  a  half  florin  too 
iud  laid  the  money  on  the  table. 

t  make  mistakes  I "  growled  the  master, — ^but  not  unkindly. 
D4eed  I  "  said  Anselm. 

ive  ^ou  a  half-florin  more  wages  by  the  week  now,  and  from 
's  Day  on,  provided  you  continue  as  you  do  now,  a  whole  one, 
70U  are  not  satisfied,  you  can  complain  of  me  before  the  jus- 
olaimed  the  master,  laughing  out, — to  the  great  astonishment 
I,  who,  in  their  long  and  happy  married  life,  had  never  heard 
id  make  a  speech  as  lengthy  and  as  connected, 
k  you,  then,  heartily^ — 1  will  try  to  deserve  it  I "  said  Anselm, 
his  money  with  great  satisfaction;  and  went  up  stairs  again 
e  quickly  than  before. 
I  was  radiant  with  pleasure;  for  now  he  had  lain  aside  sixteen 
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florins  and  forty  kreuzers,  besides  purchasing  what  he  so  maoh  needed,  a 
fine  new  Sunday  coat. 

But  why  so  much  joy  over  sixteen  florins  forty  kreuzers  ? 

What  said  the  Hebrew  banker  to  the  journeyman,  in  reply  to  his 
thankful,  "God  reward  you  a  thousand  fold?" — •*  What  would  that 
amount  to  ? — Sixteen  florins,  forty  kreuzers." 

The  same  expression  of  thank8,'had  Anselm  used  to  the  widow  Albert, 
when  she  gave  him,  trembling  as  he  was  with  hunger  and  cold,  her  last 
kreuzer. 

And  since  that  day,  it  had  been  his  purpose,  as  soon  as  he  could  save 
BO  much,  to  return  to  the  poor  widow  a  thousand-fold  for  her  kreuzer. 
And  now  the  sum  was  made  up,  and  he  had  some  two  florins  over. 
Never  had  he  in  his  nightly  prayer,  returned  warmer  and  heartier  thanks 
to  God  ;  never  had  his  sleep  been  sweeter  than  on  this  Saturday  night; 
never,  on  Sunday  morning,  had  he  risen  earlier  or  in  more  joyous  mood. 

He  came  down  as  soon  as  he  was  dressed,  and  met  the  saddler's  wife^ 
who  pleasantly  returned  his  morning  greeting,  saying, 

"Already  up  and  stirring?  " 

"I  want  to  have  time  to  write  a  letter  before  I  go  to  Church,"  he  re- 
plied: but,  noticing  that  she  wanted  some  water,  he  took  her  pitcher  from 
her  hand,  and  went  out  to  fill  it  at  the  corner  of  the  street.  Just  as  he 
opened  the  door,  the  baker's  door  opposite,  opened  too,  and  out  came 
Frederica,  blooming  as  a  rose,  with  pail  in  hand,  bound  on  the  same  errand. 

"  You  are  out  early,"  said  she  to  the  young  man, 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  Anselm,  *'  I  have  a  letter  to  write  this  morning." 

"A  letter  to  your  sweet  heart?"  asked  the  young  girl,  jestingly, — but. 
though  she  knew  not  why,  a  sigh  followed  the  words,  and  she  listened 
somewhat  anxiously  for  the  reply. 

And  Anselm,  on  his  part,  anxious  to  remove  suoh  an  impression  from 
her  mind,  narrated  in  full  the  story  of  the  kreuzer, — ^but  without  naming 
the  widow  or  the  village  where  she  lived.  The  young  girl  drew  a  long 
breath, — a  sigh  of  relief;  for  she  felt  as  if  some  load  had  been  removed 
from  her  heart;  but  she  could  scarcely  control  her  emotion  at  his  story, 
which  he  concluded  by  telling  her  that  he  intended,  out  of  his  great 
thankfulness,  to  send  the  widow  a  thousand  times  the  value  of  her  gift. 
The  girl  smiled  pleasantly,  but  with  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"And  some  of  these  days,"  he  added,  "  if  I  find  myself  a  wife  anywhere 
in  the  world,  I  mean  to  have  the  kreuzer  set  in  gold;  and  give  it  to  her 
for  a  breast-pin." 

A  very,  very  gentle  sigh  again  stole  unconsciously  from  the  young  girl's 
lips;  I  could  not  say  exactly  what  thought  accompanied  that  sigh, — but 
I  think  we  might  safely  guess  that  if  it  had  been  expressed  in  word-), 
they  would  have  been  somewhat  like  these, 

"  I  wish  I  might  wear  it  I  " 

And  who  will  blame  her? 

But  suddenly  recollecting  herself,  Frederica  blushed  to  think  that  some 
one  might  have  noticed  her  long  talk  with  Anselm  at  the  pump,  so  she 
turned  hastily  away,  and  both  returned  home, — Anselm  to  write  and  post 
his  letter.  It  was  a  true  and  pure  expression  of  his  heart ;  simple  but 
earnest  and  grateful,  as  was  the  action  to  which  he  was  impelled  both  by 
22 
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lis  conscience  and  his  thankfulness.     The  money  was  carefully  wrapped 
ip  inside  of  it. 

Home  from  the  post-office  he  came^  full  of  a  sacred  pleasure, ~  took  his 
)reakfa8t.  and  went  to  church, — and  surely  no  heart  opened  that  day 
nore  joyfully  to  receive  the  Word  of  God,  than  did  his. 
/It  seemed  remarkable,  that  since  he  had  told  Frederica  about  the 
creuzer,  she  seemed,  somehow,  nearer  to  him  than  she  had  been  before, 
[he  ice  was  broken.  On  the  very  next  morning,  before  any  one  else  in 
he  street  was  awake,  he  talked  to  her  a  little  from  his  window ;  and  from 
hat  time,  they  never  missed  greeting  each  other  at  the  same  early  hour. 

The  first  step  once  taken,  that  brings  two  young  hearts  nearer  each 
>ther, — two  young  hearts  filled  with  secret  and  unconscious  longings, — 
he  rest  soon  follows.  So  it  was  with  Ansolm  and  Frederica ;  though 
leither  of  them  changed  in  the  least  their  every  day  habits  of  work,  yet 
;hey  saw  each  other  oftener,  if  only  for  a  few  moments  at  a  time  :  they 
ipoke  more  frequently  together,  if  it  were  but  to  exchange  a  passing  salu- 
tation )  yet  it  was  sufficient  for  the  growth  of  their  love, — sufficient  to 
nake  it  strike  its  roots  deeply  and  joyfully  in  their  hearts. 

Anselm  was  not  the  youth  to  carry  on  a  flirtation.  He  really  loved  the 
gentle  girl,  but  he  was  satisfied  with  the  few  opportunities  he  enjoyed  for 
3eing  with  her.  Once,  indeed,  they  were  so  happy  as  to  be  able  to  meet 
md  converse  together  longer  than  usual;  but  it  was  an  occasion  which 
2ame  unsought  by  either  of  them.  Yet  they  had  found  time  to  tell  their 
mutual  affection,  and  to  promise  each  other  that  they  would  be  faithful, 
3ven  unto  death. 

Indeed,  there  was  not  much  prospect  of  their  being  able  to  marry  very 
loon.  They  were  both  quite  poor.  Frederica  was  the  child  of  a  widow, 
vhom  she  dutifully  assisted  from  her  wages ;  Anselm  was  a  fatherless, 
motherless  orphan.  How  sbould  he  commence  business,  or  house-keeping? 

They  talked  freely  of  this  to  each  other,  comforting  themselves  at  the 
same  time  with  the  thought  that  they  were  still  very  young,  and  the  resolu- 
ion  to  economize  every  kreuzer.  "  Man  proposes, — God  disposes  ! " 
says  the  old  proverb, — and  most  truly. 

Shortly  after  New  Year,  at  which  time  Anselm's  master,  according  to 
promise,  had  increased  his  wages  by  a  whole  florin,  that  worthy  man  was 
Eittacked  by  a  severe  illness,  which  in  three  weeks'  time,  carried  him  to 
:he  grave.  With  him  fell  Anselm's  hopes.  The  widow  intended  to  go 
0  Cologne,  to  pass  the  rest  of  her  days  with  a  married  daughter,  who  re- 
dded there.  Then  the  business  must  be  given  up,  the  house  sold,  and 
;he  young  man  be  again  cast  out  upon  the  world. 

And  Frederica? — Ah,  there  was  the  thought  that  gave  poor  Anselm 
he  greatest  pain. 

It  was  on  a  Saturday  in  January ; — a  beautiful  winter  day,  late  in  the 
ifternoon,  that  the  wagon  from  the  mill  in  the  valley  stopped  at  the  door 
)f  the  bakery  to  deliver  its  load  of  flour.  Anselm  saw  it,  and  said  to 
limself, — '*  Soon  I  shall  have  to  leave,  and  I  have  not  once  visited  the 
nill.''  At  the  thought,  he  hastened  to  the  saddler's  wife,  and  asked  per- 
nission  to  go  home  with  the  wagon,  and  stjiy  until  the  next  morning ; 
tnd  as  she  offered  no  objection,  a  half  hour  later  he  was  seated  on  the 
ragon. 
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His  yisit  gave  real  pleasure  to  the  family  at  the  mill, — for  the  miller 
had  the  highest  regard  for  the  youth, — and  any  one  whom  her  husband 
liked,  stood  well  with  the  miller's  wife.  In  Anselm's  heart  the  memory  of 
their  kindness  was  still  fresh.  The  children,  however,  did  not  recognize 
him,  so  much  had  his  entire  restoration  to  health  improved  his  appearance. 

."  Come,  Anselm,''  said  the  miller,  "  sit  down  by  me.  I  have  been 
thinking  a  great  deal  about  you  since  Kbhler  died, — I  have  puzzled  my 
brain  to  know  how  we  should  manage  for  you«'' 

"How,  sir?"  said  Anselm,  with  emotion. 

"I  suppose  you  know  that  I  have  bought  Kohler's  house  ?  "  continued 
the  miller  in  an  easy  tone, — supposing  that  the  saddler's  wife  had  told  him 
of  the  purchase. 

'*  What?"  exclaimed  Anselm,  springing  up  in  astonishment. 

'*  So  you  did  not  know  that?"  said  the  miller.  ^^  What  can  have  made 
the  old  lady  keep  it  from  you?  Yes,  I  have  bought  it,  and  as  you  need 
only  a  room,  a  sleeping- room,  kitchen  and  workshop,  you  will  have  plenty 
of  room  in  the  lower  story,  and  you  can  stay  there." 

"  I?  "  questioned  Anselm,  almost  frightened  at  his  good  fortune. 

^'  I  hear,"  the  miller  went  on,  "  that  there  are  only  two  saddlers  in 
the  town  who  are  good  for  anything.  You  know  that  even  better  than  I. 
Your  master  was  the  third, — and  you  are  able  to  take  his  place.  I  have 
tried  your  work.     Courage,  then  ! " 

"  You  speak  most  kindly,  dear  sir, — and  I  thank  you  cordially  for  your 
offer ; — but  I  would  be  hardly  able  to  earn  a  living,  and  pay  you  besides, 
— and  I  could  not  be  easy  so  long  as  I  was  in  debt." 

"  I  know  that,"  said  the  miller. 

"And  I  should  have  to  commence  in  debt  I " 

"  You  will  marry  a  rich  girl." 

'^  Such  a  one  would  turn  me  off  finely !  " 

"  But  if  there  is  one  already  waiting  for  you  ?  A  pretty,  good-hearted 
girl  indeed, — but,  poor  creature  she  has  only  two  hundred  thalers  !" 

"Oh  sir,  do  not  laugh  at  our  poverty !"  esclaimed  Anselm^  almost 
pain^lly  excited. 

"I;  laugh  at  poverty?  Anselm  what  are  you  thinking  of?"  said 
the  miller  half  vexed,  half  laughing.  "  I  know  some  things  that  you 
do  not.  Eight  days  ago,  the  baker  and  his  wife  made  their  will,  and 
set  apart  two  hundred  thalers  for  a  dowry  for  their  faithful  Frederic  a, 
who  has  served  them  for  thirteen  years.  I  think  I  ought  to  be  sure  of 
it,  for  I  was  witness  to  it.     Well  now?  " 

For  Anselm  had  turned  pale. 

"  Then  she  will  not  have  me ! "  he  exclaimed. 

"0  thou  foolish  fellow!"  laughed  the  miller.  "And  where,  then,  is 
your  kreuzer  that  the  widow  gave  you, — that  has  already  brought  her 
sixteen  florins  forty  kreuzers, — that  is  to  say,  the  gifl  a  thousand  times 
repaid  ?  And  by  God's  blessing,  you  too  shall  reap  a  reward  from  that, 
—or  have  you  not  already  done  so  ?  " 

"  But,  Herr  Miller,  how  have  you  learned  all  this  ?  " 

The  miller  laughing  again,  put  his  little  finger  into  his  month,  and 
replied, 

"  I  sucked  it  all  out  of  this  ! — And  is  not  that  round,  clever  baker,. 
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Frau  Albert's  neighbor,  also  one  of  my  customers  ?  Eh  I  I  must  have 
been  ignorant  indeed^  not  to  have  heard  of  that  jet :  and  I  know  more,  toO; 
— some  things  you  have  not  heard  of, — three  very  important  things. 
What  will  you  give  me  if  I  tell  you?  " 

'*  Oh,  flerr  Miller,  you  put  me  almost  out  of  my  mind  I  " 

The  miller  laughed  aloud,  and  his  wife,  who  was  leaning  on  his 
shoulder;  looked  with  amused  eyes  on  poor  Anselm's  bewilderment. 

"  I  see  I  shall  have  to  tell  him  gratis ! "  cried  the  miller.  "  Well,  then, 
thou  most  inconsiderate  young  man, — that  hast  never  asked  so  much  as 
the  name  of  thy  sweet-heart !  Know  that  the  beloved  Frederica  is  the 
daughter  of  the  good  widow  who  gave  you  the  blessed  kreuzer." 

*'  Is  that  indeed  true  ?  "  cried  Anselm,  joyfully,  but  in  great  surprise. 

"  Do  you  suppose  I  made  it  up  ?  '*  said  the  miller,  with  a  comic  pretence 
of  wrath, — while  sympathetic  tears  stood  in  his  wife's  pretty  brown  eyes. 

"  That  is  number  one.  The  second  thing,"  the  miller  continued, '*  is 
that  Frau  Kbhler  has  made  over  to  you  all  the  apparatus  of  the  workshop, 
with  all  the  materials,  implements,  and  tools  pertaining  to  the  same — 
here  you  have  sign  and  seal  thereupon!''  He  reached  to  Anselm  the 
paper,  which  the  latter  received  with  a  trembling  hand. . 

"  The  third  thing  is,  that  you  shall  live  free  of  rent  in  my  house  for  two 
years.     In  the  third  year  God  willing,  we  can  make  some  arrangement." 

"  Stop  !  stop  I"  cried  Anselm, — *'  I  am  almost  dizzy  !  " 

"Is  all  this  too  much  for  you?"  said  the  miller,  gaily.  "And  now 
shall  I  bring  Frederica  on  a  waiter,  and  give  her  to  you  too  ?  " 

The  miller's  wife  at  last  burst  into  a  merry  peal  of  laughter,  in  which 
Anselm  himself  could  not  help  joining. 

"  No,  no,  thank  you,  my  kind  friend,"  he  replied,  "  I  think  I  can  go 
for  her  myself, — and  my  happiness  is  at  least  not  ten  miles,  but  only 
ten  paces  off  I" 

On  that  Sunday  evening,  Anselm  returned  to  the  town, — he  could 
scarcely  have  told  how :  but  when  he  came  to  his  own  street,  he  did  not 
pass  by  the  baker's  door,  but  went  in,— >and  Frederica  met  him  in  the 
entry.  Shall  we  tell  or  shall  we  leave  to  be  imagined,  how  joyfully  he 
pressed  her  to  his  heart,  and  imprinted  the  sweet  kiss  of  betrothal  on 
her  lips  ? 

After  their  short  but  happy  interview,  he  hastened  home  to  thank 
Frau  Kohler  for  her  kind  gift.  How  he  could  sleep  after  all  this,  is 
wonderful ; — whether  he  did  or  not,  is  a  mystery :  but  certain  it  is,  that 
on  the  very  next  morning,  all  arrangements  were  made  for  the  wedding. 
At  that  happy  feast,  the  most  honored  guests,  beside  Frederica's  mother, 
the  good  widow,  were  her  neighbor,  the  stout  baker,  the  baker  and  his 
wife  with  whom  the  young  bride  lived,  and  the  miller  and  his  wife.  The 
*'  God  repay  a  thousand  times,"  was  well  verified  by  Anselm  and  Frede- 
rica. The  "  widow's  last  kreuzer,"  which  FredericSu  wore  as  a  breast-pin, 
according  to  Anselm's  promise,  was  the  most  highly  prized  wedding-gift 
that  she  received.  Its  whole  history  was  recounted  to  the  wedding-guests, 
and  the  eyes  of  many  beside  the  miller's  pretty  wife  were  filled  with  tears 
of  pleasant  sympathy. 
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THE  FAITH  OF  FBESIDENTS. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 


We  read  of  faith  in  *  Caesar's  household'  already  in  St.  PauVs  day. 
It  ^as  very  weak  and  scarce  then  ;  nor  is  it  very  mach  increased  by  this 
time.  When  Nero  was  the  father — a  worthless,  cruel  and  diabolical 
wretch ! — what  can  we  expect  from  the  Family  ?  Still,  there  were 
"  Saints''  in  it.  Were  they  royal  converts,  however — of  imperial  blood  ? 
Or,  were  they  guards — caurtiern — servants^slaves  f  Yes — of  the  latter 
ranks,  we  are  inclined  to  think.  It  is  a  pleasure  and  fancy  to  cherish, 
that  the  Empress  Poppea  may  have  been  favorably  inclined  to  Chris« 
tianity ;  that  Serip^a,  the  preceptor  of  Nero,  and  the  poet  Lucan^  were 
among  St.  Paul's  converts ;  but  its  foundation  is  very  frail  indeed. 

St.  Jerome's  record  is  worthy  of  greater  confidence  : — "  For  being  by 
the  Emperor  oast  into  prison,  St.  Paul  became  more  known  to  his  fami- 
ly; and  he  turned  the  house  of  Christ's  persecutors  into  a  Church." 
But  it  is  quite  likely  that  he  then  already  experienced  what  he  after- 
wards wrote  to  the  Christians  at  Corinth  :• — "  For  ye  see  your  calling, 
brethren,  how  that  not  many  wise  men  after  the  flesh,  not  many  mighty, 
not  many  noble  are  called."  So  too,  when  the  Divine  Master  spoke  of 
them  that  wear  sofl  clothing,  as  dwelling  ^  in  Kings'  houses,'  He  seems 
to  intimate  that  they  are  rarely,  if  ever,  found  in  company  with  the  hard- 
faring  Baptist,  wrapped  in  hair  cloth,  with  locusts  and  wild  honey  for  his 
daily  bread  ;  and  consequently  also,  not  in  His  Kingdom,  which  John 
had  foretold. 

It  is  wonderful  with  what  remarkable  accuracy  this  general  prophecy 
has  from  time  to  time  proven  itself,  more  especially,  in  the  households  of 
those  Quadrennial  Ciesars,  who  are  periodically  called  by  the  somewhat 
ambiguous  Vox  populi  Vox  Dei  theory  to  rule  over  the  American  Union 
of  States.  From  a  Schedule,  which  is  diligently  transferred  from  one 
public  sheet  to  another,  we  are  informed  as  to  the  religious  and  ecclesias- 
tical status  of  all  the  Presidents,  from  the  beginning  of  the  roll,  down  to 
its  present  terminus.  We  are  thus  enabled  to  inform  our  readers  of  the 
faith  in  Cs3sar*s  household.  It  seems  to  be  fully  as  weak  and  scarce  as 
it  was  when  St.  Paul  first  wrote  of  it.  Let  us  examine  it  as  we  find  it 
noted  in  the  Newspapers. 

George  Washington  stands  <^  first  in  war,  first  in  peace  and  first  in 
the  hearts  of  his  countrymen,"  but  not  quite  so  far  front  in  the  ranks  of 
the  faithful.  President  Washington,  according  to  some  authorities,  be- 
came a  regular  member,  and  according  to  others,  a  nominal  member  of 
the  Episcopal  Church.    Of  course  we  are  not  in  the  clear  then.    We  are 
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most  ready  to  give  our  celebrated  '  Father  of  his  Country'  the  benefit  of 
tdis  doubt ;  but  the  doubt  itself,  is  already  bad  io  this  case.  This  ia 
pel*  se  too  much.  Our  Csesar  ought  to  be,  like  another  Caesar's  wife, 
above  suspicion.  A  very  great  pity  is  it,  that  his  heavenly  citizen- 
ship on  earth  is  not  as  clearly  established  as  his  prayer  in  the  bashes 
at  Valley  Forge,  or  his  attendance  at  Christ's  Church,  Philadel- 
phia. For  the  sake  of  our  great  Washington  and  our  great  Country,  we 
would  be  happy  to  have  this  somewhat  dark  shade  entirely  dissipated 
from  his  otherwise  fair  escutcheon.  We  could  wish  the  line  of  Presi- 
dents to  have  commenced  with  2^  positively  religious  head  man. 

John  Adams  is  written  down  a  *'free  thinker."  This  is  bad — very 
bad.  And  a  free  thinker  '^  after  the  model  of  the  French  Revolutionists." 
This  is  worse — too  bad.  We  should  be  afraid  to  record  it  as  our  own 
judgment.  But  as  we  are  only  copying  from  a  statemeht,  which  is 
greedily  reset  and  re-dispatched,  without  contradiction,  explanation, 
apology  or  nc^te — in  this  case,  it  is  for  us  a  matter  of  profound  regret. 
Will  not  some  one  undertake  to  prove  it  a  villanous  falsehood,  and  in 
this  way  purge  the  fame  and  memory  of  a  man  whom  posterity  thinks 
well  of,  both  at  home  and  abroad  ?  It  strikes  us  it  were  a  task  which 
would  well  become  the  noble  scions  of  so  noble  a  sire,  who  are  still  among 
us.  A  free  thinker !  That  means  one  who  discards  Revelation — an  un- 
believer. It  is  a  soft  name  for  a  hardened  Deist.  John  Adams,  a  De- 
ist I  Is  it  so  ?  We  can  scarcely  believe  it.  But,  then,  here  is  suspicion 
again  confronting  us.      Vale  ! 

Thomas  Jefferson,  whom  we  would  like  to  call  the  Saint  Paul  of 
American  Political  Apostles,  were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  he  too  is  repre- 
sented as  a  Deist,  stands  next  before  us.  True,  it  is  pleaded  in  mitiga- 
tion, that  his  opposition  had  been  directed  more  against  a  National 
Church,  than  against  the  Christian  Church  as  such.  It  is  reported  that 
he  once  became  enamored  with  the  notion  of  an  absolutely  pure  Estab- 
lishment, mainly  through  the  preaching  of  a  Baptist  Clergyman,  Le- 
LAND ;  and  not  being  able  to  find  that,  he  oast  das  kind  mit  dem  Bath 
hinans.  It  seems  scarcely  possible  for  a  Jeffersonian  mind  to  harbor  an 
idea  so  very  like  to  that  of  ancient  and  modern  fanatics.  Why  did  not 
our  enthusiastic  Thomas  first  establish  such  an  ideal  Republic,  by  way  of 
experiment  ?  And,  in  case  of  failure,  break  with  Republicanism  and 
Democracy  forever,  by  turning  into  an  absolute  monarchist  ?  Verily, 
*  the  natural  mind  discerneth  not  the  things  of  God,'  even  though  that 
mind  be  Thomas  Jefferson's.  *'  Except  a  man  be  born  again,  he  cannot 
see  the  Kingdom  of  God" — much  less  enter  it. 

We  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  application,  now;  we  merely  quote 
the  Maw  and  the  testimonies.'  We  allow  the  exercise  of  private  judg- 
ment. 

James  Madison  "visited"  the  Episcopal  Church.  That^  shows 
already  that  it  was  not  his  home,  as  no  man  is  spoken  of  as  a  visitor  in 
his  own  house.  Doubtless,  it  was  regularly  chronicled  every  Monday,  in 
the  columns  of  the  morning  papers.  It  is  plainly  recorded  in  our  sche- 
dule, that  *^  he  was  not  a  member ;  but  his  wi/e  was."  Cannot  see,  how 
good  Mrs.  Madison's  title  made  President  Madison's  any  better.  Doubt- 
less Mrs.  Madison  ate,  drank  and  slept  too^  but  for  herself,  most  likely. 
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Iq  looking  at  the  boaest  face  of  thet  fourth  President  of  the  United  States 
we  are  prone  to  ask  ourselves,  whether  the  Divine  Lord  did  not  perhaps 
view  him  in  the  same  light  with  a  certain  Scribe,  of  whom  he  said — 
"  Thou  art  not  far  from  the  Kingdom  of  God." 

James  Monroe  is  certainly  an  improvement  on  his  immediate  prede- 
cessors, in  one,  even  if  not  in  every  view.  He  stood  in  connection  with 
the  Episcopal  Church.  There  seems  to  be  an  arrangement  in  certain 
ecclesiastical  establishments,  for  the  benefit  of  such  as  wish  to  be  accom- 
modated in  this  way,  namely,  to  allow  individuals  to  become  contributing, 
attending  and  voting  members,  so  far  as  the  choosing  of  a  Pastor  goes, 
without  requiring  them  also  to  be,  at  the  same  time,  communing  mem- 
bers. In  the  matter  of  electing  Elders  or  of  any  other  spiritual  affairs, 
they  are  debarred.  This  is  a  happy  adjustment  of  difficulties  to  a  cer- 
tain class.  Of  this  order  was  President  Monroe*s  membership,  we  are 
told.  We  imagine,  on  certain  Lord's  Day  mornings,  in  the  Metropolis  of 
the  American  Republic,  the  hour  and  solemnity  to  draw  near,  when  the 
Divine  command  echoes  within  the  sacred  walls — This  do  in  remem- 
brance OF  Me.  The  modest,  believing  wife  of  the  ruler  of  a  young 
Empire  rises,  approaches,  adores,  eats,  drinks  and  lives;  whilst  her 
Presidential  husband  remains  quietly  in  the  pew,  covering  his  face  in  his 
hand,  and  thinking — well,  none  of  the  most  approving  thoughts. 

How  would  it  do,  if  Sacraments  could  be  celebrated  hydroxy?  Per- 
haps not  a  few  mothers,  wives,  sisters  and  daughters  would  represent 
their  counterparts  at  the  altar.  Just  think  of  President  Monroe  stand- 
ing within  the  sacred  portals,  endorsing  the  whole  Christian  system  by 
his  open  profession,  and  yet  not  venturing  near  enough  to  his  Heavenly 
Sovereign  to  be  touched  by  His  hand  and  healed  I  Why  this  disobedi- 
ence, timidity  or  shyness,  in  him  and  so  many  of  his  class  1  Members  of 
the  Heavenly  Kingdom,  but  refusing  a  place  at  the  king's  Table  !  Is  it 
not  a  double  wrong — a  slighting  of  the  King,  on  the  one  hand,  and  a  de- 
privation of  the  guest  ?  It  is  well  for  such,  if  the  Laws  and  Statutes  of 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  be  not  so  binding  as  are  those  of  earthly  realms. 
But  are  they  indeed  ? 

John  Quingy  Adams,  ^  the  old  man  eloquent,'  was  a  Unitarian  in 
sentiment,  but  a  Presbyterian  pew-holder.  He  filled  the  office  of  Trustee 
in  the  latter  church.  Of  course,  he  had  never  been  a  communicant  mem- 
ber. Can  we  imagine  a  greater  religious  incongruity  ?  Strange,  that 
men  with  minds  as  clear  as  crystal,  in  certain  spheres,  should  become  as 
confused  as  a  stirred  pool,  in  higher  and  weightier  matters. 

But  something  of  a  very  redeeming  nature  is  recorded  of  him  notwith- 
standing. We  are  glad  to  know  it,  and  eagerly  seize  upon  it,  since  there 
seems  to  be  such  a  barrenness,  in  an  otherwise  plentiful  sea.  On  a  cer- 
tain snow-stormy,  blustering  Sunday  morning,  when  most  men,  though 
far  younger  in  years,  thought  the  streets,  impassable,  John  Quincy  Adams 
was  seen  wading  knee  deep  through  the  drifts,  to  Church.  He  and  six 
others  formed  the  congregation  on  that  day. 

Andrew  Jackson,  the  '  old  hickory  hero,'  is  said  to  have  carried  a 
very  tender  religious  consciousness  under  a  rough,  shaggy  coatofmail. 
He  was  a  regular  attendant  at  the  Presbyterian  Church,  where  he  is  said 
to  have  outdone  all  others  in  attention  and  devotion.  At  the  close  of  the 
services,  he  rose  and  invariably  bowed  profoundly  to  the  officiating  Pas- 
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tor,  after  which  he  tamed  and  moved  his  stately  form  towards  the  door. 
No  one  ventured  to  precede  him.  He  led  the  company  of  worshipers, 
as  he  had  led  the  regiments  in  the  field.     Thus  far,  all's  well. 

But — and  now  comes  the  inevitable  affix — he  was  no  communicant 
member.  If  it  were  not  for  such  troublesome  sayings  as — ^  Te  say  and 
do  not ;'  *  Not  every  one  that  orieth  Lord,  Lord,  &c.;'  *  He  that  doeth 
the  will,  &c.* — then  there  need  be  no  fears  for  Andrew  Jackson.  But  a 
fiei^y  Methodist  Brother  is  said  to  have  proclaimed  lustily  from  the  pulpit, 
in  the  General's  presence:  '*  Thus  saith  the  Lord,  and  both  Andrew 
Jackson  and  the  rest  of  us,  must  walk  before  Him  !"  And  is  it  not  just 
so  ?  Verily  it  is,  for  the  Old  Hero  congratulated  the  Parson  and  con- 
firmed it.* 

Martin  Van  Buren  attended  the  Dutch  Reformed  Church  at  his 
home,  and  the  Episcopal  Church,  in  Washington.  As  long  as  he  re- 
mained in  public  life,  he  never  became  a  full  member.  It  is  said,  how- 
ever, that  he  died  in  ecclesiastical  communion.  It  is  nevertheless  a  sad 
and  selfish  way  of  gaining  heaven,  to  live  without  and  die  within.  It  is 
a  complete  reversion  of  that  law^"  Seek  ye  first  the  Kingdom  of 
God,  &c/' 

William  Henry  Harbison  is  passed  over  in  silence  by  our  reporter, 
perhaps  because  he  died  within  one  month  of  his  inauguration.  He 
entered  on  his  high  office  on  the  4th  of  March  and  expired  on  the  4th  of 
April,  before  he  had  delivered  to  Congress  a  single  message.  He  was  the 
first  President  who  died  in  office. 

Of  his  religious  character  we  only  know  that  he  was  a  man  of  strict 
morals  and  a  great  friend  of  Sunday  Schools.  Perhaps  our  self-consti- 
tuted critic  is  himself  no  such  punctual  attendant  on  public  worship  as  to 
render  a  reliable  opinion,  as  to  whether  a  President  who  survived  only 
four  Lord's  days  found  his  way  to  Church  or  not. 

James  K.  Polk  appeared  every  Sunday  morning  in  the  Presbyterian 
Church.  Beyond  that  he  was  never  known  to  have  gone  while  he  resi- 
ded in  Washington.  .With  a  horrid  war  on  his  hands,  he  still  appealed 
to  the  God  of  battles  only  from  without  and  at  a  distance,  as  it  were. 
His  wife  had  been  a  communicant  member.  He  became  such,  we  are 
told,  before  he  died. 

Zachary  Taylor,  the  second  President  who  died  in  office,  and  in  the 
beginning  of  his  administration,  attended  service  at  the  Episcopal  Church, 
but  not  regularly,  we  are  told.  Perhaps  this  is  an  uncharitable  remark, 
since  he  too  may  not  have  been  President  long  enough,  to  enable  any  one 
to  form  a  correct  and  wbll-founded  opinion  as  to  his  religiosity.  The 
older  we  become,  the  more  do  we  feel  like  being  charitable  towards  all 
men,  in  our  criticisms — especially  towards  dead  men.  But  there  is  no 
record  of  his  having  entered  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth,  during  his 
last  sickness  which  rapidly  terminated  in  death. 

Franklin  Pierce  had  connected  himself  with  the  Presbyterian 
Church  prior  to  his  inauguration  as  President.  We  are  right  glad  to  be 
able  to  record  the  fact.  He,  besides,  was  regular  in  his  attendance.  All 
this  sounds  well.  But — and  this  is  the  misery  again  I — he  was  never 
known  to  have  communed. '  As  he  is  the  only  living  Ex-President  elected 

*  He  was  a  oommanioant  member  of  the  Presbyterian  Church  before  he  died. 
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by  the  people^  and  blessed  with  "  fine  health''  in  his  honorable  retire- 
ment, we  hope  he  has  by  this  time  learned  to  enjoy  the  full  privileges  and 
benefits  of  a  spiritaal  citizenship.'*' 

James  Buchanan,  the  venerable-looking  and  only  Pennsylvania 
President,  had  been  of  Presbyterian  descent.  He  ever  evinced  a  prefer- 
ence for  the  service  of  that  Churchy  but  became  a  member  of  it,  only  after 
the  expiration  of  his  Presidential  term  and  public  career,  in  the  ebbing 
of  his  days  at  his  quiet  Wheatland,  near  Lancaster,  Pa.  Let  us  believe 
the  same  of  some  of  his  honored  predecessors,  at  least.  It  is  known  that 
Ex-President  Buchanan  died  in  the  possession  of  a  simple,  childlike 
Faith,  in  the  strength  of  which  he  cheerfully  obeyed  the  dread  summons. 
The  Rev.  Dr.  Nevin,  his  neighbor  in  later  life  and  intimate  friend,  had 
been  his  spiritual  adviser,  and  preached  his  Funeral  Oration,  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  deceased  Statesman. 

Abraham  Lincoln,  the  '  Martyr  President,'  and  the  third  in  the  line, 
who  died  with  the  official  armor  on,  had  been  in  the  habit  of  attending 
the  Presbyterian  Church,  both  at  Springfield  and  in  Washington.  But 
with  the  ^  Great  Rebellion'  on  his  shoulders,  he  never  formally  heeded 
the  consoling  call — ^^  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy-laden, 
and  I  will  give  you  rest."  He  never  became  a  Church  member,  unless 
his  ^  Baptism  by  blood  and  fire'  made  him  such.  Of  course,  like  all 
others  who  know  their  duty  and  do  it  not,  he  too  had  his  excuse.  We 
will  note  it  in  his  own  words : — 

"  I  have  never  united  myself  to  any  Church,  because  I  have  found 
difficulty  in  giving  my  assent,  without  mental  reservation,  to  the  long, 
complicated  statements  of  Christian  doctrine,  which  characterize  their 
Articles  of  Belief  and  Confessions  of  Faith.  When  any  Church  will  in- 
scribe over  its  altar,  as  its  sole  qualification  for  membership,  the  Saviour's 
condensed  statement  of  the  substance  of  both  Law  and  Gospel,  ^  Thou 
shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy  soul,  and 
with  all  thy  mind,  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself,'  that  Church  will  I  join 
with  all  my  heart,  and  with  all  my  soul." 

Alas  !  Lincoln  could  see,  it  seems,  that  ^^  all  the  law  and  the  prophets 
hang  on  these  two  commandments,"  but  could  not  discern  that  the  ^*  com- 
plicated statements  of  Christian  doctrine"  mean  and  teach  just  that — no 
more  and  no  less.  Does  the  Christian  Church  aim  to  instil  any  other 
principle  save  that  of  Divine  Charity  ?  And  how  is  any  mortal,  high  or 
low,  ever  to  have  it  communicated  into  his  soul,  save  as  he  is  willing  to 
become  connected  with  the  reservoir  ?  It  is  surprising  that  a  man  with 
such  views  did  not  withdraw  from  the  Union  of  States,  on  the  ground  that 
the  sole  qualification  for  citizenship  is  not  that  all  citizens  shall  be  free, 
both  civilly  and  morally.  And  yet  he  was  willing  to  enter  the  arena  of 
the  State,  and  like  a  valiant  champion  to  be  assassinated  even,  in  order 
to  render  the  ideal  actual ;  but  a  spiritual  economy  he  will  not  enter,  un- 
less he  finds  the  imperfect  real  at  once  emblemated  into  the  sublime  ideal. 
It  is  a  question  whether  such  an  inconsistent  life  is  not  equally,  if  not 
more  sad,  than  his  tragic  death. 

Like  too  many  of  his  rank,  again,  he  seems  to  have  remained  satisfied, 
with  the  fact  of  his  wife's  membership.     We  will  let  the  man  alone ;  but 


*  Reoentlj  died,  a  member  of  the  Episoopal  Charoh. 
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of  his  coDdnct  and  views,  we  are  allowed  to  speak— especially  of  Abraham 
LIdcoIq's  Church. 

Ultsses  S.  Obant,  the  last  of  the  line  of  Presidents,  thus  far,  attends 
the  Methodist  Church,  of  which  not  he,  again,  but  ])lrs.  Grant,  b  a 
member. 

Our  reporter  closes  hb  critical  catalogue  with  the  remark :  *'  The 
greater  number  of  our  Presidents  had  never  been  baptized."  Thb  is  the 
last  and  worst  item  communicated.  Nevertheless,  let  us  believe  him  to 
be  mistaken,  since  the  faith  in  Caesar's  household  is  still  sufficiently  low 
to  please  the  most  indifferent  and  infidel  mind. 

Let  us  close  with  a  few  thoughts  which  the  survey  suggests. 

I.  Faith  b  sadly  wanting  in  Caesar's  household.  By  faith  we  do  not 
mean  a  mere  opinion,  by  which  all  that  God  has  spoken  is  held  as  true  ; 
but  a  submission  to  Hb  economy  and  an  actual  obedience  to  His  sover- 
eign authority.  The  cry  of  '*  Lord^  Lord"  will  not  answer ;  it  must  be 
a  doing  of  Hb  Fatherly  Will. 

Measured  by  thb  standard,  how  many  of  our  Presidents  have  faith  ? 
But  twoy  certainly ;  three^  perhaps.  That  proportion  places  our  Ruling 
Households  in  sad  contrast  with  those  across  the  waters — with  £mperors, 
Kings  and  Royal  blood,  in  its  various  qualities.  The  anomaly  has  often- 
times been  felt,  acknowledged,  dbcoursed  on,  and  then  again  quietly 
tolerated,  ignored  and  forgotten.  The  question  will  nevertheless  intrude 
itself  upon  us,  from  time  to  time — why  are  our  American  CsBsars  uo- 
churchly,  as  a  rule  ?  Doubtless,  the  want  of  a  National  Church  is  one 
cause — weak  though  it  be.  The  Sons  and  Rulers  of  the  Nation  naturally 
look  about  themselves  for  the  Nation's  Church.  In  England,  Austria, 
Russia  and  other  Empires,  such  an  establbhment  is  at  once  at  hand.  In 
our  realm  there  is  no  room  for  ecclesiastical  favoritism.  The  King  estab- 
lishes none,  but  tolerates  all  alike.  The  variety  and  contradiction  which 
naturally  result,  produce  a  dissipation,  hesitation  and  indifference.  It  is 
fashionable  to  think  and  speak  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  as  the 
one  more  nearly  National  than  any  other.  It  is  a  mere  notion,  however, 
and  lacks  all  support.  The  line  of  Presidents  shows  that  the  Presbyte- 
rian Confession  is  in  greatest  favor  with  them,  and  that  but  three  or  four 
preferred  the  Epbcopal.     There  b  no  National  Church  in  America. 

II  The  notion,  that  religion  is  something  future  in  effect —post  mor- 
tem— ^is  another  reason  for  the  irreligion  of  our  Rulers  and  their  compeers, 
as  well  as  for  the  indifference  of  the  many.  Hence  the  neglect  to  live  by 
it,  as  a  directory,  and  the  seizing  hold  on  it,  in  artictUo  mortis.  It  is  a 
pitiful  spectacle  to  witness  brave  men  moving  courageously  onward  for 
years  ^through  duty  and  danger,  without  betraying  any  foar  or  want ;  but 
looking  imploringly  towards  God*s  Kingdom,  as  a  sort  of  Eternal  Life 
insurance  policy,  even  as  children  show  fear  when  night  comes  on.  ^-  If 
Faith  saves  not  in  this  life  from  guilt  and  sin,''  but  only  from  consequence 
and  punishment  in  the  next,  then  indeed  b  it  but  an  extreme  unccion, 
and  our  Presidents  are  right  in  postponing  it  as  long  as  possible.  But  if 
it  be  a  medium  of  regeneration  and  reformation  to  man — a  rule  of  life  and 
conduct,  we  cannot  see  much  virtue  in  seeking  an  interest,  at  an  hour 
too  late  to  practice  its  requirements.  Because  too  many  regard  it  as  a 
way  of  escape,  in  the  hour  of  a  forced  surrender,  a  '  city  of  refuge'  in  the 
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moment  of  dissolation — on  this  account  is  it,  that  three-fourths  of  oar 
Presidents  and  their  constituents  lay  hold  on  it  merely  as  a  last  resort. 
When  Henry  Clay  had  heen  sixty  years  old,  he  said  :  "  I  am  not  a 
Christian ;  I  hope  I  shall  be  before  I  die.''  That  tells  the  whole  sad, 
but  true  story.  As  long  as  we  have  to  do  with  Office  and  Legislation 
then,  we  need  not  be  bothered  with  religion ;  it  aids  us  not  during  life 
and  its  duties — it  only  saves  the  soul  after  death  I  But  is  not  such  piety 
under  duress,  and  at  the  tail  end  of  life,  very  much  like  making  over  your 
property  to  your  wife  on  the  eve  of  bankruptcy  ? 

III.  It  is  sometimes  a  matter  of  wonder  with  many,  why  men  learned 
and  skilled  in  Medicine,  Law,  Politics  and  Science,  should  so  frequently 
be  indifferent  and  skeptical  in  religion.  But  we  have  yet  to  learn  that 
such  minds  enjoy  any  special  favoritism  over  the  more  unsophisticated 
and  simple.  Indeed,  they  labor  under  disadvantages  even,  since  unsanc- 
tified  knowledge  verily  "  puffeth  up,"  and  in  so  far  proves  a  barrier  in- 
stead of  an  auxiliary.  If  Faith  were  to  be  gained  in  Books,  Schools  and 
Politics,  the  educated  would  be  the  pious  and  the  illiterate  the  most 
empty  of  piety.  But  as  it  is  only  to  be  acquired  in  the  School  of  Christ, 
in  which  the  men  of  the  world  are  seldom  disciples,  it  results  naturally 
that  they  are  most  deficient  in  the  '  wisdom  which  is  from  above.'  The 
learned  Greeks  who  called  on  the  Son  of  Man,  expecting  some  royal  road 
open  for  their  special  benefit,  found  the  precepts,  *  except  a  grain  of  wheat 
fall  into  the  ground  and  die,  it  abideth  alone' — ^  except  a  man  become  as 
a  little  child,  he  cannot  see  the  Kingdom  of  God' — of  as  much  force  for 
them,  as  they  are  for  the  masses,  who  know  not  the  mysteries  of  science. 
'When  a  learned  Reviewer  and  Philosopher  desired  to  take  the  more  im- 
mediately preparatory  steps  to  his  conversion,  the  Bishops  of  the  Diocese 
placed  a  Child's  Catechism  in  his  hand,  and  begged  him  to  study  that 
well.  And  it  was  only  because  this  Zaccheus  was  willing  to  '  come  down,' 
that  he  was  permitted  to  see  the  Lord.  It  is  rumored  that  one  of  the 
Ex-Presidents  hesitated  long,  ere  he  could  consent  to  kneel;  and  thus 
publicly  humiliate  himself  before  angels  and  men.  Ah !  men  who  are 
used  to  travel  on  highways,  can  hardly  bring  themselves  to  dwell  in  the 
Valley  of  Humiliation.  Why  then  do  we  expect  men  to  become  religious 
the  more  readily,  simply  because  they  sit  on  regal  Thrones  or  hold  offices 
of  State  ?  Did  not  Governor  Pontius  Pilate  remain  a  skeptic  and  King 
Herod  make  a  fool  of  Christ,  whilst  a  poor  soldier  confessed :  "  Certainly 
this  was  a  righteous  man  ?"  The  Kingdom  of  God  recommends  itself  by 
its  own  native  truth,  and  needs  not  the  recommendation  which  a  Guber- 
natorial, Congressional  or  Presidential  disciple  may  proffer.  And  any 
convert  who  becomes  such  in  consequence  of  any  such  exalted  human 
endorsement,  may  well  be  said  to  seek  the  honor  which  cometh  from 
man. 

IV.  ^  All  men  have  not  faith' — great  men  inclusive.  It  must  ever  ap- 
pear a  matter  of  wonder  to  the  purely  scientific  reader  of  the  Word,  that 
Faith  is  set  as  a  sort  of  mother  virtue  or  Grace,  and  Unbelief  as  more 
damning,  than  any  or  every  other  special  vice.  But,  since  without  faith 
it  is  impossible  to  please  God/  this  Grace,  first  of  all,  places  us  in  a  right 
relation  to  God,  in  which  relation  alone,  it  is  possible  to  do  anything, 
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from  a  right  motive,  in  the  right  spirit,  and  towards  its  right  end.  ^  All 
that  is  not  of  faith  is  sin/  The  foundation  being  wrong,  what  righteons- 
ness  can  possibly  supervene  ? 

But '  faith  is  the  gift  of  God/  Are  we  then  blameless,  in  case  we  cast 
it  back  on  God  and  say,  that  we  have  not  this  *^  giftV  In  no  wise,  since 
by  virtue  of  God's  preventing  Grace — the  drawing  of  the  Father — all 
men  possess  this  "  gift'* — talent,  or  capacity.  But  the  exercise  of  the 
talent  or  gift  depends  on  man  himself.  And  now,  because  of  the  dissipa- 
tion of  our  public  men ;  the  false  gods  which  are  set  up  along  their  way ; 
the  idolatry  of  office,  station,  rank,  fame  and  wealth ;  the  ^  dogged'  mean- 
ness and  chicanery,  incident  to  such  a  sphere,  and  which  sinks  the  in- 
tended Statesman  into  the  miserable  Politician — because  of  these  and 
other  untoward  circumstances,  their  minds  are  blinded  by  the  god  of  this 
world,  and  the  exercise  of  the  gift  within  them  is  neglected. 


THE  OBiaiN  OF  SOME  OF  OUB  CUSTOMS. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


One  is  often  greatly  puzzled  to  know  how  the  thousand  and  one  little 
customs  practiced  in  different  parts  of  the  civilized  world,  ever  originated. 
Each  has  its  own  little  history.  Many  have  long  since  lost  their  original 
significance,  one  which  few  now  practicing  them  ever  dream  of  ascribiDg 
them. 

Why  should  we  greet  each  other  by  shaking  hands,  any  more  than  by 
bumping  foreheads  as  the  custom  is  among  some  uncivilized  nations  f 
Originally  shaking  hands  was  a  token  of  truce.  That  is  when  two  par- 
ties were  fighting,  and  wished  to  cease  their  contest  for  awhile,  or 
always^  each  would  take  hold  of  the  other's  right  hand,  with  which  he 
held  and  wielded  his  weapon.  As  long  as  this  was  held,  they  were  safe 
from  one  another's  treacherous  blow.  From  this  truce,  token,  or  sign  of 
ceasing  to  fight  or  wound,  came  the  custom  of  saluting  by  shaking  each 
other's  right  hand. 

Perhaps  the  shaking  part  was  not  so  much  practiced  by  the  ancients. 
Indeed  some  modern  people  have  a  habit  of  never  shaking  when  they 
salute  you  by  the  hand.  Some  coldly  point,  or  hold  one  or  two  fingers  to 
you,  which  you  may  seize  a  hold  of  or  not,  as  you  see  proper.  Had  one 
of  the  ancients  done  this,  he  would  have  been  suspected  of  designing  to 
use  part  of  his  hand  in  injuring  the  one  he  greeted.  Some  extend  the 
arm,  apd  allow  the  hand  to  hang  limberly  down  as  if  paralyzed.  Others 
push  powerfully  like  the  motion  of  the  piston  of  a  locomotive,  instead  of 
shaking,  inverting  the  motion  of  the  hand,  as  well  as  the  current  of 
feeling.  Why  should  it  be  considered  impolite  to  shake  hands  with  the 
glove  on  7  The  knights  and  warriors  of  old,  fought  with  their  bodies 
encased  in  an  armor  or  metallic  suit.  On  the  hands  they  wore  iron 
gloves.  When  two  persons  after  fighting  as  enemies  wished  to  cease 
fighting  and  be  friends,  the  iron  glove  was  taken  from  the  right  hand, 
as  a  mark  of  friendship,  and  hands  were  grasped.    To  refuse  to  remove 
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the  glove  Id  shaking  hands,  was  then  as  much  as  to  say,  *^  I  am  still 
your  enemy." 

Why  do  polite  men  lift  or  touch  their  hats  when  they  greet  others  ? 
The  old  warriors  wore  helmets,  steel  hats,  as  part  of  their  armor,  to  pro- 
tect their  heads.  When  a  warrior  was  conquered,  and  wished  to  sur- 
render to  the  enemy^  he  would  take  the  helmet  from  his  head,  which 
meant  that  he  would  commit  himself  to  the  mercy  of  his  victorious  foe. 
When  a  heaten  knight  was  willinii;  to  he  disarmed,  he  would  remove  his 
helmet.  From  this  we  derive  our  custom  of  lifting  or  touching  the  hat 
in  our  greetings. 

Why  do  we  bow  as  a  mark  of  politeness  and  respect  in  meeting  and 
meeting  one  another  ?  In  ancient  times  prisoners  asd  captives  bowed 
when  they  offered  their  neck  to  the  stroke  of  the  enemy  or  executioner. 
From  this  we  get  the  bow,  now  in  use. 

How  charming  is  the  graceful  courtesy  of  a  lady  I  There  was  a  time 
when  it  held  no  such  charm.  In  earlier  ages,  blood-thirsty  warriors 
were  slow  to  pardon  their  captives.  To  sue  for  mercy,  they  would  fall 
on  their  knees  before  their  masters.  From  this  originated  the  courtesy. 
Ear-rings  are  now  an  ornament.  In  the  olden  time  they  were  a  badge 
of  slavery.  The  form  of  the  ring  on  the  slave  would  tell  who  the 
master  was.  It  was  so  soldered  that  it  could  not  be  removed  from  the 
ear. 

Hair-pins,  too,  are  quite  an  ornament.  Originally  it  was  a  poniard,  or 
small  dagger,  carried  in  the  hair  as  a  weapon.  In  some  parts  of  Sicily, 
these  kinds  of  hair-pins  are  still  worn,  for  the  same  reason  that  some 
people  carry  a  revolver. 


AN  AQED  FASTOB. 


'*Sou}  beautiful  are  the  feet  of  them  that  bring  glad  tidings  of  salvation!  Their 
messages  of  peace  are  as  the  dew  of  Hermon,  and  as  the  dew  that  des  ended  upon 
tAe  »iourUaim  of  Zion,for  there  the  Lord  commanded  (he  blessing,  even  life  forever- 

It  was  a  touching  sight 
To  see  the  aged  man  o\  God 
Bowed  with  the  weight  of  many  years, 
Walk,  arm  in  arm,  beside 
The  youthful  pastor. 

His  ajred  head  and  silvery  locks, 
Sprinkled  with  the  frost  of  eighty  winters, 
Almost  touching  the  dark  tresses  of  Aim, 
Who  just  set  out  upon  the  sacred  road 
O'er  which  the  weary  so  long  have  trod. 
1  only  pray  the  Lord  may  spare  his  life, 
And  give  him  grace  to  spend  it  in  His  cause 
Teaching  immortal  souls  the  way  to  Heav'n, 
His  own  pure  walk  of  life  e'er  tending  there, 
Until  within  the  shining  courts  above 
He  reaps  the  precious  fruit  of  all  his  toils. 
[,  Fa.^  August  30,  1869. 
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A  STOEY  FOB  THE  LITTLE  FOLKS- 


CHRISTIAN   FREDERIC  SCHWARTZ. 


The  name  of  this  mao^  though  a  G-ermaD,  takes  us  far  off  to  ludia, 
the  oldest  land  of  scieace  and  art.  For  many  centuries  its  beautiful 
mountains  and  valleys  have  been  the  scene  of  battle  and  bloodshed. 
Very  many  years  ago,  however,  the  Gospel  was  proclaimed  in  India. 
According  to  Christian  tradition,  the  first  apostle  to  that  country  was  St. 
Thomas.  When  the  Portuguese  discoverers  landed  upon  the  Malabar 
coast,  they  found  certain  Christians  who  claimed  that  he  had  been  the  first 
to  take  the  Gospel  to  them.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  for  more  than 
fifteen  hundred  years  the  southern  point  of  India  has  possessed  a  Chris- 
tian Church  which  received  its  bishops  from  Babylon  and  Antioch,  down 
to  the  time  when  the  Portuguese  and  the  Jesuits  subjugated  them  to  the 
unknown  Roman  Pope.  After  the  Portuguese  had  been  dispossessed  by 
the  Hollanders,  the  latter  attempted  to  convert  the  people  to  Protestai^t- 
ism  by  too  much  worldly  wisdom,  and  the  seed  that  they  sowed  was  not 
likely  to  last.  From  1706  to  1750,  however,  there  were  eight  thousand 
persons  in  India  who  professed  Evangelic  Protestant  faith ;  and  certain- 
Jy  such  a  foundation  was  sufficient  to  encourage  the  heart  of  any  one  who 
was  willing  to  labor  there  in  the  Lord's  vineyard.  Schwartz  was  the 
man  to  give  a  new  impulse  to  Evangelism  in  that  far-off  heathen  land.  He 
was  born  in  the  year  1726.  His  mother,  when  on  her  death  bed,  com- 
mended his  soul  to  the  care  of  the  Lord.  He  passed  through  prepara- 
tory schools,  and  finally  attended  the  University  of  Halle,  where  he  was 
chosen  a  teacher  in  the  Orphan  House.  He  at  last  became  a  preacher, 
and  soon  began  to  think  of  committing  himself  to  the  great  missionary 
work.  He  received  a  pressing  call  to  a  church  in  his  native  land ;  but 
having  put  his  hand  to  the  missionary  plough,  he  would  not  think  of 
looking  back.  In  December,  1749,  he  took  ship  at  London  for  the  coast 
of  India;  but  contrary  winds  kept  the  vessel  an  entire  month  in  the  ha- 
ven at  Falmouth.  But  she  finally  sailed,  and  on  the  17th  of  July, 
1750,  the  zealous  missionary  looked  out  upon  the  heathen  coast  of 
Caddelone. 

Schwartz  learned  the  Tamul  language  with  so  much  zeal,  that,  after 
four  months,  he  was  able  to  preach  his  first  Indian  sermon.  He  now 
began  to  work  in  good  earnest,  and  conducted  catechetical  instruction  in 
the  Tamul  and  Portuguese  schoools,  and  baptized  four  hundred  persons 
in  the  faith  of  Christ.  He  studiously  applied  himself  to  traveling,  and 
preaching  the  gospel  wherever  he  went;  and  through  many  a  long  and 
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weary  year  he  went  among  Hindoos,  MohammedaDS,  and  Christians, 
with  the  message  of  the  Cross — never  growing  weary  :  whether  in  city 
or  in  country^  among  friends  or  enemies,  in  cold  or  heat,  in  war  or  peace, 
hy  day  or  by  night ;  whether  sitting  under  the  shade  of  a  majestic 
banyan  tree  of  seventy  feet  in  circumference,  or  in  his  little  hut  made 
of  palm  leaves ;  whetner  upon  the  travelers'  bench  by  the  wayside,  or 
before  the  pagoda,  or  amid  the  wild  idolatry  of  India,  he  could  always 
say  :  "  Brothers,  be  children  of  one  Father." 

He  visited  the  soldiers  and  the  sailors^  and  wherever  he  went  he  pro- 
claimed the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ.  It  was  now  very  evident 
that  he  had  remarkable  gifts  for  missionary  labor.  He  won  such  uni- 
versal confidence,  that  nobody  could  say  ought  against  his  character  or 
his  purpose.  The  English  government  recognized  his  services,  and  his 
name  became  familiar  not  only  throughout  India,  but  in  all  Protestant 
civilized  lands. 

Schwartz  enjoyed  excellent  health  in  that  warm  countiy.  The  con- 
stant peace  of  mind  which  he  preserved  and  his  steadfastness  of  purpose 
seemed  to  elevate  him  above  the  ordinary  accidents  of  life.  He  repeat- 
edly said  that  the  Lord  kept  him  under  His  kind  care,  and  he  passed 
through  numerous  scenes  where  God's  preserving  providence  was  won- 
derfully extended  to  him.  For  example,  when  he  arose  one  morning 
before  day,  he  found  that  he  had  been  occupying  a  place  just  beside 
where  a  poisonous  serpent  lay,  though  he  was  not  disturbed  in  the  Teast 
by  it. 

In  1772,  the  powder-magazine  of  the  fortification  where  he  was,  ex- 
ploded, and  the  whole  place  was  covered  with  ruins  and  dead  bodies. 
But  Schwartz  was  found,  with  the  children  and  members  of  his  congre- 
gation about  him,  totally  unharmed.  ' 

This  devout  and  earnest  man  won  many  souls  to  Christ,  among  whom 
were  tender  children,  rough  soldiers,  young  men  and  aged  persons — 
people  of  all  classes  and  conditions.  When  Schwartz  became  advanced 
in  life,  and  was  unable  to  travel  as  much  as  he  had  done,  he  sat  from 
morning  till  night  among  the  natives  of  every  rank  ;  and  in  his  presence 
all  animosities  and  quarrels  subsided.  He  was  in  the  midst  of  poor 
widows,  whom  he  employed  in  spinning  and  other  labors ;  of  poor  girls, 
who  knitted  and  sewed  while  he  instructed  them ;  and  of  the  children 
of  missionaries,  whom  he  instructed  in  the  great  work  of  serving  Christ. 
He  was  never  married.  In  his  advanced  life  he  found  that  nearly  all 
his  old  friends  had  left  him.  A  severe  illness  afflicted  him,  and  he  lay 
for  three  months,  ready  at  any  time  to  die.  He  was  very  fond  of  sing- 
ing, and  upon  his  bed  of  sickness  repeated  some  of  the  songs  that  he 
loved  to  utter  when  in  health.  On  the  morning  of  the  19th  of  Febru- 
ary, 1798,  at  four  o'clock,  he  died  in  the  arms  of  a  true  and  faithful  na- 
tive helper.  Loud  weeping  filled  the  garden  of  his  house,  wh^re  the 
crowds  had  assembled  to  learn  about  their  consoler  and  father.  The 
prince  of  the  country  hastened  to  see  his  dear  friend  lying  in  the  coffin  ; 
and  afler  he  was  buried,  had  a  marble ,  monument  to  his  <^  deceased  and 
worthy  father  Schwartz ;"  and  in  the  missionary  garden  he  prepared  an  in- 
scription in  English  verse,  which  expressed  his  admiration  of  his  ^'  father,'^ 
and  the  wish  that  he  "  might  become  worthy  of  him.''  In  later  life  the 
prince  further  declared  the  remembrance  of  the  departed  missionary  by 
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beneficent  institutions  for  the  young  and  the  sick.  In  1807,  the  East 
India  Company  erected  a  monument  to  the  memory  of  the  patriarch  of 
the  Indian  Mission,  in  the  Marion  church  of  Fort  St.  George,  at 
Madras. 

But  the  proudest  monument  of  his  life  was  the  great  crowd  of  those 
who  had  been  led  to  the  cross  by  his  instrumentality,  and  the  multitude 
of  strong  men  whom  he  left  behind  to  continue  the  work  that  he  had 
begun.  When  a  good  missionary  visited  Southern  India  in  1803,  he  saw 
the  fruits  of  the  labor  of  Schwartz.  Whole  villages  came  to  him  for  in- 
struction ',  he  baptized  thirteen  hundred  heathen,  founded  eighteen  new 
churches,  and  subsequently  baptized  twenty-seven  hundred  people. 

When  Bishop  Heber  came,  in  1836,  to  Southern  India — **  in  this  gar- 
den of  the  Gospel " — ^he  found  that  the  number  of  living  Ohristiani 
amounted  to  more  than  fifteen  thousand.  At  the  present  time  there  are 
one  hundred  and  sixty  missionaries  in  the  land  where  Schwartz  com- 
menced his  labors.  But  still  *'  the  harvest  is  great  and  the  laborers  are 
few." 

Now,  when  we  compare  the  labors  of  such  a  man  as  this  good  mission- 
ary with  the  great  conquests  of  warriors  such  as  CsBsar  and  Napoleon, 
the  most  of  people  would  prefer  to  be  the  military  chieflain,  and  not  the 
humble  missionary.  But  mho  stands  highest  in  the  favor  of  God? 
Whose  crDwn  will  be  the  highest  hereafler?  If  you  convert  a  sinner 
from  the  error  of  his  way,  you  are  rearing  a  monument  higher  than  the 
greatest  ever  erected  to  the  military  chieftain. 
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BABON  BUNSEN. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 


His  name  was,  and  forever  shall  be,  Christian  Carl  Bunsen.  For  this 
was  given  him  at  his  baptism.  Albeit,  in  later  life,  the  king  of  Prussia 
made  him  a  Baron,  and  a  Chevalier  or  a  Knight,  which  titles  added 
nothing  to  his  greatness  or  goodness,  his  highest  glory  was,  and  ever 
shall  be,  that  he  was  a  Christian. 

In  these  days  my  hands  incidentally  fell  upon  an  interesting  memoir 
of  this  man,  written  by  his  widow  When  he  was  about  dying,  at  Bonn, 
he  said  to  her  :  "  Write  yourself  the  history  of  our  common  life.  You 
can  do  it;  you  have  it  in  your  power; — only  be  not  mistrustful  of  your- 
self." Two  months  later  she  commenced  her  task.  With  tender  fidelity 
she  sketches  the  life  of  her  great  husband.  Of  course  you  cannot  but 
notice,  here  and  there,  the  partiality  of  an  affectionate,  devoted  wife. 
But  this  is  rather  to  be  admired  than  censured  From  my  earliest  stu- 
dent life  Bunsen  has  been  to  my  mind  the  ideal  of  a  Christian  statesman 
and  scholar.  With  eager  interest  I  therefore  followed  his  public  life  to 
its  close.  And  now,  in  reading  this  memoir,  I  seem  to  be  witnessing  the 
pleasing  panorama  of  a  country,  whose  scenery  I  had  partly  seen  and  whose 
people  I  had  familiarly  mingled  with. 

His  father  was  a  Prussian  soldier,  of  small  stature,  keen  eye,  bushy 
eyebrows;  hot-tempered,  yet  withal  full  of  kindness  and  good  nature. 
The  mother  was  a  small,  delicately  formed  woman,  always  active,  casting 
looks  of  respect  upon  her  husband,  and  looks  ot  love  upon  her  son 
Christian.  They  were  a  God-fearing  couple,  leading  a  life  of  prayer  and 
religious  edification.  At  the  age  of  forty-one  the  father  married  his 
godly  bride.  It  was  his  second  marriage.  They  lived  in  Corbach,  an 
obscure  village  of  Germany.  On  August  29,  1791,  a  child  was  born  to 
them,  which  they  took  to  St.  Eilian's  Church,  in  Corbach,  the  following 
Sunday,  three  days  after  its  birth,  to  have  it  baptized.  Making  a  record 
of  the  baptism,  the  fkther  added  this  prayer  to  the  record :  *^  0  God, 
guide  him  by  Thy  grace,  and  let  him  grow  up  in  Thy  love  and  fear,  and 
in  all  virtue,  to  the  joy  of  his  parents.  Amen.  Henrich  Christian 
Banseu."     Thus  began  Christian  Carl  Bunsen's  life  on  earth. 
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His  parents  were  educated  people.  They  themselves  taught  the  little 
boy  to  read  and  write.  At  six  years  of  age  he  began  to  take  lessons  with 
a  student.  At  that  time  many  school- mas^ters  and  ministers  of  Germany 
were  unbelievers.  Father  Bunscn  guarded  the  heart  of  his  boy  by  a 
strict  instruction  and  religious  devotions  at  home.  Every  morning  and 
evening  the  Scriptures  and  a  prayer  were  read  wiih  his  family.  From  a 
boy  Christian  showed  a  great  talent  and  industry  in  studying.  He  out- 
ran his  comrades  in  his  studies.  One  of  these,  speaking  of  their  school* 
days  at  Corbach,  says  : 

*•  Christian  Bunsens  own  small  room  was  in  the  upper  story,  towards 
the  garden.  Here,  during  my  Corbach  school  years,  did  I  go  in  and  out, 
finding  my  friend  never  otherwise  than  occupied,  full  of  zeal  and  earn- 
estness over  his  books.  In  the  morning  he  was  up  with  the  sun,  which 
shone  straight  into  his  window,  looking  to  the  cast.  During  the  summer 
evenings,  when  I  came  in  the  twilight  to  fetch  him  to  walk,  he  was  read- 
ing or  writing,  but  ever  turned  from  his  occupation  to  receive  me  with 
bright  kindness.     Throughout  the  school  he  was  admired  as  a  genius. 

**  I  never  saw  him  ploy  at  any  games  of  skill  or  chance  (cards),  nor 
indeed  at  any  festival  or  fruit-gathering.  He  loved  to  bathe,  and  some- 
times would  play  at  ball ;  also  at  chess  or  picquet  with  me  alone." 

He  was  kind,  thaLkful  and  obedient  to  his  teachers;  indeed,  the  most 
inoffensive  youth  among  all  his  school- fellows.  From  a  child  he  was 
fond  of  air  and  sunshine,  and  of  the  beauties  of  nature.  Though  pos- 
eiessed  of  a  strong  body,  he  had  no  taste  for  bodily  exercise,  but  always 
preferred  to  enjoy  himself  in  case  and  repose. 

After  quitting  his  soldier  life,  his  father  lived  on  a  small  farm  and  a 
small  pension.  By  transcribing  papers  for  a  Corbach  lawyer  he  earned 
a  trifle  more.  The  latter  amounted  to  3,020  Thalers  and  33  Groschen 
in  twenty-one  years.  With  part  of  these  earnings  he  tried  to  support  his  son 
at  school.  This  money  Christian  carefully  laid  by  for  the  purchase  of 
books.  ^'  Between  thirteen  and  fourteen  he  was  in  the  habit  of  saving 
all  the  small  coin  he  became  master  of"  for  the  same  use. 

He  had  a  great  talent  for  languages,  but  none  for  music.  To  bear 
mu^ic  gave  him  great  pleasure,  but  he  had  no  gift  as  a  performer.  He 
haid  he  could  go  up  the  notes  of  the  ^cale,  but  always  faikd  ^in  coming 
down. 

At  the  age  of  fourteen,  after  having  been  instructed  by  his  pastor  in 
the  doctrines  of  the  Christian  religion,  he  wus  confirmed  in  the  Church 
of  St.  Kilian.  The  doctrine  he  was  therein  taught  differed  from  that 
held  by  his  parents.  Instead  of  their  simple,  earnest  faith  in  Christ,  as 
the  divine  Saviour,  he  was  taught  a  system  of  half-virtues  and  half- 
truths  in  the  name  of  Christianity.  Happily  his  parents  and  not  his 
pastor,  moulded  his  faith  and  life. 

At  home,  by  strict  economy,  the  father  could  support  him  at  school. 
He  became  a  close  student.  Instead  of  rising  with  the  sun,  as  his 
schoolmate  tells  us,  his  father  always  woko  him  at  three  in  the  morning. 
And  through  life  he  continued  to  be  an  early  riser.  At  length  he  was 
far  enough  advanced  to  enter  the  university.  By  the  help  of  friends  he 
secured  the  use  of  a  scholarship  at  the  University  of  Marburg.  Af^er 
studying  here  a  year,  he  found  that  he  needed  the  advantages  of  one  of 
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the  larger  universities.  At  that  time  Hejne  was  the  leading  classical  scholar 
of  Germany.  He  was  the  leading  spirit  in  the  Faculty  of  the  University  of 
Gottingen.  Hither  Bunsen  removes  his  student's  tent.  Thereby  he  loses 
the  use  of  his  scholarship,  and  assumes  a  more  expensive  course  of  study. 
With  a  letter  of  introduction  the  trembling  youth  of  eighteen  approaches 
the  venerable  Heyne,  "  full  of  years  and  of  honor."  The  wise  old  man 
at  once  discerned  the  qualities  of  the  student,  and  with  fatherly  kindness 
took  him  by  the  hand.  Bunsen  says :  '*  Poor  and  lonely  did  I  arrive  in 
this  place.  Heyne  received  me,  guarded  me,  bore  with  me,  encouraged 
me,  showed  me  in  himself  the  example  of  a  high  and  noble  energy  and 
indefatigable  activity,  in  a  calling  which  was  not  that  to  which  his  merit 
entitled  him."  Three  years  later  he  was  appointed  teacher  of  Hebrew 
and  Greek  in  this  university. 

An  entrance  in  a  German  university  forms  the  actual  epoch  in  a  young 
man*s  life.  Then  even  more  so  than  now.  The  bulk  of  the  professors 
made  light  of  true  faith.  But  few  of  the  students  were  openly  and  sin- 
cerely pious.  And  these  few  required  the  spirit  of  martyrs  to  remain 
steadfast  in  the  faith.  Duels  were  frequent,  and  the  great  mass  of  them 
were  drawn  into  the  whirl  of  convivial  excesses,  beer-drinking  and  all 
manner  of  midnight  carousals.  Those  refusing  to  join  them  were  ridi- 
culed and  ruled  out  of  so-called  refined  society. 

Henrich  Bunsen  and  his  wife  knew  full  well  what  their  talented  son 
risked  in  going  to  Gottingen;  and  the  son  likewise  knew  it.  When  it 
came  to  the  sad  parting  from  parents  and  home  Christian  grieved  greatly. 
What  would  he  do  without  the  counsel  and  love  of  home  ?  What 
awaited  him  at  the  university  7 

"  Dear  child,"  said  the  father,  "  behold  the  heav  jns  are  blue  every- 
where."    This  advice,  too,  he  gave  him : 

"  In  clothing,  lire  up  to  yonr  means ; 
In  food,  below  your  means ; 
In  dwelling,  above  your  means." 

In  beginning  his  university  studies  he  selected  for  his  motto,  '^plus  ultra** 
(more  beyond)  ;  which  was  to  remind  him  that  however  much  he  might 
learn  to  know,  that  beyond  the  things  he  knew,  there  remained  a  world 
of  truth  to  him  unknown  and  still  to  be  learned.  And  of  this  too  he 
would  strive  to  know  more.  In  later  life  he  chose  for  his  motto,  In 
$ilentio  et  spe  (In  silence  and  in  hope).  Be  careful  in  selecting  your 
associates,  is  an  important  advice  to  all  young  people,  and  especially  to 
young  men  going  to  college  or  the  university.  Who  should  be  Bunsen's 
associates  at  Gottingen  7  Should  he  fall  into  the  hands  of  some  scoffing 
scholarly  rowdies,  he  might  make  shipwreck  of  his  faith.  Soon  after  he 
reached  Gottingen,  Heyne  recommended  him  as  teacher  of  the  German 
language  to  William  B.  Astor,  son  of  John  Jacob  Astor,  of  New  York. 
This  led  to  a  life-long  friendship  between  him  and  this  wealthy  Ameri- 
can. He  soon  gathered  a  group  of  kindred  minds  around  him — Laoh- 
man,  Liicke,  Reck.  Brandis,  Jacobi,  Kleuze,  and  Ulrich.  On  a  certain 
cheerful  evening,  whilst  mingling  in  social  enjoyment,  these  young  men 
made  a  vow,  each  to  each  other  and  to  all,  that  they  would  effect  some- 
thing great  in  their  lives.  And  they  all  redeemed  their  vow,  for  every 
one  became  great'  in  the  world  of  science. 
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A  NEW  year's  letter  TO  HIS  PARENTS. 

To  earnest  miods  the  first  of  January  is  always  a  day  of  self- recollec- 
tion. It  was  so,  too,  to  Bunsea.  Here  is  a  New  Year's  letter  to  his 
parents : 

GorriNGEN,  let  January,  1813. 

All  blessing  be  upon  my  dear  parents  in  the  new  year !  Neither  in  person 
nor  in  the  form  of  a  letter  could  I  accomplish  appearing  before  you  at  the 
beginning  of  this  year,  but  at  least  from  my  room  I  pour  forth  my  greet- 
ing. Never  did  I  commence  a  New  Year  with  more  emotion  than  now. 
When  on  the  night  of  the  last  first  of  January,  I  sat  solitary  before  my  desk, 
and  looked  over  the  series  of  wishes  and  questions  which  in  the  same  mid- 
night hour  two  years  ago  I  had  written  down,  gazing  with  joy  and  hope  into 
the  future ;  and  when  I  then  contemplated  the  images  of  my  past  life,  and 
considered  how  the  Almighty  has  blessed  me  from  earliest  days  in  such 
kind  parents,  and  otherwise  so  variously,  and  later,  in  a  land  of  strangers 
and  in  a  doubtful  position,  had  cleared  up  my  dark  anticipations  and  fulfilled 
my  timid  wishes;  and  when  at  last  turning  to  the  present,  I  beheld  a  auffi. 
cient  and  satisfactory  response  to  my  yearnings  after  the  future,  in  the  guid- 
ance of  my  life,  by  ways  so  unexpected,  to  a  point  where  I  now  tread  those 
fields  of  knowledge  which  I  had  then  loved  rather  than  seen ; — then  did 
sadness  steal  over  me,  and  a  melancholy  doubt  seize  on  my  spirit  lest  I 
should  have  enjoyed  and  possessed  too  much  of  good  for  the  share  of  a 
mortal,  and  that  some  hard  blow  might  tear  away  a  portion  of  the  blessing 
granted  to  remind  me  of  the  transitory  nature  of  all  that  is  earthly. 

The  whole  Christmas  time  had  been  very  precious,  in  allowing  me  one 
week  in  which  to  live  entirely  to  myself,  and  the  Christmas  festival  brought 
a  store  of  bright  recollections  from  earliest  childhood.  I  kept  the  holy  eve 
with  Ludwig  Abeken,  of  GsnabrGek,  whom  I  have  known  since  last  autumn, 
and  who  is  bound  to  me  like  a  brother;  with  him  and  a  few  others  who  are 
dear  to  me,  I  read  the  beginning  of  the  Gospel  of  Luke  and  other  portions 
of  the  Bible,  which  I  have  often  before  me,  besides  Plato  and  other  books 
of  study  in  Greek.  The  next  morning  I  decked  out  my  room  with  branches 
of  pine  and  tapers,  and  a  piano,  which  I  had  borrowed  for  the  festival  time, 
as  my  friend  plays  it  remarkably  well. 

The  following  evening  we  met  at  supper  in  a  somewhat  larger  party,  but 
only  of  friends  and  habitual  associates,  and  did  not  separate  till  after  mid- 
night. Through  the  days  between  Christmas  and  the  New  Year  study  was 
unremitting,  but  on  New  Year's  eve  I  finished  the  large  and  important 
Greek  book  with  which  I  had  been  busied.  At  ten  o'clock  I  went  with 
Becker  of  Gotha,  with  Ulrich  of  Jena,  and  Susemiehl  of  Kiel,  also  with  my 
old  friend  and  countryman,  Wolrad  Schumacher,  to  the  room  of  my  Osna- 
brCick  friend,  for  a  social  meeting.  Thus  we  were  a  company  from  all  parts 
of  our  fatherland,  aud  composed  of  all  faculties:  three  pnilologers,  Abeken 
and  myself,  each  reckoned  as  half  a  theologian,  one  student  of  divinity,  two 
of  meaicine  and  one  of  law.  Outside,  the  entire  long  street  shone  with 
light  and  reverberated  with  music,  vocal  and  instrumental.  When  the 
clock  struck  twelve  all  doors  and  windows  burst  open,  and  the  street  was 
alive  with  human  heads  and  the  voice  of  congratulation.  We,  however,  in 
deep  silence,  touched  glasses  to  honor  the  expiring  year,  and  severally  em- 
braced, without  the  power  of  uttering  a  word,  till  after  a  pause  we  joined  in 
the  fine  song  of  Voss :  *'  The  year's  last  hour  tolls  forth  with  deepening 
chime  a  solemn  sound."  Then  did  the  gloom  of  the  imminent  parting  and 
the  probability,  that,  for  the  last  time  on  earth,  I  now  looked  upon  many  of 
those  around  me,  so  possess  my  mind  that  I  could  not  refrain  from  tears,  and 
by  the  time  they  came  to  the  last  verse  I  was  wholly  overcome,  which  sel- 
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dom  happens  to  me.  Towards  one  o'clock  we  again  became  cheerful,  and 
with  sinking  and  sound  of  guitar  we  moved  homewards  to  my  dwelling, 
where  Schumacher  remained  with  me. 

Abeken  had  but  lately  joined  Bunsen's  student  circle.  He  was  then 
suffering  from  depressiou  of  spirit,  partly  owing  to  a  disease  from  which 
he  died  not  long  aftBr  this.  Bunsen  took  him  by  the  hand  and  led  him 
to  the  Saviour.  Of  this  Abeken  writes :  ^'  Bunsen  asked  me  with  an 
indescribable  look,  a  beam  of  kindness  and  benevolence,  whether  we 
should  not  be  brothers?  What  a  blessed  moment  was  that !  I  had  not 
known  before  what  it  was  to  have  a  friend,  and  now  my  heart  expanded. 
I  could  speak  little,  but  the  whole  gloomy  past  vanished  from  my  sight, 
and  I  held  fast  the  happy  present.  I  spent  the  evening  at  tJlrich's, 
where  Bunsen  also  was.  Aft«r  supper  he  read  passages  out  of  the  New 
Testament — that  of  the  man  who  built  his  house  on  the  rock,  that  of  the 
lilies  of  the  field,  and  the  last  chapter-  of  John.  Never  had  I  felt  so 
happy ;  my  life  and  what  I  am  capable  of  becoming,  seemed  to  clear  up 
before  me.  My  entire  being  is  changed ;  my  friends  call  me  the  New- 
born, and  they  are  right." 

BUNSEN  *'IN  LOVE." 

Bunsen  went  from  the  University  to  Rome,  where  he  found  among  rare 
treasures  the  great  European  scholar  Niebuhr,  and  her  to  whose  graceful 
pen  and  loving  heart  we  are  indebted  for  these  interesting  volumes.  He 
found  her  in  this  wise  :  A  Mrs.  Waddington,  an  intelligent  English  lady, 
and  her  three  daughters,  happened  to  spend  the  winter  at  Komo.  He 
says :  **  They  take  an  interest  in  me,  and  by  them  I  have  been  introduced 
to  the  Duchess  of  Devonshire  and  other  persons."  Not  long  after  ho 
writes  to  his  sister  : 

"Another  piece  of  news  is,  ^hat  for  about  eight  days  I  have  been  a  little 
in  love.  Be  not  alarmed ;  only  a  little,  and  without  consequences.  I  visited 
the  family  I  mentioned  in  my  former  letter  because  they  were  very  kind  in 
inviting  me,  and  I  had  frequent  opportunities  of  intercourse  with  them.  I 
conversed  naturally  with  the  eldest  daughter  most  of  all  (the  second  being 
engaged  and  the  third  a  child  of  fourteen  years  of  age)— she  understands  Ger- 
man very  well,  besides  French  and  Italian.  I  read  German  with  her  with 
pleasure,  and  liked  to  discuss  and  dispute  with  her — as  she  makes  the  same 
objections  to  the  principles  of  German  literature  that  you  do,  and  is  a  very 
earnest  Christian  of  the  Church  of  England. 

All  this  went  on  well  until  the  time  of  their  departure  from  Rome  ap- 
proached ;  and  I  yielded  to  my  inclination  to  profit  by  the  mother's  extreme 
Kindness  in  inviting  me,  almost  daily,  to  walk  and  drive  out  with  them. 
Having  at  first  believed  myself  quite  safe  (the  more  so  as  I  cannot  think  of 
marrying  without  impairing  my  whole  scheme  of  mental  development — and 
least  of  all  could  I  think  of  pretending  to  a  girl  of  fortune)— I  thought 
there  was  no  danger.  But  I  have  really  fallen  in  love  a  little  with  the  ami- 
ble  character  and  clear  understanding  and  good  principles  of  this  girl — and 
so,  of  course,  I  no  longer  go  so  continually  to  visit  the  family.  I  laugh  at 
myself  very  often ;  yet  I  am  disturbed  and  uncomfortable  when  1  have 
passed  a  day  without  seeing  her." 

We  can  easily  see  what  all  this  is  going  to  lead  to — indeed  what  it 
ought  to  lead  to.     Alter  forty-three  years  of  married  life,  and  one  of 
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unmingled  happioess,  this  good  lady  looks  back  over  these  love  walks 
with  her  polished  scholarly  suitor.  She  says  that  the  month  following 
the  date  of  the  above  letter  they  rarely  passed  a  day  without  meetiog. 
And  on  the  first  of  July  following,  1817,  they  were  married.  Bunsen 
had  an  elder  sister  (step-sister),  who  had  great  influence  over  the  years 
of  his  youth.  She  seems  to  have  been  quite  an  intellectual  lady,  who 
moulded  his  views  more  than  his  heart.  Amid  his  great  passion  and 
privileges  for  studying,  his  religiobs  ardor  was  evidently  in  danger  of 
abating.  For  several  years  before  his  marriage  he  ceased  to  commuDe. 
On  the  Christmas  following  he  and  his  wife  partook  of  the  Holy  Sacra- 
ment. From  the  time  of  their  marriage  they  daily  read  the  Bible  to 
gether.  Six  months  later  he  says  :  *<  Next  to  God,  my  wife  has  had  the 
greatest  influence  on  my  meditations;  for  as  since  1814  you  (his  sister) 
by  your  life  and  your  faith,  have  directed  my  mind  to  the  contemplation 
of  Christ  and  His  teaching,  so  has  Fanny  (his  wife)  now.  in  the  same 
two  fold  manner.  We  have  read  the  Bible  together,  as  she  was  always 
accustomed  to  do  before;  and  her  acquaintance  with  the  Scriptures  (of 
which  she  knows  a  great  portion  by  heart),  her  faith,  combined  with 
clearness  of  understanding  and  the  Chrbtian  spirit  which  regulates  her 
life,  have  pointed  out  to  me  more  and  more  the  treasure  of  all  treasures." 

This  is  such  a  beautiful  beginning  of  married  life,  that  I  cannot  help 
but  notice  it  here  for  the  benefit  of  our  young  readers.  All  the  joys 
and  sorrows  of  their  home  life,  these  two  loving  hearts  laid  before  the 
Lord ;  and  His  word  continued  to  be  their  daily  study  for  forty-three 
years.  In  sorrow  they  always  found  great  comfort  in  their  daily  devo- 
tions.    And  of  sorrow  they  had  their  little  share. 

For  years  Bunsen  dreamed  hopefully  of  studying  at  Rome.  Alas,  he 
had  not  the  means.  At  length  Ood  sent  him  a  friend  in  William  B. 
Astor,  who  agreed  to  accompany  and  support  him.  At  Florence,  on  his 
way  to  Rome,  just  on  the  eve  of  realizing  his  fond  dreams,  Astor  is  called 
back  to  New  York,  and  Bunsen  is  left  alone  and  seemingly  without  sup-, 
port.  Not  till  forty-one  years  later  did  the  two  friends  meet  again,  in 
Heidelberg.  Bunsen  thus  disappointed  felt  greatly  depressed.  He  had 
just  learned,  too,  through  a  letter  from  his  sister,  of  the  heart-rending 
sufferings  of  his  father.  He  sat  him  down,  on  the  damp  stone  seat  of 
the  Loggia  de  Lauzi,  giving  way  to  his  forlorn  feelings.  Ten  years  later, 
after  attaining  to  unexpected*  prosperity,  he  came  to  this  same  stone 
bench  to  call  up  and  reimprove  that  trying  day.  From  here  he  writes: 
"  It  was  here,  on  this  stone  seat,  placed  along  the  inner  wall  of  the  Loggie, 
that  I  struggled  through  a  mixture  of  sorrow,  pain  and  disappointment, 
while  the  cold  crowd  of  strangers  passed  before  my  eyes." 

Bunsen  Foon  found  another  pupil,  with  whom  he  went  to  Rome.  Here 
he  found  Niebuhr,  the  Prussian  Minister,  and  other  influential  friends. 
The  great  Niebuhr  learned  to  love  him  like  his  own  child.  Take  the 
followin.i^  as  an  instance.  Bunsen 's  child  (Mary),  a  sweet  little  girl, 
died.  They  buried  her  in  the  Protestant  cemetery  at  Rome.  Bunsen 
writes  that  Niebuhr  met  them  at  the  grave.  ''Niebuhr  did  not  arrive 
till  after  the  ceremony.  He  embraced  me,  and  wept  aloud ;  I  could  only 
say  to  him,  *  My  father  !*  for  such  I  felt  him  to  be.  He  had  ever  been 
fjnd  of  Mary — he  threw  himself  down  and  kissed  the  earth  that  covered 
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her,  exclaiming,  *  Thou  lovely  child  !*  Many  were  moved  to  tears  by 
seeing  the  great  man  so  moved/'  ' 

No  wonder  he  loved  the  dear  old  man.  One  night  he  dreamed  about 
him,  and  awoke  weeping.  Soon  after  Niebuhr  died.  Bunsen  mourned 
like  a  child.  **  Could  a  father  do  more  for  a  son  than  Niebuhr  did  for 
me  ?  Whom  have  I  to  thank  for  my  household  happiness,  for  the  bless- 
ing of  home  never  sufficiently  to  be  estimated  and  acknowledged.  I  sunk 
under  grief  as  I  never  sunk  before.  To  fancy  myself  without  him — the 
fatherland  without  him — science,  the  world  without  him,  seemed  intoler- 
able." 

Bunsen  became  a- great  and  greatly  honored  man.  His  society  and 
influence  were  sought  by  the  king  and  the  princes  of  Prussia,  and  many 
other  lords  and  princes.  After  spending  twenty  years  at  Rome,  part  of 
the  time  as  Prussian  Ambassador,  he  became  Ambassador  to  England, 
and  afterwards  to  Switzerland.  It  is  not  of  his  life  as  a  statesman  that 
I  wish  to  write.  Of  the  vanity  of  this  he  became  painfully  conscious. 
^*  0  how  I  hate  and  detest  diplomatic  life  I''  hu  exclaims  at  one  time. 
But  as  a  youth  growing  up  to  Christian  manhood — as  a  husband  and 
father — I  would  trace  his  life. 

A  LETTER  TO  HIS  SON,  WHEN  ABOUT  TO  BE  CONFIRMED. 

"  You  are  approaching  a  solemn  day,  the  most  serious  and  the  holiest,  as 
yet,  of  your  life.  The  ancients  expressed  well  the  fact  in  saying,  that  every 
one  is  in  his  baptism  inscribed  as  the  combatant  of  Christ,  but  in  his  con- 
firmation receives  the  arms  with  which  he  is  to  contend  under  the  banner 
of  Christ.  No  one  has  a  right  to  the  excuse,  that  the  duties  are  unknown 
or  the  sacredness  of  the  engagement  not  considered.  Your  paternal  friend, 
the  honored  and  excellent  Professor  Jacobi,  gave  you  an  excellent  pattern 
in  the  life  of  Dr.  Heim,  whom  I  have  often  seen  at  Berlin.  But  first  and 
last,  I  would  have  you  look  up  to  the  model  above  all  others,  Jesus  Christ ; 
think  of  His  sufferings  for  us  sinners,  and  grieve  not  His  Spirit  by  unfaith- 
fulness. There  is  nothing  that  can  support  the  fiery  trial  of  temptation  and 
suffering,  which  is  before  you,  but  the  belief  in  the  revelation  of  God  as 
Love  in  the  person  of  Jesus  Christ.  Let  not  mockery  and  scoffers  lead  you 
into  doubt— they  are  judged;  and  be  not  chilled  by  the  coldness  of  those 
around  you,  but  rather  pray  that  by  the  sincerity  of  your  striving  after  right 
and  the  perseverance  of  love  and  patience,  you  may  be  found  worthy  to 
make  the  way^  to  the  Saviour  easier  to  them.  Friends  you  will  find  on  the 
way  of  life,  if  you  make  them  an  object  of  prayer.  There  is  no  gift  on  earth 
more  precious  than  faithful  teachers  and  friends." 

In  America  a  truly  earnest  Christian  statesman  is  a  rare  personage. 
As  for  a  great  or  successful  statesman  doing  the  work  of  three  men,  in  the 
study  of  oriental  literature,  writing  learned  works  in  exposition  of  the 
Scriptures — sincerely  choosing  consistent  minbters  of  the  Gospel  as  his 
associates,  composing  hymn  books  and  libraries— that  is  a  thing  unheard 
of  among  us.  When  persecuted  by  the  treachery  and  intrigue  of  rival 
politicians,  Bunsen  found  solace  in  his  Bible* and  his  studies. 

Among  the  first  inquiries  I  made  in  visiting  Heidelberg,  was  about 
the  residence  of  Bunsen.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  Neckar,  some  dis- 
tance above  the  bridge,  stands  a  large  plain  white  house,  on  the  Ziegel- 
hausen   road.     Past   its   front  rashes  the  stream,  and  in  its  roar  rises  a 


Digitized  by 


Google 


364  Baron  Bunsen.  [December, 

mountaiD.  Almost  daily  I  strolled  along  this  Ziegelhausen  Gasse,  never 
venturing  to  disturb  the  studious  occupants  of  this  literary  retreat  by 
sending  in  my  card,  as  the  custom  of  travelers  is.  Hither  Buosen  bad 
retired  to  devote  his  closing  years  to  the  writing  of  his  Bibel  Werk. 
Though  always  kind  to  visiting  travelers,  and  especially  to  Americans, 
I  felt  that  a  man  with  such  a  great  work  on  hand  and  so  short  a  time 
wherein  to  perform  it,  ought  not  to  be  disturbed  without  a  sufBcient 
reason. 

A  model  of  a  Christian  father  is  this  man.  Soon  after  its  birth  must 
each  child  be  baptized.  All  are  taught  daily  to  pray  and  read  the  Scrip- 
tures in  his  home.  This  became  their  habit.  Most  carefully  he  has 
each  one  instructed  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  by  some  earnest,  faithful 
pastor.  And  these  parents  are  altrays  present  when  one  of  their  children 
is  confirmed,  though  such  attendance  requires  them  to  travel  many  miles. 
And  all  their  children  are  so  loving,  obedient  and  pious,  that  it  is  a 
pleasure  to  read  about  them. 

Bunsen  early  acquired  the  habit  of  observing  anniversaries.  "  He 
clung  with  affection  to  signs  and  seasons,  and  days  and  years.  A  date 
once  marked  by  an  event  for  good  seemed  to  him  a  point  round  which  all 
that  was  good  and  desirable  might  cluster  forever."  He  scrupulously 
observed  the  birth-days  of  every  member  of  his  family.  Many  a  birth- 
day and  weddiog-duy  anniversary  did  his  happy  family  enjoy.  £ven  the 
date  of  his  letters  indicates  these.  A  letter  to  his  son  be  dates  on  the 
"'  Thirtieth  anniversary  of  the  wedding-day."  A  letter  to  another  begins 
thus  :  *'  It  is  Sunday,  and  your  birth-day  is  in  itself  ever  a  festival  to 
me;  so  in  spirit  I  must  be  half  an  hour  with  you."  When  he  could  not 
observe  one  of  these  anniversaries  at  home  with  his  family,  he  was  sure 
to  write  a  letter  full  of  love  and  blessing  to  the  happy  home  circle.  New 
Year  was  always  solemnly  entered  upon.  Writing  to  a  friend  he  says  : 
**  You  know,  that  for  almost  forty  years,  without  exception,  we  have, 
alone  in  our  home-circle,  sat  up  to  await  the  year's  beginning,  with 
choral- singing  and  other  solemn  music,  and  in  serious  conversation,  with 
pauses  between."  The  date  of  a  great  trial,  or  great  deliverance,  is  de- 
voutly noticed  at  its  yearly  recurrence.  One  letter  is  dated  "  on  the  day 
on  which  the  Protestant  congregation  on  the  capitol  (in  Rome)  was 
founded,"  in  whose  organization  he  was  mainly  instrumental.  I  notice 
this  habitual  observing  of  home  festivals,  because  herein  American  homes 
are  to  a  great  extent  deficient.  Many  a  home  would  be  more  cheerful, 
religious  and  happy,  if  these  little  family  festivals  would  be  regularly 
kept  in  some  pleasant  form. 

A  very  earnest  life  was  that  of  Bunsen.  He  says:  *'For  me  God  or- 
dained from  earliest  childhood  a  vigorous  training,  through  poverty  and 
distress;  I  was  compelled  to  fight  my  way  through  the  world,  bearing 
nothing  with  rac  but  my  own  inward  consciousness,  and  the  firm  deter- 
mination to  live  for  my  ideal  aim,  disregarding  all  else  as  insignificant.'' 
His  later  years  brought  him  much  trial.  lo  his  early  life  he  was  charged 
with  secret  sympathy  with  Homanism.  Now  he  evidently  tended  toward 
Rationalism,  the  other  extreme.  Some  of  his  published  views  alurmed 
many  of  his  old  friends.  Whatever  his  theoretical  errors  may  have  been, 
at  heart,  ho  held  fast  to  Christ,  as  the  divine  Saviour  of  sinners.  As  he 
approached  death  his  faith  shone  with  peculiar  brightness.     Speaking  to 
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his  family,  wlien  almost  too  feeble  for  utteraace;  he  said  :  '^  Have  you  any 
doubts?  I  have  none.  We  are  all  sinoers,  but  io  God  we  exist  and 
shall  be  iu  eternal  life.  We  shall  meet  ag^iin,  of  that  I  am  sure.  Chrbt 
is  the  Son  of  God,  and  we  are  only  then  His  sons,  if  the  spirit  of  love 
which  was  in  Christ  is  also  in  us.  It  is  sweet  to  die.*^  While  thas 
waiting  to  go  home  his  daughter  and  son  sang  in  an  adjoining  room, 
accompanied  by  a  family  organ,  the  well-known  hymn  for  the  dying: 
*'  Wachet  auf  ruft  uns  die  Stimme,"  or  as  it  is  tranlated, 

"Wake,  awake,  for  night  is  flying, 
The  watchmen  on  the  heights  are  crying  ; 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  at  last  I 
Midnight  hears  the  welcome  voices, 
And  at  the  thrilling  cry  rejoices  : 
Come  forth,  ye  virgins,  night  is  past  I 
The  Bridegroom  comes,  awake. 
Your  lamps  with  gladness  take, 

Hallelujah ! 
And  for  His  marriage-feast  prepare. 
For  ye  must  go  to  meet  Him  there/* 

He  fell  asleep  at  Bonn,  on  the  Rhine,  where  his  son  bought  a  house 
for  him,  in  which  to  spend  the  evening  of  his  days.  In  less  than  a  year 
he  had  to  move  again — for  the  last  time.  With  gentle  hands  and  bleed- 
ing hearts,  his  three  sons  and  a  son  in  law,  assisted  by  his  two  scholars 
who  aided  him  in  his  studies,  bore  him  through  the  streets  of  Bonn  to 
the  cemetery.  When  his  mother-in-law,  Mri".  Waddiogtoo,  was  buried 
near  her  Engli.sh  home,  her  poor  neighbors  did  not  leave  her  grave  till 
they  had  carefully  filled  it  in  with  soil  by  single  handfuls,  that  not  the 
smallest  stone  might  fall  upon  her  coffin.  They  were  the  poor  to  whom 
the  dear  lady  had  been  a  lifelong  friend.  Never  have  I  read  of  a  more 
touching  instance  of  gratitude  at  the  grave  of  a  saint,  than  this.  More 
desirable,  methioks,  is  sueh  a  burial  than  that  accorded  to  Emperor  or 
President.  Somewhat  in  this  wise,  too,  was  Bunsen  buried.  It  was 
purely  a  ceremony  of  affection,  without  the  parade  and  pomps  of  hired 
officials.  Here,  too,'  handfuls  of  earth  were  thrown  into  the  grave  by 
each  relative  and  friend,  as  they  cast  a  last  look  at  the  coffin. 


h. — ^The  Dark  Valley  Bright. — Oh,  the  blessed  hope  and  joyful  ex- 
ff  pectation  that  attends  a  spiritual  mind,  especially  when  it  is  enlivened  and 
assisted  by  the  powerful  influence  of  Divine  grace !  For,  without  that, 
even  good  men  may  be  liable  to  some  dejections  and  fears  as  to 
another  world,  from  the  vastness  of  the  change,  the  sense  of  their  fail- 
ings, the  weakness  of  their  minds,  and  mistrust  of  their  own  unfitness  for 
heaven ;  but  so  great  is  the  goodness  and  mercy  of  God  towards  them 
that  sincerely  love  and  fear  Him,  that  He  always  makes  their  passage 
safe,  though  it  be  not  so  triumphant.  And  although  tho  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death  may  seem  gloomy  and  uncomfortable  at  a  distance,  yet 
when  God  is  pleased  to  conduct  His  servants  through  it,  He  makes  it  a 
happy  passage  into  a  state  of  glorious  immortality  and  everlasting  life. — 
Sdllwf/Jleet. 
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EPITAPHS  AND  SYMBOLS. 


BT  PERKIOMEN. 


The  remains  of  Simon  Snyder,  the  third  Governor  of  the  Common- 
wealth of  Pennsylvania,  under  the  second  State  Constitution,  are  covered 
over  by  a  lar^e  mvte  marble  slab,  fixed  supinely  on  a  slight  mound,  in 
the  grave-yard  adjoining  the  Old  Church,  at  Selios  Grove — a  village  on 
the  west  bank  of  the  Susquehanna,  in  Snyder  County  Numerous 
and  anxious  are  the  inquirers  for  the  reason,  why  so  speechless  a  stone 
should  cover  the  dust  of  a  man,  who  being  dead,  yet  speaketh  ?  His  late, 
and  latest  remaining  son,  told  us,  that  his  heirs,  immediately  after  the 
Governor's  demise,  united  in  requesting  his  most  intimate  friend  to  pre- 
pare an  Epitaph,  suitable  to  his  character  and  standing.  That  friend 
consented,  but  died  ere  he  had  fulfilled  his  promise.  A  man  does  well 
then,  to  hoed  this  saying — '*  Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it 
with  thy  might }  for  there  is  no  work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge,  nor  wis- 
dom, in  the  grave,  whither  thou  goest.**  Thus  the  Governor's  marble 
was  left  unlettered. 

This  we  may  regret ;  but  there  is  a  recommendation  about  such  a 
tombstone  which  is  vainly  looked  for  in  many — tJiat  it  does  not  lie.  Still, 
we  cannot  say  that  we  like  it.  It  is  a  little  too  bare.  That  man  is  sorely 
sick  at  heart,  who  must  seal  his  lips,  lest  a  falsehood  come  out ;  and  not 
otherwise  is  it,  in  regard  to  a  monument  or  marble  over  the  dead.  We 
prefer  the  Catacomb,  or  early  Christian  style  of  inscriptions,  over  the 
dust  of  the  departed.  It  is  pleasing  to  the  eye,  and  does  the  heart  much 
good,  to  read  such  Epitaphs  as  : — 

CHRrsriNA  IN  Peace— Regina  with  God — Maria  in  Christ— 
Lavinia  with  the  Saints — Theophilus  at  Home — Jacobus  Vic- 
torious. They  are  brief  indeed,  accompanied,  perhaps,  by  a  line  or 
two,  of  necessary  dates )  but  so  expressive  of  their  faith  in  God,  in  Christ 
and  in  the  Resurrection.  Sparing  and  modest  were  they  in  their  in- 
scriptions ;  but  chaste,  elegant  and  Christian  We  always  seem  to  see 
'  Patience  on  the  Monument,'  smiling  in  grief,  whenever  such  a  mortuary 
record  confronts  us. 

The  early  emigrating  Germans  borrowed  from  such  models  their  usual 
prelude — 

HiER  ruhet  in  Gott. 

Some  will  doubtless  sneer,  and  laugh  right  out,  over  our  simplicity  and 
unsophisticated ness,  when  we  declare,  that  we  are  much  more  inspirited 
and  ready  to  do  battle  with  Death,  the  Grave  and  Hell,  by  a  short  walk 
through  an  old  East  Pennsylvania  Gottes  Acker — not  dilapidated  and 
*  gone  to  rack,*  we  mean,  of  course ! — than  even  a  promenade  over  Laurel 
Hill  does  for  us.     Our  fore-fathers  placed  their  dead-  right  back  in  God 
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and  in  Christ,  as  the  old  gray  aod  moss-grown  sand-stone  sentinels  over 
them  testify.  Such  a  repository  is  more  consoling  than  never  so  finely 
arranged  a  whited  sepulchre. 

It  is  only  a  pity  that  such  orthodox  phrases  were  gradually  supplanted  by 
less  expressive,  because  less  Christian  mottos.  As  the  Gottes-Acker  be- 
came a  mere  grave-yard  and  the  cemetery  a  burying  ground,  we  see  the 
humanity  of  the  world  crowding  out  the  Christianity  of  the  Church.  A 
demoralizing  process  set  in,  even  among  the  tombs.  Now  you  see, 
first: — ^' Zum  AnJenken  ;^'  then,  ^^  Denkmal  der  Liebe  ;'*  at  last, 
**  Dieser  Sfein  zeigt.'*  The  English  heart,  always  more  infidelly  disposed 
than  the  German,  to  be  sure,  shows  its  tombstone  heresy  more  prominent- 
ly. Not  satisfied  with  an  *'  In  Memorj/,"  "  Token  of  Love/'  or,  *'  Here 
lies/*  &c.,  it  boldly  denies  God*s  or  Christ's  ownership  of  the  departed 
and  writes — ''  Our  Mother"*^''  Our  Mary,'*  or  "  Our  Eddie''  How 
hard  it  is  to  realize  the  saying — ''  Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the 
Lord,"  as  long  as  such  cold  and  absolutely  chillinjs:  word-lies  stand  en- 
graved before  the  livinj;  and  over  the  departed  !  Verily,  that  short  and 
frequent  command  I  which  the  writer  of  Revelation  so  often  heard — "weite* 
— never  meant  that  such  Epitaphs  should  be  written. 

Worse  than  these,  because  more  consistent,  however,  are  those  tomb- 
stone inscriptions,  which  are  to  serve  as  a  complete  summary  of  the  de- 
parted soul's  history  on  earth.  A  top  caption  ;  the  Name  and  Names  of 
Parents;  the  Wife's  name;  the  number  of  children;  the  Day  of  Birth, 
Mjitrimony  and  Death ;  the  years  of  his  married  life  ;  the  Funeral  Text 
and  Hymns,  and  Age — all  these  facts  are  crowded  on  the  patient  stone. 
And,  in  order  to  fill  out  every  possible  space,  some  soul-jagging  lines  of 
what  is  intended  for  poetry  must  conclude  the  extended  Brief.  As  sam- 
ples are  more  striking  than  descriptions,  we  present  one  of  the  last 
order : — 

Denkmal  der  Liebe. 

Hier  ruhen  die  Gebeine  von 

Maria  Mannerchrist. 

Yflngete  Tochler  von  12  Kinder, 

geboren  zu  den  langst  verewigten 

Eltern.  Michael  Kalkreuter  und 

seine  £he  frau  Catarina,  eine  gebor- 

ene  Napelin. 

Sie  wurde  zur  Welt  geboren,  in  Manor 

Township,  Berks  County,  auf  den  I3ten 

Ta^,  im  Monat  September,  in  dem 

Yabr  unseres  Herrn  und  Ueilandes 

Jesu  Chrieti,  1799. 

Sie  begab  sich  in  den  Stand  der  Ehe  mit 

Eli  Mannerchrist. 

den  13ten  Tajr  Januarius,  ira  Yalir  1825. 
Zeugten  mit  Einander  8  Kinder, 
4  Sohne  und  4  Tochter. 
Starb 
deya  12  ten  Maj.  im  Yahr  1866. 
Sie  lebte  im  Ehestand  ueber  41  Yahren 
und  brachte  ihr  Alter  zu  66  Yahren 
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7  Monaten  unJ  29  Tagen. 

Friede  Sei  mit  ihrer  Asche. 
Leichen  Text :  OeffenbarUng  Job.  Kap  14  ;  Verse  13. 
Lieder.  Numero  77  und  78.  (Sanger  aur  Grabe.) 

"Koinm  Sterbllcher,  betrachte  Mich,  &c/' 

(John  Beal,  Stone-cutter.) 

That  John  Beal  seems  like  a  very  modest  man,  indeed.  lie  is  satisfied 
to  put  his  name  away  down  there,  in  the  corner.  But,  if  he  is  not  a 
keeu  and  shrewd  business  man,  then  we  are  wrong  and  know  nothing.  He 
is  far  ahead  of  our  Quack  vendors,  who  seize  on  rocks,  fence-rails,  bridges 
and  barn-doors  and  make  them  serve  ds  advertisers.  John  Beal  is  just 
the  next  man  to  a  body-catcher  or  prowler  among  the  dead.  •  He  is  a 
speculator  with  dead  men's  bones — a  speculator  over  them  at  any  rate. 
Some  of  those  Tombstone  vendors  are  impudent  fellows,  any  how.  Wc 
have  known  families,  who  were  honored  with  visits  from  men  of  the  craft, 
on  the  very  next  day  after  the  funeral.  Indeed,  we  were  told  of  an  in- 
stance, where  the  stone- cutter  called  on  a  sick  young  man,  with  an  eye  to 
business  after  his  demise.  We  think  of  that  and  similar  cases,  whenever 
we  see  John  Beal's  name  on  a  tombstone,  stuck  down  in  the  corner 
though  it  be. 

We  are  not  pleased  with  the  various  modern  devices  and  symbols, 
either,  which  are  placed  so  profusely  over  our  dead.  The  Willow  Tree 
is  a  noble  tree— m  its  place  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  all  over  hung 
with  Jewish  harps,  it  moans  a  sorrowful  sound  of  exile.  But  why  cut  it 
on  stone,  over  the  sleeping  dust  of  the  pious,  as  though  they  too  were 
banished  from  the  Canaan  that  we  love — the  Jerusalem  that  is  above  ? 
In  the  Home-yard,  let  it  wave  lowly  and  slowly  before  our  eyes,  and  re- 
mind us  of  our  oppressive  journey  through  this  vale  of  tears.  But  in  the 
Church-yard,  and  engraved  on  chilling  marble,  it  is  scarcely  dark  green 
and  mournful  enough  to  swell  the  heart  with  emotions  or  the  eyes  with 
tears.  So  too,  the  big  scrolls— the  monstrous  wreaths  of  flowers  that 
never  bloomed  in  heaven  or  in  earth — the  large  panels — the  caricatures 
of  angels  with  ugly  imitations  of  blow-horns  and  trumpets — all  these 
hurt  our  eyes  and  ears  and  heart.  ' 

If  there  must  be  symbols,  we  say  again,  the  old  are  better.  The  mono- 
gram of  Christ's  name,  by  which  we  conquer  Death  and  the  Grave ; 
Christ  under  the  carved  figure  of  a  Shepherd,  carrying  the  lost  sheep,  an 
emblem  of  His  mercy  towards  sinners;  a  stag,  as  a  symbol  of  the  Chris- 
tian's thirst  after  Christ;  a  palm  branch,  expressing  victory  over  every, 
and  even  the  last,  enemy ;  a  ship,  representing  the  Church,  the  ark  of 
God;  the  dove  of  innocence;  the  anchor  of  hope;  the  cross  of  faith — 
these  are  all  Christian  symbols,  and  no  arbitrary  hieroglyphics.  Among 
the  tombs,  whatever  does  not  tend  in  us  to  awake  a  lively  hope,  or  other 
positive  sentiment  of  religion,  and  to  excite  serious  reflections  on  virtue, 
the  knowledge  of  ourselves  and  eternity  ;  whatever  does  not  breathe  an  air 
of  modesty,  gravity  and  simplicity,  and  is  not  becoming  to  Christian  piety 
and  mourning,  is  out  of  character,  if  not  shocking  to  good  sense  and 
humanity.  The  most  elegant  and  classic  ages  of  faith  confined  their 
epitaphs  to  a  few  brief  sayings  and  an  apt  symbol.  Our  sculptors  seem 
to  discover  a  great  dearth  of  invention,  or  ignorance  o&the  noble  emblems 
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of  all  virtues,  in  which  the  Scriptures,  and  the  mysteries  and  rites  of  our 
holy  religion  are  most  fruitful,  since  sepulchral  monuments  even  in 
churches,  begin  to  be  adorned  with  whole  groups  of  unmeaning  things. 
They  are  meant  as  emblems  of  virtues,  indeed ;  but  may  they  not  easily 
be  mistaken  too  '/  Besides,  they  tend  greatly  to  establish  a  custom,  which 
already  is  too  powerful  in  inducing  us  to  believe  the  lying  flattery  of  the 
Grave-yard. 

Just  now  we  think  of  an  orginal  tombstone  spontaneously  brought 
about,  as  it  were  It  was  looked  at  as  the  result  of  accident,  but  some  of 
us  soon  preferred  to  regard  it  as  a  doing  of  Providence.  A  pious  and 
prominent  young  physician  was  stricken  down  with  consumption,  in  the 
twenty-third  year  of  his  life.  A  neat  monument  was  ordered  and  for- 
warded, to  mark  his  sleeping  dust  When  it  was  uncased,  lo  ! — the  spire 
was  broken  in  twain  above  its  middle.  Without  much  parleying,  the 
base  and  body  of  the  principal  stone  were  placed  over  the  tomb,  and  the 
now  truncated  spire  lifted  aloft.  The  broken  top  piece  was  sunk  slightly 
into  th«  ground  at  the  tapering  end,  whilst  the  wider  end  reclines  against 
the  monument.  Far  up,  and  immediately  underneath  the  break,  were 
then  engraved  the  little  particle  "  at'*  and  the  number  "  23."  It  no^ 
reads— break,  work  and  number — 

"  Broken  at  twenty  three,** 

This  now  is  and  will  remain  the  good  young  physician's  monument. 
Although  not  premeditated  by  his  friends,  none  more  suitable  could  have 
been  conceived.  It  is  an  expressive  design,  without  being  expressly  de- 
signed. It  is  a  picture  of  the  young  and  strong  man  broken  )  a  youthful, 
manful  life  stricken  down  at  twenty-three. 

We  do  not  object  to  striking  inscriptions,  then — of  words  or  symbols. 
But  they  must  strike  effectually,  or  not  at  all.  We. are  fast  learning  to 
loathe  the  stale,  flat  and  hideous  imitation,  so  frequently  given. 

^^  Komm,  Sterllicher^  betrachte  mich/*  dec. 

Who  does  not  feel  like  asking  to  be  excused,  and  turns  away  ?  We 
know  too,  that  the  dead  man  would  himself  beckon  us  away  with  his 
pale,  ghostly  hand,  were  we  to  attempt  it,  and  were  he  at  all  able  to  coun- 
termand the  request,  which  he  had  no  part  in  placing  over  himself.  Bet- 
ter have  the  dead  in  the  Lord  speak  the  language  of  hope  and  faith  : 

A  u/evo U  hn  !   Yah — A  uferstehn  m  ist  du , 
Mein  Lnb^  nach  kartzen  Ruh  ! 

A  wise  and  original  epitaph  was  placed  over  the  tomb  of  a  wealthy  and 
charitable  man.  It  is  one  that  deserves  study.  It  is  full  of  paradoxes, 
but  still  full  of  truths  too.     We  give  it  here  : — 

"What  I  earned,  I  spent ; 
What  I  saved,  I  lost ; 
What  I  gave  away,  I  have  with  me/' 

He  undertook  now  to  make  friends  of  the  mammon  of  unrighteousness, 
who  were  to  receive  him  to  eternal  habitations.  He  believed  that  charity 
was  the  art  of  inviting  in  God.  George  Peabody  should  have  just  such 
an  epitaph.     So  ought  many  more  men,  of  whose  charity  God  is  just  as 


Digitized  by 


Google 


370  Epitaphs  and  Symbob.  [DecembeRi 

well  aware,  aa  He  is  of  George  Peabody's  princelj  donations,  if  even  the 
world  is  not 

'Very  many  are  prone  to  judge  themselves  competent  to  select  epitaphs, 
inscriptions  and  symbols  for  their  dead,  however  timid  they  might  be  to 
frame  any  other  composition  intended  for  the  public  eye.  It  is  as  unfor- 
tunate an  arrangement  in  most  cases,  as  is  the  selection  of  one's  own 
funeral  text,  unless  we  know  what  we  do.  Let  any  one  observe  the 
snatches  of  poetry  and  violent  protruding  of  private  grief,  which  are  gener- 
ally appended  to  the  mortuary  notices  in  the  columns  of  a  City  Daily, 
and  he  will  find  that  the  mourners,  who  give  vent  to  their  feelings  in  such 
a  manner,  invariably  live  in  some  off  street  or  alley,  and  not  in  an  en- 
lightened locality  or  quarter.  They  undertake  a  task,  which  they  can 
only  perform  awkwardly  and  badly,  and  which  had  better  not  been  done 
at  all.  A  man,  who  is  incompetent  to  do  anything  in  this  line,  had  better 
not  attempt  to  frame  a  tombstone  inscription,  an  epitaph  or^rave  symbol 
either.  Better  ask  the  counsel  and  service  of  a  friend,  who  can  do  some 
few  things  beyond  it;  What  is  written  once,  is  written  ;  and  tQ  have  it 
engraved  on  stone  and  marble,  is  generally  lasting,  else  the  Lord  Ood 
would  not  have  had  the  *  Ten  Commandments'  indented  on  such  tablets. 
A  Grave-yard  is  a  public  place  of  resort  for  the  living,  as  well  as  a  dormi- 
tory for  the  silent  sleepers.  The  visitors  read  their  own  doom  in  the 
records  placed  over  the  dead.  Awkward,  unsightly  and  simple  inscrip- 
tions are  quickly  noticed  and  reported.  Let  them  be  done  decently  and 
ib  order  then.  And  if  we  are  not  certain  of  having  them  thus  done  by 
our  own  hands,  let  more  skillful  hands  be  employed. 

Neither  is  the  mere  stone-cutter  or  workman  in  marble  always  a  sure 
guide.  A  man  may  chisel  out  a  letter  and  still  be  far  from  proving  a 
competent  hand  in  composing,  arranging  and  executing  a  suitable  epitaph, 
in  the  rural  Cemeteries  of  Eastern  Pennsylvania,  many  a  family  is  fear- 
fully imposed  on.  The  art  of  dressing  tombstones  is  frequently  practiced 
by  the  organist.  He  is  the  man,  who  sings  the  last  Hymn  over  the 
graves  of  the  dead;  and  he  too  places  the  stone,  which  is  to  mark  their 
resting  place.  It  is  presumed  that  he  knows  his  crafc.  The  unsophis- 
ticated family  entrust  it  to  his  care.  Well,  now,  just  see  how  it  is  often 
done.     We  present  the  readers  with  a  faithful  transcript : — 

•'text  Book  Samuel 

10  c  3  ve 
John  Richard 
Son  of  J  &  Sarah  RichaRd 
Live  in  Math  wis  Cathrin 
Jones  39  Y  And  Begat 

5  Boys  <k  2  Churls  Died 
May  25  1865  Aged  61  years 

6  10  months 

Hime  In  the  luchrin  Him- 
-Buck  No  684  A  643 
Farewell  my  Deare  wife 
&  children  Deare  Im 
not  Did  But  Sleep- 
ing Heare 

J.  X.  Long 

Krupe  Berg. 
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Is  it  DOt  unkind  to  the  dead,  to  place  such  an  unmannerly  record  over 
a  tomb?  And  what  must  not  the  living  think,  who  come  to  view  the 
ground,  where  their  kin  already  lies,  and  they  too  will  shortly?  But 
verily  ^  ignorance  is  bliss'  to  the  stone-cutter,  or  he  would  not  suffer  his 
name  to  stand  underneath  his  outrageous  blunders.  Without  doubt^  he 
thinks  he  '  did  it' — and  so  he  did  ! 

But  will  not  such  profanation  of  the  sepulchre  awaken  the  survivors  to 
inquire  into  the  competency  of  the  hand,  that  offers  to  set  the  signal  stones 
to  the  long  and  narrow  bed  of  the  departed?  We  are  careful  that  the 
shroud,  coffin  and  grave  be  of  a  becoming  order — all  that  is  w/i(/crground 
must  be  well  and  suitably  done ;  why  then  prove  indifferent  towards  that, 
which  stands  ahooe.y  where  it  can  be  known,  seen  and  read  of  all  men  ? 
The  decorations  of  the  cemetery,  at  large,  as  well  as  the  tender  care, 
hhown  by  the  bereaved,  for  his  family-plots,  sodded  and  flowered  and  en- 
closed— all  this  should  make  us  afixious  that  no  such  disfiguring  should  at 
last  spoil  all. 

^'  In  the  assured  faith  of  the  resurrection  of  the  body,  the  saints,  in  all 
ages  down  from  Adam,  were  careful  to  treat  their  dead  with  religious  re- 
Fpeet^  and  to  give  them  a  modest  and  decent  burial.  The  commendations 
which  our  Lord  bestowed  on  the  woman,  who  poured  precious  ointments 
upon  him  a  little  before  Hi:f  death,  and  the  devotion  of  those  pious  persons, 
who  took  so  much  cure  of  our  Lord's  funeral,  recommended  this  office  of 
charity;  and  the  practice  of  the  primitive  Christians  in  this  respect  was 
most  remarkable.  Julian  the  Apostate,  writing  to  a  chief  priest  of  the 
idolaters,  desires  him  to  observe  three  things,  by  which  he  thought 
Atheism  (so  he  called  Christianity)  had  gained  most  upon  the  world, 
namely,  ^'  Their  kindness  and  charity  to  strangers,  their  care  for  the 
burial  of  their  dead,  and  the  gravity  of  their  carriage."  But  their  care 
of  their  dead  consisted  not  in  any  extravagant  pomp^  in  which  the  Pagans 
far  outdid  them,  but  in  a  modest,  religious  gravity  and  respect,  which  was 
most  pathetically  expressive  of  their  firm  hope  of  a  future  resurrection, 
in  which  they  regarded  the  mortal  remains  of  their  dead  as  precious  in 
the  eyes  of  God,  who  watches  over  them,  regarding  them  as  the  apple  of 
His  eye,  to  be  raised  one  day  in  the  brightest  glory,  and  made  shining 
lustres  in  the  heavenly  Jerusalem. 

Precious  is  the  dust  underneath  the  mound.  Countless  are  the  visits 
we  pay  to  the  entombed  remains  of  our  dear  departed  ones.  Silently  and 
faithfully  stand  the  tombstones,  as  sentinels  at  their  posts.  Through 
rain,  sleet  and  storm,  as  well  as  in  the  calmest  weather,  arc  they  there 
and  expected  to  remain,  even  when  we  no  longer  know  their  places.  Let 
our  tombstones  then  bear  such  epitaphs,  which  may  be  cead  of  all  men, 
without  making  ashamed . 


\k 


Prayer. — A  writer  very  correctly  remarks,  God  looks  not  at  the 
oratory  of  of  your  prayers,  how  elegant  they  may  be  ;  nor  at  the  geometry 
of  your  prayers,  how  long  they  may  be ;  nor  at  the  arithmetic  of  your 
prayers,  how  many  they  may  be ;  nor  at  the  logic  of  your  prayers,  how 
methodical  they  may  be ;  but  the  sincerity  of  them  he  looks  at. 
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GIVE  US  THIS  DAY  OUR  DAILY  BBEAD. 


From  (he  German, 


BY  K.  E.  H. 

The  knight  Eginhard  had  a  pious,  kindly  wife  and  a1)loomiDg,  joyous 
boy.  Adalbert,  that  was  his  name,  was  his  father's  joy  and  pride ;  be 
was  strong  and  courageous,  and,  although  but  ten  years  of  age,  sometimes 
went  with  his  father  to  the  chase;  more  than  this  be  could  ride  and  fight 
so  well  that  it  was  a  pleasure  to  behold  him. 

While  his  father  went  to  war,  Kunigunde,  his  dear  mother,  taught 
him  to  read,  write  and  cipher,  but  above  all  she  taught  him  to  pray 
piously  and  humbly.  Little  Adalbert  sat  at  her  feet  as  quiet  and  still  as 
a  gentle  maiden,  and  listened  while  she  told  of  the  living  God,  of  the 
Deliverer,  who  died  for  the  good  of  all,  and  of  the  bright^  blessed  angels 
around  the  throne  of  God. 

Sometimes,  when  his  mother  had  gone  out,  little  Adalbert  would  stand 
at  one  of  the  bay  windows  ;  his  eyes  sought  for  the  tokens  of  God's 
omnipotence  and  fatherly  love  in  the  blooming  world  before  him,  or, 
gazing  up  into  the  glittering  starry  heavens,  the  boy  resolved  to  become 
good  and  pious,  that  God  and  his  dear  parents  might  rejoice.  It  was 
always  a  special  pleasure  to  be  allowed  to  accompany  his  father 
and  mother  to  the  little  church  in  the  village.  There  was  the  good 
pastor  whom  he  loved  so  dearly,  and  there  every  one  sang  and  prayed 
so  piously  and  devoutly.  It  always  seemed  to  him  as  though  he  must 
meet  them  there,  and  when  in  their  midst  he  sang  and  prayed  so  fervently, 
that  one  might  have  thought  one  of  God's  angels  had  descended  and 
mingled  his  prayers  with  those  of  pious  men. 

Once  the  three —father,  mother  and  son — were  walking  to  the  church. 
It  was  a  stormy  day  in  autumn ;  the  mother  had  wrapped  up  warmly, 
but  little  Adalbert  ran  lightly  and  joyously  before  them ;  he  was  not 
grave  or  sorry  because  the  dry  leaves  rustled  under  his  feet  and  were 
tossed  about  by  the  rude  wind,  or  because  the  little  feathered  inhabitants 
of  the  air,  the  pretty  birds,  were  gone  to  warmer  climes  and  the  monotonous 
days  of  winter  would  soon  begin.  He  already  pleased  himself  jrith  the 
expectation  of  his  mother's  stories  at  the  fireside,  where  all,  even  the 
servants  of  the  cattle,  might  assemble  when  the  work  was  ended.  He 
always  knew  how  to  discover  the  most  beautiful  among  them. 

Now  he  was  eagerly  trying  to  gather  a  bunch  of  the  last  flowers  of 
mother  earthy  which  if  not  quite  so  beautiful  as  the  splendid  children  of 
summer;  were  still  lovely,  and  doubly  precious  because  they  were  the  last 
gifts  of  the  beautiful  departed  season.  In  his  zeal  he  wandered  a  little 
from  the  path,  suddenly  he  heard  a  low  sobbings  and  stood  still  to  listen. 
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There,  on  a  small  round  place  quite  surrouoded  by  flowers,  knelt  two 
little  girls  of  seven  and  nine  years  of  age.  The  poor  children  were 
weeping,  the  oldest  had  her  hand?)  clasped,  and  gized  prayerfully  up  to 
the  high  heaven,  as  though  her  mournful  glance  would  move  that  fatherly 
heart  to  relieve  her  distress.  Then  she  comforted  her  little  sister,  but 
when  she  would  not  cease  from  weeping,  she  pressed  her  hand  despair- 
ingly and  prayed  in  a  trembling  voice, 

"  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread." 

How  often  had  little  Adalbert  prayed  this,  but  he  had  never  thought 
that  there  could  be  men  who  were  quite  destitute  of  necessary  food,  or 
that  they  would  even  for  a  moment  pray  for  it.  His  mother  had  taught 
him  when  he  said  this  prayer,  to  think  of  all  that  he  had  received  from 
God — life,  health,  comfort  and  joj.  At  the  same  time  he  had  prayed 
for  all  men,  that  they  might  be  content  and  happy,  that  God  would  pre- 
serve them  in  prosperity  and  send  them  new  blessings  every  day.  He 
had  thought  of  nourishment  for  the  heart  and  soul ;  for  his  mother  had 
often  said,  "  The  word  of  God  is  food  and  refreshment  for  every  pious 
soul,  just  as  earthly  food  is  for  the  body."  Now  this  prayer  seemed  to 
him  to  have  quite  another  meaning.  Only  to  still  the  pangs  of  hunger 
for  an  instant  would  be  a  heavenly  gift  to  the  poor  little  ones  ;  they  only 
prayed  so  much  of  a  pitying  God ;  for  the  rest  they  believed  that  lie 
would  care  for  them. 

Adalbert  now  came  out  from  behind  the  little  bush  which  had  hidden 
him  from  the  children.  Tears  of  sympathy  glistened  in  his  eyes  ;  he 
held  out  his  hand  saying,  "  Are  you  indeed  hungry  ?  Tell  me  how  you 
came  here ;  you  are  not  from  our  village,  for  I  have  never  met  you  there ; 
yet  I  love  you  dearly ;  come,  I  will  ask  father  and  mother  to  go  to  church 
alone.  I  will  go  back  with  you  to  the  cast'e,  there  you  shall  see  all  that 
a  kind  God  has  given  me,  and  I  will  give  you  as  much  as  you  wish  ; 
come,  that  I  may  satisfy  your  hunger,  that  you  may  be  happy  and  can 
tell  me  why  you  are  weeping." 

He  took  the  children  by  the  hand  and  led  them  to  his  father  and 
mother.  With  childish  haste  he  told  them  how  he  had  found  the  chil- 
dren, and  that  he  wanted  to  turn  back  with  them,  to  refresh  them  and 
make  them  happy.  The  parents  were  pleased  with  their  son's  pious  con- 
duct, and  went  alone  to  church. 

Adalbert  and  his  charge  hastened  back  to  the  paternal  castle.  When 
they  arrived  there  the  kind  boy  brought  out  all  the  food  that  be  could 
fiod,  and  was  heartily  glad  to  see  how  the  half  starved  children  relished 
it.  When  they  were  satisfied  he  again  inquired  the  cause  of  their  tears. 
Children  cannot  be  sorrowful  long,  and  soon  forget  their  trouble,  if  any- 
thing new  and  pleasant  is  offered  to  them. 

Both  the  children  soon  smiled  through  their  tears,  and  looked  grate- 
fully at  their  kind  little  host,  then  up  to  the  loving  God,  then,  astonished 
and  dazzled,  they  gazed  around  the  splendid  room,  and  could  not  look 
enough  at  all  the  magnificence  of  the  lofty,  beautiful  castle.  When 
Adalbert  again  asked  for  the  story  of  their  lives,  their  eyes  filled  with 
tears,  and  Mary,  the  eldest,  said  in  a  lo  v  voice,  ''  We  can  only  tell  a 
24 
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very,  very  sorrowful  story,  but  because  you  have  been  so  kind  and 
sympathizing  you  shall  hear  all. 

'^  We  live  far  from  here,  full  ten  leagues  or  more,  in  a  hut  by  the  sea ; 
father  was  a  fisherman,  who  went  out  every  day.  He  would  kifis  mother, 
sister  Anna  and  myself,  take  his  great  net  and  go  to  the  shore,  there  he 
would  east  off  his  skiff,  take  the  rudder  and  steer  out  to  sea.  Mother 
and  we  children  often  went  with  father  to  the  shore,  and  gazed  after 
him,  and  waved  and  kissed  our  hands  till  we  could  see  him  no  longer. 
Then  we  went  home.  Mother  had  to  work  all  day;  she  taught  us  to  knit 
nets  and  stockio^,  and  to  read  and  write.  When  the  sun  sank  behind 
the  mountains  we  went  again  to  the  sea  shore,  and  if  father  had  not  yet 
returned,  we  sat  down  on  a  little  hill  and  looked  at  the  waves  as  they 
chased  and  caught  one  another,  and  at  the  kindly  moon  as  she  rose  and 
mirrored  herself  in  the  clear  water.  Often  her  image  was  broken  in  a 
thousand  pieces  by  the  restless  waves.  At  length  when  father  came, 
with  a  heavier  purse  and  a  joyous  face,  we  received  him  with  loud  shouts 
of  joy,  and  when  he  had  landed  we  pressed  around  him  and  embraced 
hioj.  Then  we  went  home,  and  seated  in  the  comfortable  room  each  told 
how  the  day  had  been  spent. 

^^  Once  father  had  gone  to  sea  as  usual ;  it  had  been  a  dark,  stormy 
morning,  and  mother  had  begged  him  to  stay  at  home  that  day ;  but  he 
had  promised  her  to  return  soon,  as  that  day  he  could  count  on  a  great 
many  fish.  This  day  we  often  saw  mother  gaze  anxiously  out  at  the  path 
by  which  father  was  to  return.  The  heavens  became  darker,  the  storm 
raged,  the  rain  was  already  falling  in  great  drops,  when  mother  took  a 
krge  cloth,  wrapped  it  about  her  and  said,  *  Children,  I  am  going  to  meet 
father.  Stay  at  home  to-day,  it  is  too  stormy  for  you  ;*  then  she  kissed  us 
and  hurried  out.  Alas !  our  dear  mother  had  tears  in  her  eyes  when  she 
left  us,  and  we  wept  because  she  was  sad  and  left  us  all  alone.  We  hud- 
dled together  in  oue  corner  of  our  little  room,  and  waited  and  waited, 
and  wept  more  and  more,  still  no  one  came. 

"  It  was  now  night,  and  quite  dark ;  the  rain  streamed  down  and  the 
storm  drove  it  against  the  window.  We  were  still  alone.  We  grew 
tired  of  weeping  and  lay  down  on  the  ground  with  our  arms  for  pillows; 
we  prayed  '  Our  Father,'  and  fell  asleep.  We  slept  a  long,  long  time, 
and  dreamed  a  beautiful  dream  about  father  and  mother.  They  stood  on 
a  lovely,  green  island  and  beckoned  us  to  come ;  we  tried  but  could  not 
cross  the  wide,  deep  sea.  Then  cnme  a  kind  man  who  took  us  in  his 
armS;  and  walked  upon  the  water  as  though  it  had  been  dry  land,  lie 
bore  us  to  our  waiting  parents  and  placed  us  beside  them. 

"  At  length  we  awoke;  it  was  clear,  bright  day;  the  sun  shone  cheer- 
fully into  our  room,  and  we  sprang  up,  lamenting  that  we  had  missed 
father's  farewell  kiss,  who  we  thought  had  gone  to  his  work.  There  sat 
mother  in  one  corner,  quite  still  and  pale,  and  her  eyes  were  red  with 
Weeping.  When  we  went  to  her,  she  pressed  us  close,  close  to  her  heart, 
and  held  us  thus  for  a  long  time.  Then  she  burst  into  tears  and  said, 
*  Poor  children,  your  father  will  never  come  back;  he  lies  quite  stilly  deep 
in  the  cold  sea ;  we  can  never  go  to  meet  him  again.' 

"The  next  day  the  waves  threw  a  corpse  on  the  shore;  it  was  our 
father.     The  neighbors  from  the  next  hut  dug  a  deep  grave  in  the  strand 
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and  laid  him  there,  and  now  every  evening  we  go  to  his  grave  and  take 
him  tears  and  flowers,  and  when  the  moon  rises  we  go  home,  because  we 
can  never  again  wait  for  father.  In  the  hut  all  was  cold.  I  do  not 
know  what  to  tell  about  it;  even  our  bed  was  damp  and  cold. 

"When  many  days  and  weeks  had  passed^  mother  said:  *  Children, 
what  we  had  saved,  our  little  store  of  money  and  provisions  are  all  gone. 
Grod  help  us;  for  I  do  not  know  what  to  do.'  Then  sister  said  :  *  Dear 
mother,  do  we  not  pray  God  every  day  *  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread  V 
Will  He  not  do  so  still,  and  give  us  all  we  need  ?  I  will  pray  earnestly, 
then  certainly  He  will  not  let  us  hunger.'  I  said,  neighbor  Jacob's  wiie 
is  old  and  weak  ;  I  will  go  into  the  town  and  sell  fish  for  her.  The  good 
people  have  already  given  me  a  penny  for  my  journey;  with  it  I  will  buy 
bread  and  bring  it  to  you.  Mother  wept  sadly,  folded  us  in  her  arms 
and  said :  ^  Eighty  my  children  ;  do  what  you  can  ;  pray,  use  your  little 
strength  and  we  will  want  for  nothing.  God  will  indeed  be  a  father  to 
the  widow  and  the  orphan.' 

"  I  was  industrious;  the  neighbors  were  pleased  with  my  offer  and 
gave  me  more  than  I  had  hoped  for.  In  town  the  people  'always  liked 
best  to  buy  of  me,  and  called  me  their  little  fish  woman.  Dear  mother 
made  nets  and  worked  all  day  long,  and  sister  Anna  was  such  a  pious 
child,  that  God  took  care  of  us  all  for  her  sake  But  mother  worked  so 
hard  and  wept  when  she  thought  of  father,  that  she  became  paler  and 
paler,  and  at  last  she  was  obliged  to  rest  on  her  hard  bed.  Because 
sister  was  so  small,  I  often  stayed  at  home  to  nurse  her,  and  thus  our 
few  earnings  almost  stopped.  In  her  deep  grief  our  Anna  often  forgot 
to  pray, 

'Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread.' 

Then  want  and  hunger  came  to  our  little  home.  Mother  almost  perished 
from  sorrow.  One  day  she  called  me  to  her  bed  and  said,  '  Mary,  I 
have  one  relative,  but  he  lives  far  away  from  here,  and  his  heart  is  hard 
as  stone  against  the  poor,  although  he  has  a  great  deal  of  money.  I 
would  have  gone  to  him  long  ago,  if  I  had  not  feared  a  refusal;  now  if 
he  were  to  see  you,  poor  innocent  children,  perhaps  your  tears  might 
move  his  heart.  Dare  you  go  to  him  with  Anna?  Neighbor  Jacob 
will  take  you  within  a  few  leagues  of  the  town,  where  your  uncle  lives, 
and  I  will  go  to  Jacob's  home,  for  I  am  too  ill  to  stay  here  alone.' 

"  Alas  !  I  was  very  much  afraid  of  my  bad  uncle,  but  I  knew  that  no 
one  else  could  help  us.;  so  we  started  with  God  and  neighbor  Jacob, 
lie  stayed  in  the  next  town;  for  he  had  many  things  to  attend  to.  We 
lost  our  way,  and  after  we  had  sought  vainly  all  day  yesterday,  and  had 
spent  the  night  in  the  village,  you  found  us,  kind  Adalbert.  Now  say, 
does  it  not  look  sad  for  us?  We  are  so  afraid  of  our  hard-hearted  uncle. 
If  he  sends  us  away  and  gives  us  nothing,  we  and  our  dear  sick  mother 
must  perish  from  hunger." 

*'  Oh,"  said  Adalbert,  "  that  would  be  too  sad ;  that  shall  not  be.  I 
will  ask  father  and  mother  to  give  you  a  great  deal,  so  that  you  can  go 
back  to  your  sick  mother  immediately;  then  I  will  come  to  you;  for  you 
must  come  back  to  us,  that  you  may  never  again  suffer  want." 

'*  So  it  shall  be,"  said  Adalbert's  mother,  who  had  stood  at  the  opened 
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door  and  listened  to  the  story,  and  with  eagerness,  unnoticed  by  the 
children,  she  repeated,  "  So  it  shall  be,  my  soft,  and  I  will  go  with  you  to 
see  the  sick  woman.  I  have  long  promised  myself  a  little  trip  to  the 
sea.  Now,  another  and  a  better  purpose  will  be  added,  that  will  make  it 
double  joy." 

Adalbert  kissed  his  mother's  hand ;  but  she  bent  down  to  the  little 
speaker,  pushed  the  dark  hair  from  his  brow,  and  looked  into  his  tearful 
eyes.  There  was  something  so  wonderful,  so  feeling  and  so  mysterious 
about  them,  that  she  felt  her  whole  heart  drawn  to  the  child ;  then  she 
kissed  little  Anna  and  left  the  room. 

All  was  quickly  prepared  for  the  journey ;  for  she  said  the  sick  mother 
must  not  be  kept  waiting  for  the  much  desired  aid.  She  told  the  chil- 
dren, that  they  should  never  go  tp  their  uncle;  that  she  would  be  their 
aunt,  and  would  give  them  all  they  wanted.  But  when  out  of  their 
sight,  she  went  about  quietly,  and  thought  of  Mary's  mild,  bright  eyes, 
and  feeling  glance,  and  of  where  she  could  have  seen  and  loved  them, 
but  she  conld  not  recall  it.  This  one  thought  urged  her  on  and  gave  her 
no  rest.  They  took  a  tender  leave  of  father  for  a  few  days,  and  soon  a 
light  wagon,  drawn  by  a  spirited  team,  drove  down  from  the  mountain- 
castle,  containing  the  noble  Kunigunde,  her  little  son,  and  the  two  happy 
children,  bearing  them  to* where  a  mother's  heart  was  almost  breaking 
with  sorrow  and  longing. 

What  had  seemed  a  long,  long  journey  to  the  delicate  children  was 
now  accomplished  very  quickly;  (he  next  village  was  reached,  and  then 
it  was  not  far  to  the  fishermen's  huts.  Kunigunde  left  the  children  to 
follow  slowly,  but  she  herself  hurried  on,  with  an  eager  longing  to  still 
the  pain  in  her  heart,  which  was  strange,  yet,  perhaps,  not  entirely  so ; 
for  why  did  her  heart  feel  so  warm  when  Mary  looked  at  her  with  her 
whole  soul  in  the  look  ? 

She  reached  Jacob's  modest  house  and  entered.  There  she  saw  a  sor- 
rowful picture — the  sick  woman  upon  her  poor  bed.  They  received  her 
kindly,  as  a  stranger  on  a  pleasure  trip  to  the  shore.  Sympathizingly  she 
inquired  after  the  sick  woman,  seated  herself  on  the  bed  and  bent  down 
to  her.  When  she  opened  her  lips,  and  in  a  low  trembling  voice,  thanked 
her  for  her  sympathy;  when  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the  stranger  and  then 
to  the  blue  heavens,  it  was  light  as  day  in  Kunigunde's  heart;  she  saw 
before  her  the  friend  and  playmate  of  her  earliest  childhood. 

A  poor,  but  good  and  beautiful  child,  she  often  came  from  her  village 
home,  to  Kunigunde*8  parents  at  the  castle,  to  play  with  their  only 
daughter.  Kunigunde  loved  Mary,  that  was  her  name,  very,  very  much, 
and  was  heartily  sorry,  when  Mary's  parents  left  their  occupation,  which 
only  supported  them  sparingly,  to  sel'  fish.  The  children  never  met. 
Kunigunde  followed  her  husband  Eginhard  to  his  castle,  and  Mary  mar- 
ried a  poor  fisherman.  Now  they  found  one  another.  Kunigunde  still 
lay  i n  M  ary 's  embrace ;  joy  at  this  meeting  had  almost  made  her  well.  The 
children,  impatient  at  the  long  delay,  came  in  rejoicing  to  meet  their 
mother. 

Through  the  attention  of  the  physician  that  Kunigunde  had  brought 
and  the  care  of  her  loving  children,  Mary  soon  recovered.  Unwillingly 
the  friends  separated  for  a  short  time ;  and  when  Mary  could  bear  the 
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joarney,  ber  former  playmate,  who  had  inquired  after  her  health  every 
week,  brought  ber  to  the  castle.  KnoigaDde  had  oflen  longed  for  a 
friend  when  her  husband  was  obliged  to  leave  her  alone  for  weeks,  to 
travel  to  bis  distant  possessions  and  to  protect  them  from  the  intrusion 
of  hostile  neighbors. 

Mary's  children  were  brought  up  and  educated  with  Adalbert.  They 
often  went  to  the  lonely  place,  near  the  church  path;%and  each  time 
Adalbert  remembered  Mary's  prayer,  which  bad  first  showed  him  their 
sorrowful  condition.  And  even  in  the  midst  of  prosperity  they  never 
forgot  to  pray, 

"  Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread." 


HOURS  AMONG  AUTOaBAPHS. 

BY  AN  OLD   CONTRIBUTOR. 

HO.   II. 

Comparative  Rarity  and  Value, 

It  is  remarkable^  that  the  autographs  of  some  great  men  become  ex- 
ceedingly rare  soon  after  their  death,  while  those  of  others  remain  plen- 
tiful for  generations.  There  seems  to  be  a  certain  fatality  in  this,  which 
I  have  never  been  able  satisfactorily  to  explain.  Thus,  for  instance, 
there  are  in  existence  many  specimens  of  the  manuscript  of  nearly  all 
the  poets,  who  gave  us 

— "  Those  melodious  bursts  that  fill 
The  spacious  times  of  great  Elizabeth 
With  sounds  that  echo  still  /' 

but  where  can  we  find  an  autograph  of  the  immortal  Shakespeare  ?  Not 
a  line  of  his  poetry — not  a  single  letter  or  note — is  known  to  exist  in  his 
own  handwriting.  'BuXfive^  or  at  the  highest  seven^  of  his  signatures 
are  extant,  and  these  are  all  attached  to  official  documents;  with  the  ex- 
ception of  one,  which  is  written  on  the  fly-leaf  of  a  book  now  in  the 
British  Museum.  It  is,  therefore,  not  surprising,  that  when  one  of  these 
documents  was  offered  for  sale,  in  1847,  the  whole  literary  world  should 
have  been  on  the  qui  vive^  and  that  it  should  have  brought  at  auction  a 
sum  equivalent  to  seven  hundred  and  twenty-Jive  dollars  in  gold. 

No  other  European  name  is  as  rare  as  that  of  Shakespeare,  but  there 
are  many  others  that  command  high  prices.  Thus,  for  instance,  a  letter 
of  Charles  I.  of  England  was  sold,  some  time  ago,  for  three  hundred  and 
fifty-five  dollars;  but  it  must  be  taken  into  consideration,  that  the  Brit- 
ish Museum  wanted  it  ]  otherwise  it  would  not  have  brought  more  than 
one  hundred  dollars. 

As  we  have  already  intimated,  the  Keformers  of  the  16th  Century 
kept  up  an  extensive  correspondence,  and  many  of  their  letters  have 
been  preserved,  but  are  so  highly  valued  by  their  possessors,  that  it  is 
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very  difBcult  to  obtain  a  specimen.  A  good  letter  of  Martin  Luther 
would  probably  bring  about  fifty  dollars  in  Europe. 

Turning  to  our  native  country,  as  being  more  interesting  to  our  read- 
ers, we  find,  that  the  highest  object  of  nearly  all  American  collectors  is 
to  secure  a  complete  series  of  letters  or  documents  written  by  all  the 
signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence.  As  there  were  fifty- six 
signers,  who  resided  in  thirteen  different  States,  it  is  evident,  that  the 
task  is  one  of  no  slight  difficulty.  Difficulties  indeed  beset  the  colleceor 
at  every  step,  and  hundreds  have  given  up  in  despair  before,  reaching 
the  goal.  Not  more  than  twelve  or  fifteen  complete  sets  are  believed  to 
be  in  existence^  and  it  is  not,  therefore,  wonderful,  that  the  one  which 
belonged  to  the  late  Mr.  Tcfft  should  have  been  sold  at  auction  for  six 
hundred  and  twenty  five  dollars.  Such  a  treasure,  like  the  diaAond,  de- 
rives its  value  from  its  rarity. 

When  a  collector  has  nearly  completed  such  a  series,  and  sees  a  speci- 
men that  he  still  wants,  offered  for  sale,  it  requires  moral  courage  to 
resist  the  temptation  of  purchasing  it,  even  though  he  finds  it  difficult  to 
spare  the  money.     This  is  the  dark  side  of  the  autographic  mania. 

There  is  a  great  difference  in  the  comparative  rarity  of  the  autographs 
of  the  Signers  of  the  Declaration.  Thus,  for  instance,  Robert  Mor- 
ris, the  great  financier  of  the  Revolution,  was  an  inveterate  scribbler,  and 
it  would  be  comparatively  easy  to  collect  his  manuscripts  by  scores ; 
while  of  Thomas  Lynch^  Jr  ,  of  South  Carolina;  nothing  besides  his  sig- 
nature on  the  Declaration  of  Independence  is  known  to  exist,  except  a 
few  signatures  cut  by  Mr.  Tefft  from  the  fly-leaves  of  books  that  were 
once  in  his  library. 

There  is  an  evident  reason  for  rarity  in  the  latter  case.  Mr.  Lynch 
was  a  very  young  man,  who  had  but  recently  returned  from  England, 
where  he  had  received  his  education.  Having  been  elected  to  Congress, 
he  repaired  to  Philadelphia,  but  was  compelled  to  resign  his  seat  in  a 
few  months,  on  account  of  ill-health.  One  of  his  last  public  acts  was  to 
affix  his  signature  to  the  Declaration  of  lodependence.  In  1779  be 
sailed  for  France,  as  the  only  means  of  saving  his  life,  but  the  ship  in 
which  he  embarked  was  never  again  heard  of,  and  it  is  supposed  to  have 
been  lost  in  a  violent  storm  that  occurred  about  that  time.  Heoce  it  is 
evident,  that  Mr.  Lynch,  on  account  of  continued  ill-health  and  his  early 
death,  cannot  have  written  as  much  as  his  more  illustrious  compatriots; 
but  it  is  hard  to  account  for  the  absolute  disappearance  of  all  his  man- 
uscripts. Certain  it  is^  that  if  any  one  could  discover  a  letter  written  by 
him,  he  might  command  his  own  price  fpr  it. 

Of  all  the  Presidents  of  the  United  States,  letters  written  by  Wash- 
ington, are,  of  course,  most  highly  valued.  Here  again  the  scarcity  is 
caused  by  the  demand.  Washington  wrote  a  great  deal,  but  most  of  his 
documents  are  now  in  the  public  archives,  and  those  individuals  who  pos- 
sess specimens,  generally  prize  them  too  highly  to  part  with  them.  The 
same  may  be  said,  in  a  less  degree,  of  the  letters  of  Andrew  Jackson  and 
Abraham  Lincoln. 

The  autographs  of  some  men,  who  are  not  so  well  known,  are  sometimes 
considered  rare  and  valuable.  A  letter  written  by  William  Bradford, 
the  first  printer  in  Philadelphia  and  New  York,  who  died  in  1752,  aged 
ninety  three,  was  sold  a  few  years  ago  for  fifty  dollars. 
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The  autographs  of  living  or  lately  deceased  men  are  generally  of  little 
value.  Moreover,  it  is  well  to  remember,  that  high  prices  are  rarely  re- 
alized, except  when  a  large  collection  is  offered  for  sale,  which,  by  the 
rarity  of  its  specimens,  attracts  the  attention  of  eminent  collectors.  To 
attempt  to  sell  a  small  number  of  autographs  in  this  manner  would  not  be 
likely  to  pay  expenses. 

COUNTERFEITS. 

We  have  already  remarked,  that  it  would  seem  to  be  impossible  to  coun- 
terfeit the  autographs  of  eminent  men,  with  any  degree  of  success ;  but  it 
has,  nevertheless  been  often  attempted,  in  the  hope  of  deceiving  the  un- 
wary. If  the  criminal,  who  forges  a  signature  to  a  bank  check  or  note, 
can  rarely  escape  detection,  how  infinitely  more  difficult  it  must  be  to 
forge  a  whole  letter.  Of  course,  it  would  not  pa^  to  counterfeit  the  au- 
tographs of  men  who  are  still  living,  or  but  recently  deceased,  but  if  a 
rogue  were  to  attempt,  for  instance,  to  forge  a  letter  of  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin, ho  would  be  compelled  to  meet  and  overcome  many  incidental  diffi- 
culties. In  the  first  place,  he  would  have  to  secure  a  suitable  sheet  of 
the  heavy  unruled  paper  that  was  used  in  the  last  century.  He  might, 
indeed,  cut  a  leaf  out  of  an  old  blank-book,  but  such  paper  was  not  used 
in  correspondence,  and  would  at  once  beget  suspicion.  3Ioreover  emi- 
nent collectors  can  tell  by  the  ^'  water-mark,"  when  and  by  whom  the 
paper  was  manufactured,  and  it  would,  therefore,  have  to  correspond 
with  the  proposed  date  of  the  forgery.  It  is  said  that  forgers  have  occa- 
sionally steeped  their  paper  in  "  coffee-grounds,"  in  order  to  give  it  the 
color  of  antiquity,  but  it  need  hardly  be  remarked,  that  such  a  clumsy 
device  would  be  detected  by  the  "  expert,"  at  the  very  first  glance. 

Our  ancestors,  furthermore,  used  a  kind  of  ink  that  was  very  different 
from  ours.  The  succeesful  forger  would,  therefore,  have  to  know  its 
composition  and  how  to  give  it  the  "ashen  hue  of  age."  The  latter,  we 
grant,  might  be  accomplished  by  means  of  acids,  but  here  chemistry  has 
provided  the  collector  with  a  number  of  infallible  tests. 

Then,  with  respect  to  the  document  itself,  if  it  were  a  copy  of  a 
genuine  letter,  the  fraud  would  probably  soon  be  detected,  as  collectors 
are  fond  of  "  comparing  notes,"  the  existence  of  an  original  would,  of 
course,  render  a  duplicate  an  impossibility.  If  the  counterfeiter  were  to 
attempt  the  composition  of  the  letter,  the  difficulties  of  the  task  would  be 
immensely  increased.  He  would  have  to  study  most  carefully  the  biog- 
raphy of  its  pretended  author,  so  as  not  to  commit  errors  of  date  or  fact. 
It  would,  moreover,  be  necessary  to  become  familiar  with  his  style  of  com- 
position^ his  usual  orthography,,  and  many  other  matters  which  natu- 
rally suggest  themselves  in  this  connection,  but  which  we  refrain  from 
enumerating. 

Perhaps  the  most  extensive,  and,  for  a  while,  the  most  successful  coun- 
terfeiter of  autographs,  of  whom  we  have  any  knowledge,  was  a  certain 
Baron  von  Gerstenbergk,  of  Weimar  in  Germany,  who  about  twenty  years 
ago  began  to  forge  the  autograph  of  the  poet  Schiller.  He  entered  upon 
his  course  of  deception  with  a  degree  of  circumspection  and  assiduity 
worthy  of  a  better  cause.  Having  made  the  life  of  Schiller  a  special 
study,  and  living  in  the  very  city  where  the  poet  spent  the  best  years  of 
his  life,  he  was  enabled  to  compose  letters  which  bore  every  internal 
evidence  of  being  authentic. 
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Long  practice  had  made  him  almost  perfect  in  the  imitation  of  the 
poet's  autographs,  and  he  resorted  to  every  possible  device  to  give  his 
forgeries  the  appearance  of  antiquity.  Moreover,  in  order  to  make  assur- 
ance doubly  sure,  he  purchased  a  number  ot genuine  documents,  at  a  high 
price,  in  order  to  sell  them  to  those  persons  who  would  be  most  likely  to 
detect  a  forgery. 

For  a  while  he  prospered  beyond  his  anticipations.  The  litterateurs  of 
Europe  were  all  of  them  anxious  to  obtain  the  autographic  treasures 
which  he  offered  for  sale,  and  which  he  claimed  to  have  obtained  from 
certain  lately  deceased  friends  and  correspondents  of  the  poet.  He  even 
succeeded  in  deceiving  Schiller's  daughter,  Madame  de  Gleichen-Russ- 
wurm,  to  such  an  extent,  that  she  purchased  from  him  certain  pre- 
tended unpublished  manuscripts  of  her  father  for  nearly  1500  Thalers. 

Emboldened  by  success,  Gerstenbergk,  who  imagined  himself  a  poet, 
began  to  compose  stanzas,  to  which  he  did  not  hesitate  to  attach  the  name 
of  Schiller.  These  were  so  execrable,  that  it  was  felt  at  once  that  they 
could  not  possibly  be  genuine.  The  matter  was  referred  to  a  number  of 
eminent  autograph  collectors,  who  unanimously  decided,  that  nearly  all 
the  papers  sold  by  Gerstenbergk  were  forgeries,  and  at  the  same  time 
pointed  out  infallible  means  for  their  detection.  On  the  27th  of  February, 
1856,  the  forger  was  arraigned  before  the  criminal  court  of  Weimar,  and 
after  a  long  and  intensely  interesting  trial,  was  condemned  to  an  imprison- 
ment of  two  years  and  six  months  in  the  penitentiary^  besides  the  payment 
of  a  heavy  fine. 

In  this  country  attempts  have  been  frequently  made  to  counterfeit  the 
handwriting  of  General  Washington,  for  the  purpose  of  deceiving  the 
unsuspicious.  A  year  or  two  ago,  many  persons  received  letters  from 
Canada,  enclosing  what  claimed  to  be  autographs  of  the  father  of  his 
country.  The  writer  pretended  to  be  the  widow  of  a  Virginian,  who  had 
died  in  Canada,  leaving  his  family  in  destitute  circumstances.  "  He  had 
always  been  fond  of  curiosities,  und  among  his  papers  his  disconsolate 
widow  had  found  the  enclosed  autographs,  which  she  believed  to  be 
valuable.  Would  the  gentleman  whom  she  addressed  have  mercy  on  the 
widow  and  the  fatherless,  and  send  her  $25,  or  as  much  as  he  believed 
the  documents  to  be  worth  V 

These  notes  were  7wt  sent  to  autograph  collectors,  who  would  be  likely 
to  discover  the  imposition,  but  to  wealthy  and  liberal  gentlemen,  who 
might  possibly  listen  to  so  pathetic  an  appeal.  The  following,  which  was 
recently  presented  to  the  writer  by  one  of  the  victims  of  the  fraud,  may 
possibly  be  a  copy  of  a  genuine  document. 

•*  To  Jabez  Huntington,  E<»q., 

^he^iff  of  the  County  of 

Windham,  Connt, 
Sir: 

At  the  urgent  solicitation  of  several  of  the  Selectmen  and  respectable 
inhabitants  of  the  town  of  Havcreiraw,  I  hereby  authorize  you  to  discharge 
from  custody,  Ira  Jone:^,  now  a  prisoner  and  confined  by  militarv  warrant  m 
the  Gaol  ot  sd.  couniy.  GO.  WASIUNGTOX. 

[lead  Quarters, 
New  W  iudtor, 
Sept.  lltb,  1781. 
Many  efforts  have  been  made  to  induce  the  *' Canadian  widow"  to 
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come  within  reach  of  the  United  States  authorities,  but  she  has  thus  far 
prudently  declined  all  such  invitations.'*' 

A  few  years  ago,  a  well  dressed  man  called  to  see  one  of  the  most 
eminent  collectors  of  this  city,  and  offered  to  sell  him  a  letter  of  Thomas 
Lynch,  Jr.,  which  he  claimed  to  have  discovered  somewhere  in  the 
South.  A  single  glance  satisfied  the  collector,  that  it  was  a  base  forgery, 
and  tearing  the  document  to  pieces,  he  handed  back  the  fragments  to  the 
stranger,  who  accepted  them  and  retired  without  saying  another  word. 
Had  he  been  insolent  he  would  have  been  immediately  arrested. 

A  Greek,  named  Constantine  Simonides,  a  few  years  ago  offered  for 
sale  in  Paris  some  beautiful  Greek  mss  ,  which  he  pretended  were  of 
great  antiquity.  A  celebrated  French  professor  called  to  see  them,  and 
ailer  glancing  at  them  for  a  moment,  exclaimed  :  '^  These  are  certainly 
very  ancient  documents;  they  cannot  be  less  than — three  years  old  /" 

The  latest  literary  forgery  is  the  one  by  which  M.  Chasles,  an  eminent 
French  mathematician,  was  so  terribly  victimized.  A  certain  adventurer, 
Urain  Lucas,  who  appears  to  have  been  an  attachi  of  one  of  the  great 
French  libraries,  a  few  years  ago  sold  him  a  large  number  of  forged  auto- 
graph letters  for  nearly  thirty  thousand  dollars.  Chasles  did  not  purchase 
these  documents  because  they  claimed  to  be  autographs  of  great  men, 
but  rather  because  some  of  them  seemed  to  establish  a  theory  of  his  own, 
that  Newton  had  borrowed  his  great  discoveries  from  Pascal,  who  had 
consequently  been  robbed  of  much  of  his  fame.  Among  these  documents 
there  were  many  bearing  the  name  of  Shakespeare,  but  unfortunately  they 
were  written  in  such  execrable  English  as  none  but  a  Frenchman  can  write. 

There  seems  to  have  been  no  limit  to  the  savant's  credulity.  When 
forced  to  admit  to  his  colleagues  in  the  French  Academy,  that  he  had 
been  made  a  fool  of,  he  gravely  informed  his  hearers,  that  among  the 
documents  which  he  had  accepted  as  genuine  autographs,  there  were/^  a 
goodly  number  bearing  the  name  of  Julius  Caesar  and  other  Roman  Em- 
perors.; also  of  the  Apostles,  and  St.  Jerome,  Gregory  of  Tours,  St. 
Augustine,  Charlemagne,  and  many  of  the  Merovingian  kin^^s  !"  We 
cannot  find  words  to  express  our  astonishment,  that  so  eminent  a  man 
could  become  the  dupe  of  so  transparent  a  forgery.  Many  a  school-boy 
could  have  told  him,  that  no  autograph  of  Julius  Caesar  has  been  known 
to  exist  since  the  days  of  the  elder  Pliny,  who  died  nearly  1800  years 
ago ;  and  that  most  of  the  early  mediaeval  kings  were  ignorant  of  the  art 
of  writing.  As  for  letters  written  by  the  Christian  Apostles,  their  dis- 
covery would  indeed  throw  Tischendorf  and  his  Codex  Sinaiticus  com- 
pletely in  the  shade.  "  However,"  says  a  late  Parisian  correspondent, 
''  Chasles  has  paid  so  dear  for  his  whistle,  that  we  must  not  hit  him  too 
hard  ;  so  we  can  merely  add,  that  he  is  a  great  mathematician,  but  a  very 
poor  judge  of  autographs.'*  As  for  the  forger,  we  are  happy  to  say  he  has 
been  arrested,  and  we  hope  he  will  get  his  deserts.^ 

FAC-SIMILES., 

The  art  of  making  fac-similes^  or  copies  of  autographs,  by  engraving 
on  metal,  stone,  or  wood,  is  believed  to  have  been  discovered  in  Germany, 

♦Since  the  above  waa  written,  the  "  Canadian  widow  "  has  been  arrested,  in  this  city, 
in  the  person  ofacorlain  Robert  Strong,  who  has  at  different  times  been  known  bj  at 
least  ft  dozen  namds.  A  full  account  of  the  circumstances  of  his  arrest  is  given  in  the 
djily  papers  of  the  5th  and  8th  of  November. 
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in  the  sixteenth  century.  Of  late  years  they  have  become  very  plenty, 
and  are  found  in  volumes  innumerable.  The  largest  work  consisting  ex- 
clusively of  facsimiles  is  "  Delarue's  Isography,"  4  vols.,  folio,  Paris, 
1843,  which  contains  copies  of  letters  of  at  least  eight  hundred  eminent 
men  and  women. . 

Fac'similes  are  not  intended  to  deceive,  and  can,  of  course,  be  recognized 
immediately.  They  are  of  interest  and  iqiportance  to  the  collector,  as 
furnishing  a  means  of  comparison  by  which  to  decide  as  to  the  genuine- 
ness of  any  rare  document  that  may  be  brought  to  his  notice. 


TWENTY  YBABS  OLD- 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 


The  day  before  one's  birth  day  is  almost  as  solemn  a  period  of  time 
as  the  birth-day  itself.  The  former  marks  the  end  of  past  years,  the 
latter  the  beginning  of  future  years.  An'l  with  a  monthly  magazine, 
months  are  as  the  days  of  a  human  life.  The  last  month  of  its  year, 
heralds  the  coming  of  its  birth  month. 

Ten  years  ago,  in  the  December  number  of  the  Guardian  of  1859, 
Dr.  Harbaugh  wrote  the  following  closing  words  of  the  year  : 

"The  Guardian  is  ten  years  old.  This  number  completes  its  tenth  year. 
Ten  years,  though  it  does  not  seem  long  when  we  look  back,  it  seems  a  long 
time  when  we  look  forward  over  ten  years  to  come.  Ten  years,  it  is  true, 
are"  a  comparatively  small  part  of  a  long  human  life,  yet  it  is  a  pretty  long 
time  for  a  periodical  to  live,  especially  in  these  days  of  change  and  hasty 
notions. 

**  The  Guardian  is  ten  years  old.  We  have  in  this  time  seen  a  number 
of  magazines,  of  much  greater  pretensions  in  their  starting  out,  go  lo  their 
graves.  Quite  a  number  also,  since  the  birth  of  this,  have  begun  to  live. 
Our  prayer  is  that  these  may  prosper,  and  that  the  good  Lord  will  *  do  good 
to  those  that  be  good.'  When  we  look  at  the  years  of  many  of  our  friendly 
exchanges,  we  are  made  to  feel  quite  venerable  among  the  magazines.  We 
say  to  ourselves  with  a  little  of  the  excusable  pride  of  age :  *  Ten  years  old !' ' 

Thus  wrote  the  worthy,  and  now  sainted  founder  of  this  monthly,  ten 
years  ago.  This  number  closes  its  twentieth  volume.  We  can  now 
write:  "The  Guardian  is  twenty  years  old."  And,  for  a  religious 
monthly,  this  is  a  good  long  life.  For  in  this  country  religious  monthlies 
have  been  singularly  unfortunate.  A  large  number  of  them  have  had 
but  a  short  existence.  The  Guardian  is  one  of  a  very  few  that  has 
lived  to  be  twenty  years  old.  Whilst  the  Guardian  is  free  from  secta- 
rian bigotry  and  bias,  its  tendency  and  tone  from  its  beginning  to  this 
present,  has  been  most  decidedly  religious.  No  magazine  of  this  sort 
could  be  of  any  permanent  interest  and  benefit  to  the  young,  which 
would  ignore  their  religious  education  and  wants.  We  feel  certain,  that 
many  will  agree  with  us  in  the  assertion,  that  those  who  have-  tak|B  the 
Guardian  from  its  first  number  in  January,  1849;  to  this  tiiffi,  and 
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carefully  preserved  M,  bave  twenty  volumes  of  as  apt,  instructive  and 
profitable  reading  for  young  people,  as  can  be  found  in  tbe  same  number 
of  magazine  volumes  of  any  library  in  the  United  Stafes.  Of  course, 
we  do  not  deny,  that  there  are  many  more  learned  magazines  published, 
but  none  in  all  respects  better  suited  to  satisfy  the  vranta  of  the  young. 

Certain,  too,  we  are,  that  many  of  the  warm  and  fast  friends  of  the 
Guardian  will  join  us  in  praising  God  for  giving  it  twenty  years  of  a 
cheerful,  vigorous  and  useful  life,  and  to  pray  for  its  continued  prosperity 
in  time  to  come.  It  has  never  been  in  the  habit  of  blowing  its  own 
trumpet,  but  meekly  and  cheerfully  of  going  on  in  its  regular  missions 
of  Life,  Light,  Love.  So  shall  it  do  hereafter.  It  has  a  class  of  con- 
tributors such  as  perhaps  few  aagazines  can  claim.  They  write  for  it 
because  they  love  it.  Every  contributor  feels  a  personal  pride  in  its 
character  and  usefulness.  They  write  not  for  pay,  but  out  of  love  for 
the  truth  as  well  as  from  the  love  and  interest  they  feel  in  the  young 
readers  of  the  Guardian.  These  friends  will  continue  their  labor  of 
love  for  its  pages.  Possibly  a  few  new  writers  may  join  their  ranks. 
A  friend  will  entertain  us  in  the  next  volume  with  **  Chats  about  the 
English  Poets."  The  Editor  will  furnish  a  series  of  articles  on  "  Sundays 
Abroad." 

The  circulation  of  the  Guardian  has  increased  some  during  the  past 
year.  Will  not  our  friends  try  to  add  many  more  names  to  its  list  of 
readers  the  year  coming  ?  One  or  two  teachers  in  a  Sunday  School  can 
readily  raise  a  club  of  twelve  or  more  subscribers.  Parents  can  give  the 
Guardian  to  their  children  as  a  very  acceptable  Christmas  present, 
which  will  renew  itself  every  month.  If  the  effort  were  made  in  but 
fifty  Sunday  Schools,  at  least  five  hundred  new  subscribers  might  be 
added  to  the  list.  Start  the  subscription  papers,  kind  friends,  and  taste 
the  pleasure  of  doing  good. 

N.  B. — I  very  much  regret  that  the  printer  put  a  wrong  letter  in 
Lehncke  Luther's  name,  in  the  last  number  of  the  Guardian.  Karely 
does  a  letter  out  of  place  produce  such  an  eyesore,  as  a  u  instead  of  an  n 
in  this  dear  name.  Alas,  perhaps  the  writer's  blurred  handwriting  was 
more  to  blame  than  the  printer. 


BOOK   NOTICES. 


The  Adventures  op  Leo  Rembrandt,  from  the  German  of  Franz  Hoff- 
man, by  Lewis  Henrv  Steiner.  Philadelphia :  Reformed  Church  Publi- 
cation Board,  54  North  Sixth  Street,    pp.  241. 

This  is  one  of  dear  Franz  Hoffman's  best  stories;  and  Dr.  Steiner's 
rendering  into  English  possesses  all  the  sprightliness  and  fascination  of 
the  original.  We  feel  confident,  that  few  Sunday  School  teachers  or 
scholars  will  take  up  Leo  Rembrandt  without  reading  it  straight  through, 
and  they  will  feel  wiser  and  better  for  having  read  it.  This  book  is 
publis^d  by  the  Sunday  School  Fund  of  the  All  Souls'  Congregation  of 
tbe  Bpbtrmed  Church,  Alleghany  City,  Pa. 
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The  GrOSPEL  Lessons,  arranged  according  to  the  Church  Year,  for  the  use 
of  Sunday  Schools,  Bible  Classes  and  Families.  By  Rev.  D.  Gans,  D.D. 
I^hiladelphia :  Reformed  Church  Publication  Board,  No.  54  North  Sixth 
Street,    pp.  270. 

The  need  of  such  a  work  has  long  since  been  felt  in  the  Reformed 
Church.  The  Gospel  Lessons  read  in  many  churches  every  Sunday 
during  the  year,  are  here  analyzed  and  arranged  to  suit  the  comprehen- 
sion of  young  people.  To  prepare  such  a  work  is  not  an  easy  task.  We 
can  sympathize  with  the  author  when  he  says,  that  he  found  the  prepara- 
tion of  the  work  attended  with  ^^  many  difficulties  and  perplexities."  It 
is  gratifying  to  see,  that  Dr.  Gans  has  thoroughly  mastered  his  difficult 
undertaking.  We  think  the  book,  of  its  kind,  one  that  has  few  if  any 
superiors,  and  therefore  bespeak  fur  it  a  general  introduction  into  our 
Reformed  Sunday  Schools. 

Books  published  by  the  American  Tract  Society  : 

The  Crescent  and  the  Cross.  A  Story  of  the  Sie^je  of  Malta.  By  the 
author  of  "  The  Times  of  Knox  and  Queen  Mary  Stuart,"  etc.  pp.  283. 
Price  80  cents. 

This  volume  takes  us  back  into  the  earnest  soul  trying  scenes  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  The  ground  work  is  not  fiction  but  fact  matter,  taken 
from  actual  history.  As  many  of  our  readers  know,  the  Crescent,  or 
half  moon,  is  the  symbol  of  Mohammedanism,  as  the  Cross  is  the  symbol 
of  Christianity.  The  book  gives  you  a  glimpse  at  the  workings  of  both  ; 
leads  you  into  the  conflicts,  persecutions,  heroism  and  triumphs  of  the 
latter.  At  Malta,  Rome  and  other  places  graphic  pictures  of  those  tu- 
multuous times  are  made  to  pass  before  the  mind. 

WiLFORD  Parsonage,  or  Living  for  Jesus.  By  the  author  of  "  Sybil  Grey," 
"  Lady  Alice  Lisle,"  "  Life  of  William  Tyndale,"  etc.  pp.  250.  Price  80 
cents. 

The  design  of  this  volume  is  to  illustrate  the  trials  and  triumphs  of  a 
godly  and  useful  life.  Many  incidents  of  actual  earnest  experience  arc 
woven  into  its  web ;  many  lights  and  shades  does  the  author's  pencil 
draw  over  the  pleasing  picture — the  whole  showing  that  "  godliness  is 
profitable  unto  all  things." 

Lottie  Lane,  or  "  By  their  Fruits  ye  shall  Know  Them."  By  Mrs.  M.  E. 
Berry,    pp.  440. 

With  less  solidity,  and  somewhat  more  gossipy  than  the  foregoing 
volumes,  this  work  comprises  b.  pleasant  and  instructive  story,  in  which 
many  a  useful  lesson  and  sound  moral  are  taught.  Children  therein  dis- 
cuss questions  about  the  Bible  and  its  teachings,  just  as  children  only 
can  and  will  talk.  Many  a  puzzling  question  is  asked  and  instructively 
answered.  Along  with  these  many  a  pleasing  narrative  from  real  life  is 
wrought  into  the  work. 

The  above  volumes  are  above  the  average  merit  of  Sunday  School 
books,  and  can  be  bought  from  the  American  Tract  Society,  150  Nassau 
Street,  New  York  ;  1408  Chestnut  Street,  Philadelphia. 
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THE  VISIT  OP  MBBCY, 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 


ISee  Frontispiece.'] 

Turn  with  me  to  the  picture  at  the  opening  of  this  number  of  the 
Guardian.  There  is  much  in  it — much  to  suggest  pleasing  reflection. 
It  seems  to  be  in  the  morning.  The  clouds  in  the  background  are  luminous 
with  the  newly-risen  sun.  "  Every  cloud  hath  its  silver  lining,"  and  so 
have  these  clouds  theirs.  And  when  the  Sun  of  Eighteousness  arises  in 
the  renewing  and  renewed  heart,  He  lines  all  clouds  of  sorrow  with  edges 
of  a  blissful  hope. 

Even  the  water  in  the  lake  is  covered  with  a  sheen  of  the  sun*s  glory. 
The  boatman  is  adjusting  his  oars  to  row  lakeward.  Beyond  the  lake,  the 
mountains  rise,  their  ridges  lined  with  light.  What  a  charming  vista 
opens  through  the  side  view  of  this  picture !  Wonder  whether  the  artist 
has  not  copied  this  lake-scene  from  Lake  Leman?  For  just  such  views 
one  has  from  the  eastern  bank  of  this  lake,  above  Greneva.  The  everlast- 
ing snows  on  the  lofty  summit  of  Mont  Blanc  reflect  the  rays  of  the  rising 
sun  long  before  they  reach  the  people  in  the  valleys.  And  often  the  re- 
flection re-paints  its  light  on  the  fleecy  clouds  of  morning.  At  the  foot  of 
this  grand  mountain  lies  the  beauteous  lake. 

"  Clear,  placid  Leman !   thy  contrasted  lake, 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 

Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring. 

This  quiet  sail  is  a  noiseless  wing 

To  waft  me  from  distraction." 

That  is  a  fine  pony,  well-fed  and  well-groomed.  A  good  face  and  a 
thoughtful  eye  the  dear  fellow  has.  He  must  have  come  some  distance — 
else  why  rest  his  weary  hind  foot?  But  what  is  this  group  doing  here? 
The  saddle  and  riding-dress  unlock  the  secret.  He  has  borne  a  kind- 
hearted  lady  hither — one  of  those  ministering  angels  who  delight  in  acts 
of  mercy.  The  pony  seems  to  be  peering  after  his  mistress,  and  sharply 
listening  for  the  sweet  sounds  of  her  merciful  voice.  Perhaps  one  of  the 
1 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Visit  of  Mercy,  [Januaky, 


little  window-panes  near  his  head  is  broken,  through  which  sounds  from 
within  can  be  heard. 

The  window  indicates  an  abode  of  poverty.  How  sad  the  boy  looks ! 
His  eyes  downcast !  The  poor  boy !  Sorrow  has  gotten  hold  of  him. 
His  clothes  are  made  of  the  dried  skins  of  some  animal.  This  must  be 
either  the  hut  of  a  shepherd  or  of  a  hunter.  His  short,  glossy  hair  indi- 
cates Italian  or  Indian  origin.  Somebody  must  be  sick  in  the  hut — it 
may  be  the  boy's  mother  or  sister;  and  the  dear  lady  has  most  likely 
brought  some  delicacies  for  the  sufferer,  and  some  words  of  gentle  kind- 
ness. Perhaps  she  is  reading  from  the  Scriptures  to  the  sorrowful  one— 
perhaps  praying  to  the  pitying  Father  in  heaven. 

The  dear  fony !  He  pities  that  boy,  and  puts  his  head  right  against 
his  face,  as  much  as  to  say :  "  Dear  boy,  don't  be  f o  sad ;  1  too,  although 
only  a  pony,  am  your  friend !"  The  lady  seems  to  have  alighted  in  a 
hurry.  Hearts  full  of  love  are  impatient  of  delay  when  out  on  errands  of 
mercy.  Mary  must  break  her  alabaster  box,  in  haste,  instead  of  opening 
it  carefully,  in  the  usual  way.  The  riding-whip  is  heedlessly  thrown  on 
the  ground,  instead  of  being  carefully  laid  to  a  place  of  safety.  But  un- 
der the  watchful  eye  of  such  a  keeper,  it  is  safe  on  the  ground.  See  the 
dear  poodle-dog,  with  an  air  of  untiring  patience,  guarding  the  riding-whip 
of  his  dear  friend !  And  his  smaller,  little  companion,  at  the  feet  of  the 
pony,  eyeing  the  big  one  with  evident  pride,  as  much  as  to  say :  "  We  two 
against  the  world  I"  Full  well  one  can  see  that  these  animals  have  a  kind 
owner.  They  are  well-trained,  well-fed,  and  affectionate.  It  would  be 
strange  indeed,  if  this  minister  of  mercy  could  prove  unkind  to  her  dogs 
and  pony.  If  we  are  pious,  the  horses,  dogs,  birds  and  sheep  around  us 
will  feel  the  happier  for  it.     There  is  much  truth  in  the  couplet : 

"  He  liveth  best  who  loveth  best 
All  things,  both  great  and  small." 

Strange  piety,  indeed,  must  this  lady  have,  if  she  could  visit  the  sick 
and  poor  in  their  distress,  and  yet  leave  her  dogs  and  pony  pine  away  un- 
der cruel  treatment. 

Happy  must  this  lady  be,  who  can  thus  enjoy  "  the  luxury  of  doing 
good."  Even  her  dogs  and  pony  seem  to  feel,  that  it  is  more  blessed  to 
give  than  to  receive.  They  all  have  an  air  of  contentment  and  confiding 
sympathy.  She  must  be  wealthy.  How  kind  for  a  wealthy  lady  to  come 
such  a  distance  to  visit  a  poor  sorrowing  one  I  Surely  she  must  love  ihe 
Merciful  One,  And  He  will  remember  all  these,  her  acts  of  pitying  love. 
Sweet  is  the  life  of  such  a  being,  and  peaceful  her  death.  She  will  be 
welcomed  to  heaven  with  the  blessed  greetings  of  our  Saviour :  "  Verily 
I  say  unto  you,  inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these, 
my  brethren^  ye  have  done  it  unto  me." 


Little  Things. — Despise  not  the  little  sins;  they  have  mined  many 
a  soul.  .Despise  not  the  little  duties ;  they  have  been  to  many  an  excel- 
lent discipline. 
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CHBISTMAS  BEADING  -1869. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 


The  Guardian  sings  its  XXth  Christmas  carol.  Instead  of  tiring 
and  growing  languid,  its  pages  are  all  the  more  vigorous,  and  readj  to 
join  in  the  praises  and  festivities  now,  again  showering  their  benedictions 
upon  us.  This  is  so,  because  *  practice  makes  perfect/  and  experience 
brings  wisdom. 

Since  the  last  anniversary  of  our  Lord's  Advent  on  earth,  many  have 
gone  to  celebrate  His  glory  nearer  His  throne  in  heaven.  Those  of  us 
who  remain  are  only  a  little  more  rearward,  and  must  not  neglect  to  train 
our  spirits  and  tune  our  voices  here,  in  order  to  qualify  ourselves  for  a 
prolonging  of  the  concert  of  worship  there. 

Henry  Harbaugh,  the  father  and  founder  of  the  Guardian,  was 
ever  so  brimful  of  Christmas  joys,  as  to  constitute  its  pages  a  reservoir, 
in  a  manner,  of  his  feelings ;  and  those  who  undertake  to  continue  his 
labors,  however  imperfectly,  would  prove  false  to  his  memory,  indeed, 
did  they  not  strive  to  move  forward  on  the  same  plane  which  his  own 
Lands  had  originally  graded. 

Jesus  Christis  "the  same  yesterday,  to-day  and  forever."  His  histcry 
never  grows  old.  His  birth  day  is  charged  with  an  ,odor  of  freshness,  on 
every  annual  return,  and  ought,  therefore,  to  be  observed  with  becomini^ 
ceremony  and  reverence.  Nor  will  the  readers  of  these  pages,  especially, 
find  it  otherwise  than  natural  and  desirable  to  live  over  again  the  infancy 
of  our  Lord.     They  sing  spontaneously  with  C^riacus  G'unther : — 

Halt  im  Gedachtniss  Jesum  Christ, 
Dein  Heiland,  der  auf  Erden 
Vom  Himmelsthron  gekommen  ist, 
Dein  Bruder  hier  zu  werden. 
Vergiss  nicht,  dass  Er  dir  zu  eut 
Hat  angenommen  Fleisch  und  Blut. 
Dank  Ihm  fiir  diese  Liebe  I 

In  order,  however,  not  to  tell  our  Christmas  story  in  the  same  words, 
we  will  present  some  choice  and  apt  portions  from  Longfellow's  "  Golden 
Legend,''  which  contains  so  much  Gospel  and  tradition  concerning  the 
birth  and  infancy  of  Jesus,  as  effectually  to  revive  in  us  the  mystery  of 
the  Word  made  flesh. 

The  part  from  which  we  more  directly  cull  is  entitled 
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The  Nativity. 
It  opens  with  an  IntroitxM,  in  this  style : — 

Praeeo,  CJome,  good  people,  all  and  each ;  come  and  listen  to  our  speech  I 
********** 

First  of  all  we  shall  rehearse,  in  our  action  and  our  verse. 
The  Nativity  of  our  Lord,  as  written  in  the  old  record 
Of  the  Protevangelion,  so  that  he  who  reads  may  run ! 

The  poet  would  then  tell  us,  in  very  simple  words,  why  Jesus  was  bom 
at  all.  It  is  a  plain  answer  to  the  perplexing  question  of  schoolmen— 
Cur  Deus  Homo  ? 

Just  look  at  the  opening  scene : — 

I.  Heaven. 

Mercy,  (at  the  feet  of  God.)  Have  pity.  Lord!  be  not  afraid 
To  save  mankind,  whom  Thou  hast  made. 
Nor  let  the  souls  that  were  betrayed,  perish  eternally  I 
Justice,  It  cannot  be,  it  must  not  bel  When  m  the  garden  placed  by  Thee, 

The  fruit  of  the  forbidden  tree,  he  ate  and  he  must  die! 
Mercy,  Have  pity.  Lord,  let  penitence  atone  for  disobedience, 

Nor  let  the  fruit  of  man's  offence  be  endless  misery ! 
Justice,  What  penitence  proportionate  can  e'er  be  felt  for  sin  so  great  ? 

Of  the  forbidden  fruit  he  ate,  and  damned  he  must  be! 
God.      He  shall  be  saved,  if  that  within  the  bounds  of  earth,  one  free 
from  sin. 
Be  found,  who  for  his  kith  and  kin  will  suffer  martyrdom. 
The  Four  Virtues.  Lord !  We  have  searched  the  world  around, 

From  centre  to  the  utmost  bound;  But  no  such  mortal  can  be 

found  ; 
Despairing  back  we  come. 
Wisdom.  No  mortal  but  a  God-made  man,  can  ever  carry  out  the  plan, 

Achieving  what  none  other  can— Salvation  unto  all! 
God.  Go,  then,  0  my  beloved  Son!  It  can  by  Thee  alone  be  done; 
By  Thee  the  victory  shall  be  won,  o'er  Satan  and  the  Fall! 

We  are  now  better  prepared  for  several  earth-scenes.  Having  been 
permitted  to  hear  what  went  forward  in  the  upper  kingdom,  we  can  all 
I  he  better  appreciate  the  Annunciation.  We  transfer  it,  with  only  a  few 
omissions.     Here  it  is : 

11.  Mary  at  the  Well. 

The  Angel  Gabriel.  Hail,  Virgin  Mary,  full  of  grace ! 
Mary.  Who  is  it  speaketh  in  this  place,  with  such  a  gentle  voice? 
Gabriel.  The  Lord  pf  Heaven  is  with  thee  now  !  Blessed  among  tdl  women 
thou. 
Who  art  His  holy  choice ! 
Mary.  What  can  this  mean?  No  one  is  near;  And  yet  such  sacred  words  I 
hear, 
I  almost  fear  to  stay. 
Gabriel.  Fear  not,  O  Mary !  but  believe!  For  thou,  a  virgin,  shalt  conceive 
A  child  this  very  day. 
Fear  not,  O  Mary,  from'the  sky,  the  majesty  of  the  Most  High 
Shall  overshadow  thee! 
Mary.  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord !  According  to  Thy  holy  word. 
So  be  it  unto  me ! 
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The  lines  immediately  uDderneath,  we  feel  bound  to  say,  are  not  taken 
from  the  "  Golden  Legend."  We  have  never  seen  them  in  type,  and  be- 
ing anxious  to  learn  how  they  appear,  we  furnish  theni  in  thiscouDection. 
They  serve  to  impress  one  feature  in  the  history  of  the  Nativity. 

III.  The  Shepherds  on  the  Plain. 

Gabriel.  Fear  not,  ye  Shepherds  of  the  plain !  But  heed  the  Gospel  I  pro- 
claim, 
To  all  the  world's  renown : 
To-day,  as  said  the  Prophet's  word,  is  born  to  you,  the  Saviour, 
Lord, 
In  David's  sacred  Town ! 
And,  as  aproof  of  what  we  bring,  mark  ye  the  sign : — *  The  Holv 
Thing' 
Is  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes." 
The  Angel  Host.  Yea  I  Glory  be  to  God  Most  High  I    And  peace  on  earth 
.  — let  hatred  die  I 
Good-will  let  man  dispose  I 

Abram.  Now  let  us  hasten  straight  away,  and  see  what  happened  on  this 
day! 
On  Gabriel  we  rely. 
Moses,  Selahl  What  else  would  us  behoove?  Yea,  would  we  not  unworthy 
prove 
Of  such  a  message  high? 
David.  Selah!  Let's  hasten  to  the  sight!  Our  sons  will  watch  the  flocks 
to-night, 
Or,  till  we  may  return. 
Then  may  we  spread  the  truth  around,  as  angels  sang  and  we  have 
found. 
Come,  let  us  go  and  learn. 

We  are  now  again  ready  to  appropriate  Longfellow^s  finer  scenes.  And 
the  nearest  one,  in  place,  is 

IV.  The  Wise  Men  op  the  East. 
To  feel  its  full   force,  we  must  imagine  the  *  Stable  of  the  Inn;*  the 
*  Virgin  and  the  child  j'  the  *  three  gipsy  kings ' — Gaspae,  Melchior 
and  Belshazzab.     Having  all  these  figures  before  us,  we  can  under- 
stand the  pictnie. 

Gaspar.  Hail  to  Thee,  Jesus  of  Nazareth !  Though  in  a  manger  Thou  draw 
breath, 
Thou  art  greater  than  life  and  death.    Greater  than  joy  or  woe! 
This  cross  upon  the  line  of  life  portendeth  struggle,  toil  and  strife, 
And  through  a  region  with  peril  rife,  in  darkness  shalt  Thou  go  ! 
Melchior,  Hail  to  Thee,  King  of  Jerusalem  !  Though  humbly  born  in  Beth- 
lehem, 
A  sceptre  and  a  diadem  await  Thy  brow  and  hand  ! 
The  sceptre  is  a  simple  reed ;  The  crown  will  make  Thy  temple 
bleed ; 
Abashed  Thy  subjects  stand ! 
Behhazzar.  Hail  to  Thee,  Christ  of  Christendom !  O'er  all  the  earth  Thy 
kingdom  come  I 
From  distant  Trebizond  to  Rome,  Thy  name  shall  men  adore  ! 
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Peace  and  good-will  among  all  men,  the  Virgin  has  returned 

again, 
Returned  the  old  Saturnian  reign,  and  Golden  Age  once  more. 
TJie  Cliild  Jesus.  Jesus,  the  Son  of  God  am  I :  Born  here  to  suffer  and  to  die, 

According  to  the  prophecy,  that  other  men  may  live ! 
The  Mrgin,  And  now  these  clothes  that  wrapped  Him,   take  and  keep 
them  precious  for  His  sake : 
Our  benediction  thus  we  make — Naught  else  have  we  to  give. 

From  an  unknown  source  we  now  record  a  partly  fanciful  and  partly 
real  description  of  another  fact,  which  occurred  during  the  Infancy  of 
our  Lord.  It  is  easy  to  detect  the  similarity  which  it  bears  to  the  Gospel 
narrative : — 

V.  The  Presentation  in  the  Temple. 

Si/neon.  Dismiss  Thy  servant  now,  0  Lord !  According  to  Thy  Holy  Word, 
By  favor  given  me  : — 
*  That  Thine  unworthy  one  should  live,  till  Thou'd  to  Jews  and 
Gentiles  give 
The  promised  One  of  Thee* 
May  on  this  household's  Holy  Three,  Jehovah  His  rich  grace 
decree — 
On  Father,  Mother,  Son ! 
Tlie  Child  a  weal  or  woe  will  send;  A  sword  the  Mother's  heart 
shall  rend ; 
Joseph  thy  race  well  run  I 
Anna.  Widow'd  of  fourscore  years  and  more;  Weaken'd  of  age  and  fasting 
sore ; 
But  strong  in  prayer  still. 
Loud  thanks  to  God !  We  welcome  Him,  who  came  man  to  redeem 
from  sin, 
According  to  God's  will  I 
Mary.  Ye  veteran  and  God-fearing  pair!  Your  words  so  ominous  and  rare. 
Place  us  in  ecstacy  ! 
God  aid  us  to  act  well  our  parts  I  We'll  ponder  all  these  in  our 
hearts 
Humbly  in  Galilee. 

At  this  point  our  unknown  singer  breaks  off,  and,  in  order  to  continue 
the  history  of  the  divine  childhood,  we  arc  obliged  to  draw  again  on 
Longfellow's  thoughts  and  verfccs. 

VI.  The  Flight  into  Egypt. 

We  must  suppose  the  Holy  Family  to  have  gone  a  day's  journey. 
Weary  and  faint,  they  conteuiplate  a  rest  under  some  tree,  near  which 
tliere  is  a  spring.     But,  as  all  is  nicely  told  in  the  scene,  let  us  read  : — 

Jfanj.  Here  will  we  rest  us,  under  these  o'erhanging  branches  of  the  trees, 
Where  robins  chant  their  Litanies,  and  canticles  of  joy. 

Joseph.  ;My  saddle-girths  have  given  way,  with  trudging  through  the  heat 
to-day ; 
To  you  I  think  it  is  but  play,  to  ride  and  hold  the  boy. 

Miry.  Hark  how  the  robins  shout  and  sing,  as  if  to  hail  their  Infant  King! 
I  will  alight  at  yonder  spring,  to  wash  His  little  coat. 
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As  the  Virgin  Mother  approaches  the  spot,  she  spies  two' suspicious 
characters  lying  in  the  underbrush.  She  hastens  back  and  utters  her 
fears : — 

Mary,  O  Joseph!  I  am  much  afraid,  for  men  are  sleeping  in  the  shade; 

I  fear  tnat  we  shall  be  waylaid,  and  robbed  and  beaten  sore  I 
T>aniachus  (arobber).  Deliver  up  your  gold ! 
Joseph,  I  pray  you,  sirs,  let  go  your  hold !  You  see  that  I  am  weak  and  old  ; 

Of  wealth  I  have  no  store.  )  ^ 

Damachus.  Give  up  your  money  I 

Titus  [another  robber)*  Prithee  cease.     Let  these  good  people  go  in  peace. 
Dajtiachus,  First  let  them  pay  for  their  release,  and  then  go  on  their  way. 
TV^f/j?.  These  forty  groats  I  give  in  fee,  if  tjiou  wilt  only  silent  be. 
Mary.  May  God  be  merciful  to  thee,  upon  the  Judgment  day! 
Jesus.  When  thirty  years  shall  have  gone  by,  I  at  Jerusalem  shall  die, 

By  Jewish  hands  exalted  high  on  the  accursed  tree. 

Then  on  my  right  and  my  left  side,  these  thieves  shall  both  be  cru- 
cified, 

And  Titus  thenceforth  shall  abide  in  Paradise  with  me. 

We  turn  now  to  a  horrible  tragedy.  Gladly  would  we  not  harrow  the 
reader's  feelings.  Bat  the  Infancy  of  Jesus  was  as  little  unbloody  as  was 
Hid  death.  His  Birth  we  may  say,  was  but  'the  beginning  of  the  end.' 
He  was,  as  we  have  already  heard  Him  say,  "  born  here  to  suflfer  and  to 
die."     We  refer  to  scene 

VII.  The  Slaughter  of  the  Innocents. 

1^0  one  can  describe  the  awful  Infanticide  with  all  its  native  bloodiness. 
Nor  is  any  one  of  us  sanguinary  enough  to  witness  such  a  narrative. 
Still,  certain  bold  strokes  are  given  in  the  following  lines,  which  seem 
almost  as  if  they  had  been  made  with  a  brush,  dipped  in  the  warm  blood 
of  the  innocent  little  victims.     Let  every  one  read  for  himself: 

King  Herod,  Filled  am  I  with  great  wonderment 
At  this  unwelcome  news  ! 
Am  I  not  Herod  ?  Who  shall  dare  my  crown  to  take,  my  sceptre  bear; 

As  king  among  the  Jews? 
Now  at  this  window  will  1  stand,  while  in  the  streets  the  armed  band 

The  little  children  elay. 
The  Babe  just  bom  in  Bethlehem' will  surely  slaughtered  be  by  them, 
Nor  live  another  day  ! 
Rachel  {without).  0  wicked  king!  O cruel  speed!  To  do  this  most  unright- 
eous deed ! 
My  children  all  are  slain ! 
Eahab,  May  maledictions  fall  and  blast  thyself  and  lineage  to  the  last 

Of  all  thy  kith  and  kin ! 
Soldiers  (in  the  streets).    Give  up  thy  child  into  our  hands!  It  is  King 
Herod  who  commands, 
That  he  should  thus  be  slain ! 
Xurse,  O  monstrous  men  !  What  have  you  done  ?  It  is  King  Herod's  only 
son 
That  ye  have  cleft  in  twain  I 
fferod  (within).  Ah  luckless  day !  What  words  of  fear  are  they  that  smite 
upon  my  ear. 
With  such  a  doleful  sound. 
What  torments  rack  my  heart  and  head  !  Would  I  were  dead! 
Would  I  were  dead !  And  buried  in  the  ground. 
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Enough.  Let  us  turn  away  from  such  a  sight,  and  select  one  more  aod 
wholly  different  spectacle.  True,  we  must  step  over  a  wide  gap,  which 
yawns  between  His  Infancy  and  twelfth  year — a  long  period  of  deep  si- 
lence.    But  it  will  do  us  some  good  too,  to  see  Jesus,  the  lad. 

VIII.  Jesus  lost  and  found  in  thb  Temple. 
Let  the  Gospel  narrative  first  be  read,  and  ailer  that,  this : — 

Mary,  My  much  beloved,  only  Son  I  What  hast  thou  done?  What  hast 
thou  done  ? 
Three  davs  have  their  full  courses  run,  since  we  beheld  thy  face ! 
We  sought  thee  first  with  chum  and  friend,  and  did  no  danger  ap- 
prehend, 
Till  night  with  grief  our  hearts  did  rend,  and  drove  us  to  this  place ! 
Jesua.  My  sweetest  Mother  and  most  dear  I    More  than  all  other  mortals 
near: 
Nor  need  you  ever  hold  a  fear,  lest  we  should  stray  apart 
But  nearer  still  is  the  Most  High;  Whose  will,  as  soon  as  I  espy. 
Is  law,  and  willingly  I  hie  to  do  it  with  my  heart. 
You  see  that  I  no  truant  play,  nor  wander  thoughtlessly  away ; 
But  at  our  Father's  business  stay,  though  from  my  mother's  eye, 
A  child  found  in  the  House  of  Qody  is  never  lost— ndeserves  no  rod— 

Though  absence  cause  a  smart. 
But,  sinc6  to  honor  parents  dear,  shows  plainly  that  our  Grod  we  fear, 
I  will  your  wishes  now  revere,  and  with  you  hence  depart. 
Babbi  Ben  Israel,  Heard  ye  the  answers,  every  one ;  of  ^little  J^us,  the  Car- 
penter's Son  ? 
Rabbi  Ben  Isaac,  No  better  could  good  Hannah's  son — ^the  wise  and  good 

young  Samuel  have  done  I 
Rahbi  Ben  Abram.  The  lad  will  prove  Gamaliel's  peer  I  He  holds  the  wis- 
dom of  Prophet  and  Seer  I 

Epilogue. 

Hence  dwells  the  Holy  Family,  in  Nazareth  of  Galilee. 
For  thirty  years  dead  silence  reigns,  since  naught  the  Holy  Gospel  deigns 
To  tell  of  Jesus,  in  this  space,  save,  that  He  with  becominff  grace, 
Proved,  to  His  parent's  highest  joy,  a  pious  and  obedient  boy. 

^^And  Jesus  increased  in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in  favor  with  God 
and  man."  These  words  comprise  and  cover  the  history  of  thirty  years, 
of  the  life  of  Jesus — of  the  most  precious  of  all  lives.  **  Rejoice,  ye  hum- 
ble !  "  says  De  Ligny,  **  Who  cherish  obbcurity,  and  exult  in  your  lowli- 
ness !" 

Here  let  us  close  our  Christmas  meditations.  The  field  already  lying 
open  for  us,  affords  us  thousands  of  sweets  for  the  soul  to  drink  in  during 
these  festival  days. 


Ceeatoe. — There  is  meaning  in  this  word,  when  we  are  exhorted  to 
commit  our  souls  to  God,  as  '^  unto  a  faithful  Creator."  When  called  to 
exercise  faith,  we  are  not  to  look  on  God  as  a  potter,  who  works  out  of 
clay  or  other  materials,  and  as  it  were,  looks  all  around  to  see  if  th^re  be 
a  supply  at  hand ;  but  we  are  to  look  on  Him  as  a  Creator,  who  works 
out  of  nothing,  and  as  a  faithful  Creator,  who  will  be  sure  to  do  it. 
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STILL  ONE  IN  CHRIST. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 


The  autumn  leaTes  were  falling  as  we  bore  four  lambs  to  their  little 
graves.  First  a  little  girl,  of  five  summers;  the  next  day  two  boys,  each 
of  six.  Al  few  days  later;  another  of  the  same  age.  This  last  a  twin. 
The  two  dear  boys  were  precisely  of  the  same  size.  Always  they  were 
clothed  alike,  always  slept  in  the  same  little  bed.  Rarely  was  one 
seen  by  himself  on  the  street — always  the  two  walked  hand  in  hand  to 
the  Sunday  School  and  the  church.  One  feels  slightly  unwell.  In  a 
few  days  he  falls  asleep.  How  very  touching  and  sad  looks  the  sobbing 
little  boy,  at  the  ooffio  of  his  twin  brother.  To-day  they  separate-  How 
lonely  the  one  walks  through  life's  pilgrimage  ;  how  happy  the  other  in 
heaven.  I  stood  at  the  window  of  their  humble  home  While  I  tried 
to  speak  to  the  parents  and  their  little  ones  of  our  Saviour's  tender, 
loving  care  for  children,  and  the  sweet  children's  home  He  has  prepared 
for  them  ii  heaven,  I  saw  two  little  wheelbarrows,  standing  side  by  side 
in  the  yard.  The  twin  owner  of  one  lies  in  yonder  little  coffin.  Never- 
more shall  his  tireless  feet  run  between  its  shafts. 

All  four  were  equally  sweet  children.  Their  little  hearts  were  full  of 
the  spirit  of  heaven.  Their  passage  to  the  beautiful  world  above  was 
brief.  A  few  days'  sickness,  between  two  Sundays^  humming  sweet  Sun- 
day School  hymns  about  our  Saviour  and  about  heaven  ;  hopefully  long- 
ing to  meet  the  dear  children  on  the  following  Sunday  at  School ;  soon 
a  farewell  kiss  to  weeping  parents,  a  last  folding  of  the  hands,  a  last  fall- 
ing asleep.     Thus  ended  their  short  life. 

They  looked  so  sweet  in  their  last  narrow  beds.  So  neatly  looked  their 
last  dress  on  earth ;  so  pure  the  wreath  on  the  breast.  Ah^  it  is  hard  to 
give  them  up  so  soon  !  Other  children  wept  around  their  biers;  their 
own  brothers  and  sisters — their  parents.  Can  I  chide  their  grief  I' 
True,  they  have  other  children,  but  that  makes  the  death  of  these  none 
the  less  painful.  They  are  Christians  ;  but  Christians,  too,  can  feel  the 
grief  of  parting.  Robert  Burns  wept  whenever  he  read  the  passage  in 
Revelation  xiv.  4 :  "And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes ; 
and  there  shall  be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying,  neither 
shall  there  be  any  more  pain.'^  And  many  a  child  of  sorrow  weeps  for 
joy  in  the  prospect  of  the  painless  home  above. 

Life — every  human  life,  is  a  mystery.  At  its  beginning  and  at  its 
end,  who  can  solve  its  hidden  meaning?  At  the  baptism  of  a  child,  and 
at  its  burial,  I  never  cease  wondering.  A  home  on  earth — made  up  of 
different  hearts  all  joined  together ;  and  then  again  torn  asunder  by 
death  ;  one  is  taken  and  the  other  is  left — this,  too,  is  a  mystery.  One 
child  after  another  is  born;  the  nursery  is  vocal  with  the  ringing  voices 
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of  the  growing  immortals.  Their  bodies  develop  into  strength.  One 
after  the  other  crawls  on  all  fours,  then  proudly  stands  erect  aside  of  a 
chair,  then  climbs  up  on  stands,  tables,  tumbliog  about  in  all  manner  of 
neck-breaking  evolutions,  jet  never  breaking  the^neck.  Such  a  crowing 
and  chattering,  such  appetites,  such  a  proficiency  in  tearing  dresses; 
holes  at  the  elbows,  holes  at  the  knees — no  mother's  diligence  can  keep 
back  the  rents.  The  growing  life  demands  an  outlet  through  hands, 
voice  and  feet.  What  a  burden  for  one  poor  mortal,  and  she  most  likely 
a  delicate  body, — a  harassed  mother  to  bear  all  this  irrepressible  tum- 
bling life !  To  get,  mend,  and  put  the  clothes  on  all ;  to  put  all  to  the 
table,  and  have  enough  to  eat  for  all  j  to  get  all  ready  for  school  and 
church;  to  get  all  to  bed,  and  he:ir  and  teach  each  to  pray  in  going 
there ;  to  get  all  out  of  bed  in  the  morning.  Show  me  a  minister  of 
State,  burdened  with  more  care  than  a  good  mother  with  such  a  frisky 
flock.  Sweet  is  the  worry  of  such  a  mother.  God  has  so  ordered,  so 
constituted  her,  that  these  maternal  cares  add  to  her  happiness.  The 
absence  of  this  rollicking  life  makes  the  death  of  a  child  more  painlul 
to  her.  And  when  all  the  children  die,  so  that  there  is  not  one  sweet 
mischief  left  to  tax  her  love  and  care,  her  home  is  bereft  of  its  chief 
charm.  Of  course,  all  such  children,  going  from  the  bosom  of  a  Chris- 
tian family,  are  happier  after  death  than  they  were  here.  But  they  had 
become  a  sort  of  a  natural  necessity  in  the  earthly  home.  I  know  not 
the  mother's  name  who  wrote  the  following.  She  had  lost  every  child 
through  death.  The  friends  coldly  chided  her  grief.  Surely' you  have 
less  worry  and  care  now.  How  quiet  and  peaceful  your  home  now ! 
Then  she  lets  her  heart  speak.  If  I  knew  who  she  is,  methinks  I  should 
like,  in  the  name  of  Christ,  to  sit  aside  of  her.  If  I  oould  do  no  more 
I  should  like  to  tell  her :  "  Yes,  I  believe  all  you  say.  And  our  Saviour 
believes  it  too.  And  He  has  compassion  on  you.  Ask  Him  to  come  to 
you,  and  He  will  help  you  through  all  your  sorrow."  But  to  her  little 
article : 

My  guests  say— "Ah  !  it  is  pleasant  to  be  here.  Everything  has  such  an 
orderlv,  put-away  look — nothing  about  under  foot — no  dirt."  But  my  eyes 
are  aching  for  the  sight  of  whittlings  and  cut  paper  on  the  floor;  of  tumbled- 
down  card  houses ;  of  wooden  sheep  and  cattle ;  of  pop-guns,  bows  and 
arrows,  whips,  tops,  go-carts,  blocks  and  trumpery.  I  want  to  see  boats 
a-rigging  and  kites  a-making.  I  want  to  see  crumbles  on  the  carpet,  and 
paste  spilt  on  the  kitchen  table.  I  want  to  see  the  chairs  and  the 
tables  turned  the  wrong  way  about.  I  want  to  see  candy-making  and  corn- 
popping,  and  to  find  jack-knives  and  fish-hooks  among  my  muslins.  Yet 
these  things  used  to  fret  me  once.  They  say — "  How  quiet  you  are  here ! 
Ah !  one  here  may  settle  his  brains,  and  be  at  peace.  But  my  ears  are 
aching  for  the  pattering  of  little  feet;  for  a  hearty  shout,  a  shrill  whistle,  a 
gay  tra  la  la;  for  the  crack  of  little  whips;  for  the  noise  of  drums,  fifes  and 
tin  trumpets.    Yet  these  things  made  me  nervous  once. 

They  say — "  Ah  !  you  have  leisure ;  nothing  to  disturb  you.  What  heaps 
of  sewing  you  have  time  for  I"  But  I  long  to  be  disturbed.  I  want  to  oe 
asked  for  a  bit  of  string  or  an  old  newspaper;  for  a  cent  to  buy  a  slate-pencil 
or  peanuts.  I  want  to  be  coaxed  for  a  piece  of  new  cloth  for  jibs  and  main- 
sails, and  then  to  hem  the  same.  I  want  to  make  little  flags  and  bags  to 
hold  marbles.  I  want  to  be  followed  by  little  feet  all  over  the  house ;  teased 
for  a  bit  of  dough  for  a  little  cake,  or  to  bake  a  pie  in  a  saucer.    Yet  these 
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things  used  to  fidget  me  once.  Thev  say — "  Ah  !  you  are  not  tied  at  home. 
How  delightful  to  be  always  at  liberty  for  concerts,  lectures,  and  parties ! 
No  confinement  for  you."  But  I  want  confinement.  I  want  to  listen  for  the 
school-bell  mornings,  to  give  the  last  hasty  wash  and  brush,  and  then  to 
watch  from  the  window  nimble  feet  bounding  awav  to  school.  I  want  fre- 
quent rents  to  mend,  and  to  replace  lost  buttons.  I  want  to  obliterate  mud- 
stains,  fruit-stains,  molasses-stains,  and  paints  of  all  colors.  1  want  to  be 
sitting  by  a  little  crib  of  evenings,  when  weary  little  feet  are  at  rest,  and 
prattling  voices  are  hushed,  and  mothers  may  sing  their  lullabies,  and  tell 
over  the  oft-repeated  stories.  They  don*t  know  their  happiness  then,  those 
mothers ;  I  didn't.    All  these  things  I  called  confinement  once. 

Wordsworth  wrote  a  pretty  poem,  which  touch ingly  describes  how  all 
children  of  the  same  family,  after  some  have  gone  to  heaven^  continue  to 
belong  to  the  same  household  ;  a  truth  which  by  mourning  parents  and 
children  is  too  often  forgotten.  Keep  it  before  the  minds  of  the  little  ones, 
that,  when  they  sing  and  pray,  their  brothers  and  sisters  in  heaven  hear  and 
help  them.  After  all,  the  deserted  little  wheelbarrow  is  still  owned,  and 
possibly  in  some  way  used,  by  Samuel  Hamilton,  the  twin  boy  in  heaven. 
The  poem  is  called 

WE   ARE   SEVEN. 
A  simple  child. 


That  lightly  draws  its  breath, 
And  feels  its  life  in  every  limb. 
What  should  it  know  of  death  ? 

I  met  a  little  cottage  girl ; 

She  was  eight  years  old,  she  said  ; 
Her  hair  was  thick  with  many  a  curl, 

That  clustered  round  her  head. 

She  had  a  rustic  woodland  air, 

And  she  was  wildly  clad : 
Her  eyes  were  fair,  and  very  fair ; 

Her  beauty  made  me  glad. 

"  Sisters  and  brothers,  little  maid. 

How  many  may  you  be?" 
"  How  many  I  Seven  in  all,"  she  said, 

And  wondering,  looked  at  me. 

**  And  where  are  they?  I  pray  you  tell." 
She  answered,  "  Seven  are  we ;" 
And  two  of  us  at  Conway  dwell. 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 

**Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie, 

My  sister  and  my  brother ; 
And,  in  the  church-yard  cottage  I 

Dwell  near  them  with  my  mother." 

"  You  say  that  two  at  Conway  dwell. 
And  two  are  gone  to  sea. 
Yet  ye  are  seven  !  I  pray  you  tell. 
Sweet  maid,  how  this  may  be?" 
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Then  did  the  little  maid  reply, 

"  Seven  boys  and  girls  are  we  ; 
Two  of  us  in  the  church-yard  lie, 

Beneath  the  church-yard  tree." 

"  You  run  about,  my  little  maid, 
Your  limbs  they  are  alive ; 
If  two  are  in  the  church-yard  laid, 
Then  ye  are  only  five." 

"  Their  graves  are  green,  they  may  be  seen," 

The  little  maid  replied, 
"  Twelve  steps  or  more  from  my  mother's  door. 

And  they  are  side  by  side. 

"  My  stockings  there  I  often  knit, 
My  kerchief  there  I  hem; 
And  there  upon  the  ground  I  sit — 
I  sit  and  sing  to  them. 

**  And  often  after  sunset,  sir, 
When  it  is  light  and  fair, 
I  take  my  little  porringer. 
And  eat  my  supper  there. 

"  The  first  that  died  was  little  Jane ; 
In  bed  she  moaning  lav, 
Till  God  released  her  of  lier  pain  ; 
And  then  she  went  away. 

"  So  in  the  church-yard  she  was  laid  ; 
And  when  the  grass  was  dry, 
Together  round  her  grave  we  played. 
My  brother  John  and  I. 

**  And  when  the  ground  was  white  with  snow, 
And  I  could  run  and  slide, 
My  brother  John  was  forced  to  go, 
And  he  lies  by  her  side." 

"  How  many  are  you  then,"  said  I, 
"  If  these  two  are  in  heaven  ?" 
The  little  maiden  did  reply, 
"  0  master  I  we  are  seven." 

"  But  they  are  dead,  those  two  are  dead ! 

Their  spirits  are  in  heaven  !" 
'Twas  throwing  words  away :  for  still 
The  little  maid  would  have  her  will, 

And  said,  "  Nay,  we  are  seven  I'* 
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TWO  DAYS  IN  HBRRBSTAD. 


[A  true  n»rratiTe,  originftlly  written  m  a  Christmas  gift  for  the  children   of  the 
**  Ranh-Hans/'  in  Hamburg,  Germany.] 


TRANSLATED  BT  R.  H.  8. 


Come,  reader,  *'  Over  the  sea  and  far  away,"  with  me  I 

We  cross  the  North  Sea  and  pass  through  the  Sound  to  Sweden,  good 
Sweden,  where  dwell,  on  the  mountains  and  in  the  valleys,  many  true  hearts 
that  love  Christ  and  His  gospel.  We  land  ;  and  now  come,  and  I  will 
show  you  the  way  to  a  Bethlehem, — for  wherever  humble  souls  that 
"  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness/'  kneel  around  the  manger,  there 
is  Bethlehem.  Past  the  little  town  of  Ystadt  we  go,  along  country  roads, 
deserted,  but  for  a  few  chance  sledges  driven  by  poor  peasants.  On, 
through  woods  of  firs,  robed  for  Christmas  in  pure  snow.  Fir-trees 
know  something  of  Christmap,  that  is  born  with  them;  gladly  enough 
would  they  leave  the  lone  forests  and  go  to  be  decked  with  lights  and 
ornaments,  to  rejoice  the  children's  hearts.  But  we  must  leave  them 
here,  to  shiver  in  their  cold  garb  of  snow,  and  swiftly  onward.  Five 
miles  more,  and  we  should  be  in  the  streets  of  Lund.  But  we  remain 
outside  of  the  city, — see!  where  the  smoke  rises  from  those  lowly  cot- 
tage roofs  !  In  the  midst  of  those  cottages  stands  the  dwelling  of  the 
owners  of  the  soil,  a  handsome,  comfortable-looking  mansion.  This  is 
the  end  of  our  journey, — quiet  Herrestad,  almost  unknown  to  the  great 
and  wise  of  the  world,  but  perhaps  so  much  the  dearer  to  the  Lord  of 
Heaven,  who  dwells  with  the  lowly. 

Meeting  a  woman  with  two  children,  I  asked  her  where  I  may  find 
an  inn ! 

"That  would  be  very  difficult,"  was  her  reply;  "Herrestad  has  few 
visitors ;  but  come  with  me  to  the  manor-house ;  there  is  a  Christmas 
feast  to-day  for  all  the  village;  you  can  go  there  too;  the  dear  lady  will 
be  glad  to  welcome  you.*' 

Accepting  the  invitation,  we  are  soon  at  the  house.  Fir-trees,  large 
and  small,  stand  guard  by  the  door,  and  within,  all  is  decked  in  festival 
green.  In  the  hall,  a  crowd  of  children  are  waiting — children  little, 
children  large,  and  men  and  women  too.  Nobody  speaks  loud,  you  hear 
only  a  subdued  murmur  of  expectation.  The  children  are  neatly  dressed, 
except  a  few  ragged  little  creatures  who  stand,  shy  and  awkward,  in  a 
corner  by  themselves.  And  now  a  lady  comes  out  of  a  side  door  and 
looks  around,  as  if  seeking  some  one.  It  must  be  the  little  ragged  ones  she 
wants;  for  she  goes  and  speaks  soflly  to  them,  kindly  patting  their  cheeks. 
I  step  up  to  her  and  tell  her  that  I  have  come  from  Hamburg  to  visit 
Herrestad. 
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"  From  Hamburg  !"  she  exclaims,  extending  her  hand  to  me,  '^  wel- 
come, dear  countryman  !  This  is  a  Christmas  treat ;  w,e  shall  have  Ger- 
many here  in  Sweden.  You  must  certainly  stay  with  us ;  come  in  bow, 
for  our  festival  is  about  to  commence." 

Leading  the  poor  little  children  by  the  hand,  she  opens  the  door  of  an 
adjoining  room.  The  children  enter  first,  then  the  grown  people  ;  for 
they  can  see  over  the  little  ones'  heads.  How  beautiful !  There,  before 
us^  is  a  little  simple  hut ;  it  is  a  stable,  and  within  is  a  manger,  in 
which,  pillowed  on  moss  and  straw,  lies  the  Holy  Child,  while  the  Vir- 
gin kneels  beside  him,  and  the  shepherds  stand  with  folded  hands  behind 
her.  The  room  was  darkened,  but  a  light  shone  forth  from  the  figure  of 
the  Christ  child,  which  lit  up  those  of  Mary  and  the  shepherds.  Over 
the  stable  was  inscribed,  in  bright  leters, 

"  Unto  you  is  born  this  day  a  Saviour,  which  is  Christ  the  Lord." 

In  perfect  silence,  every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  lovely  scene.  Then  a 
strong,  manly  voice, — it  was  the  school-master's, — began  a  Christmas  hymn, 
in  which  all  joined,  young  and  old;  I  thought  I  had  never  heard  sweeter 
music.  When  it  was  finished,  the  school-master  offered  a  simple,  earnest 
prayer ;  then  he  opened  the  Bible,  and  read  the  old,  yet  ever  new  and 
sweet  story,  of  the  shepherds.  Then  he  talked  to  the  children  of  the 
great  joy  there  is,  when  Christ  is  born  in  a  human  soul,  and  of  how  He 
loves  poor  children,  and  loves  to  dwell  in  their  hearts,  and  make  a  heaven- 
ly Christmas  there. 

"  Think  of  it,  dear  children,"  he  said;  " it  is  because  Christ  loves  you 
so  much,  that  lie  sought  you  out  when  you  were  forsaken,  and  knew 
nothing  of  your  Redeemer. — that  He  snatched  you  from  wretchedness  and 
brought  you  to  our  dear  Herrestad  Home,  where  you  learn  to  love  Him, 
and  pray  to  Him,  and  to  be  diligent  and  useful.  Christ  Himself  is  your 
*  House- Father,'  and  knows  better  how  to  take  care  of  you  than  the 
kindest  father  or  mother.  And  because  to  day  is  Christmas  Eve,  and 
the  Saviour  is  pleased  to  take  part  in  our  happiness.  He  has  sought  out 
three  more  little  ones,  and  given  them  to  us  as  a  Christmas  gift,  telling 
us  that  they  are  His  little  ones,  and  that  for  His  sake  we  must  take  them 
into  our  *  Children's  House,'  and  teach  them  to  love  and  serve  Him, 
that  they  may  live  with  Him  in  Heaven.  Here  they  are !  Come  to  me, 
my  dear  boys  !" 

And  Frau  Gerhard,  the  good  lady  of  Herrestad,  led  forward  the  three 
ragged  boys,  with  their  pale,  sad  faces  bent  timidly  toward  the  floor. 
The  school-master  gently  reassured  them,  and  bade  them  welcome,  in 
the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Then  again  he  prayed  with  them, 
how  earnestly !  he  prayed  for  the  children,  and  for  all  who  were  present; 
for  all  people  everywhere  in  Christendom,  who  were  keeping  the  happy 
Christmas  festival,  and  for  those  who  cared  not  for  it;  and  then  for  him- 
self, that  he  might  have  the  spirit  and  the  love  of  God  to  help  him  to 
lead  the  little  ones  to  the  Saviour.  After  this  prayer,  the  little  ones 
joined  in  another  hymn  of  praise  ;  and  as  the  last  hallelujah  died  away, 
hark !  a  little  silvery  bell  rang  in  an  adjoining  room ;  all  eyes  turned 
toward  the  door,  which  opened,  and  a  bright  light  streamed  from  it. 

The  little  ones  stood  for  a«  moment  half-bewildered,  holding  their 
hands  before  their  dazzled  eyes.     Frau  Gerhard  led  forward  the  three 
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little  ragged  boys  first,  their  eyes  filled  with  pleasure,  and  their  lips 
quiveriDg  as  their  little  hearts  realized  the  Divine  love  that  had  be- 
stowed such  joys  upon  them.  The  others  pressed  after  them,  aud  ex- 
clamations of  delight  were  heard  from  all. 

On  a  long  table  stood  three  large  fir-trees,  their  dark  boughs  radiant 
with  myriads  of  tiny  lights,  their  summits  crowned  with  pretty  figures 
of  angels  with  shining  wings.  From  the  branches  hung  sweet  Christmas 
cakes  and  cards,  on  which  beautiful  hymns  were  printed.  Each  child 
was  led  to  his  own  place ;  there  he  found  a  new  jacket  or  a  pair  of 
mittens,  and  a  pretty  toy  ;  each  of  the  girls  received  a  handkerchief  or 
an  apron.  For  the  three  boys  who  had  come  for  the  first  time  into  the 
little  company,  there  were  full  suits  of  clothing.  Besides  this,  every 
child  received,  as  is  the  custom  all  over  Sweden,  a  pretty  little  loaf, 
and  a  candle,  to  remind  him  of  the  Bread  of  Heaven,  and  the  Light  of 
Heaven,  without  which  our  souls  would  perish  in  eternal  want  and  dark- 
ness. The  three  ragged  boys  stood  gazing  around  them,  scarcely  ventur- 
ing to  move.  But  good  Frau  Gerhard  spoke  kindly  to  them,  showed 
them  all  their  gifts,  and  told  them  that  they  must  use  them  carefully. 

What  a  jubilee!  The  parents  stood  by;  I  saw  one  old  peasant,  with 
tears  of  joy  rolling  quietly  over  his  furrowed  cheeks.  The  trees  were 
relieved  of  their  sweet  burden ;  the  children  gathered,  in  their  joy,  around 
the  good  lady,  thanking  her  and  lovingly  kissing  her  hand.  The  parents, 
too,  showed  their  gratitude.     And  Frau  Gerhard  said  : 

"  I  thank  my  Saviour  that  He  ha^  permitted  me  to  keep  this  happy 
Christmas  Eve  with  you,  and  that,  we  have  all  tasted  of  His  love  and 
faithfulness  " 

Then  all  stood  up  in  order  around  the  tables,  and  after  a  short,  hearty 
thanksgiving,  and  another  hymn  of  praise,  the  company  separated,  with 
kind  pressures  of  the  hand,  to  meet  again  at  the  church  at  Karda. 

I  was  the  only  guest  who  remained. 

*'  Now  again,  a  thousand  times  welcome  !"  exclaimed  Frau  Gerhard. 
*^  And  what  is  the  news  from  the  dear  Fatherland  ?  What  is  going  on 
at  Hamburg,  and  at  the  *Rauh-Haus?'  and  what  are  the  Sunday- 
school  children  doing?" 

*'  And  now,"  I  said,  when  I  had  answered  the  lady's  many  questions, 
*'  when  I  go  home,  the  dear  Hamburg  children  shall  hear  all  about  this 
delightful  evening.  Will  you  not  tell  me  about  your  poor  children  here; 
how  God  has  brought  them  to  you,  and  given  you  such  a  house-full  of 
them  r 

** The  story  is  too  long  for  to-day,"  returned  the  lady;  "  for  it  is  time 
that  we  should  go  to  church  ;  you  must  attend  our  Christmas  services 
with  us,  and  to-morrow  evening  I  will  tell  you  the  story." 

How  sweet,  how  dear,  the  joyful  service  of  Christmas  Eve !  May  the 
time  not  be  far  distant,  when  all  through  dear  Germany,  (and  dear 
America,  too  I — Tb.)  our  churches  may  be  open  on  Christmas  Eve,  that 
Christ  may  meet  His  people,  and  hallow  the  pure,  unworldly  joys  of  this 
holy  festival  with  His  presence  and  blessing  ! 

Christmas  day  was  drawing  to  a  clobc.  We  :were  sitting  quietly  in  the 
room  which,  the  night  before,  had  resounded  to  the  children's  happy 
voices.     Ice-fiowers  were  glistening  on  the  window  panes,  blue  and  crys- 
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talline  in  the  moonlight,  for  Swedifih  winters  are  very  cold,  but  in  the 
stove  a  comfortable  fire  was  roaring  and  crackling.  Some  friends  of 
Frau  Gerhard  were  present,  among  others  her  inspector  and  his  wife  ; 
also  a  lady  from  Hamburg.  Amid  our  cheerful;  friendly  conversatioQ|  I 
claimed  the  fulfilment  of  Frau  Gerhard's  promise. 

"  Yes,  I  will  tell  you,"  she  said;  "bat  there  are  many  other  things 
connected  with  the  history  of  our  children's  school,  which  it  will  give 
you  pleasure  to  hear.  The  story  is  long.  Let  me  see, — it  is  about  eleven 
years  ago — ^yes,  it  commences  in  1838. 

''  Times  were  very  hard  in  Herrestad  that  winter.  There  was  no  food 
for  man  or  beast ;  starvation  threatened  all  the  people.  The  peasants  in 
this  region  are  poor,  and  the  soil  not  very  productive,  God  pity  them  ! 
the  parish  of  Karda  and  my  beloved  Herrestad  are  oflen  sorely  tried  by 
want.  Many  families  were  without  bread  day  after  day — the  children 
crying  for  hunger,  the  parents  despairing.  It  broke  the  peasants'  hearts 
to  hear  the  cattle  in  the  stable  lowing  piteously,  because  they  had  neither 
hay  nor  straw ;  for  how  li|re,  he  and  his  wife,  and  his  children,  if  their 
only  cow  was  dead  ? 

**  The  north  wind  blew  sharply  into  their  poor  cottages,  and  the  little 
ones  were  almost  frozen.  Then  came  the  snow,  and  made  such  hills 
around  their  doors,  that  scarcely  any  one  could  get  out,  even  to  beg.  A 
heart  of  stone  would  have  been  moved  to  pity.  I  did  all  I  could ;  for 
God  has. bound  my  poor  people  close  to  my  heart ;  but  alone,  I  had  but 
little  power.  I  prayed  then  for  Almighty  aid  and  counsel.  Here  where 
we  are  sitting,  I  sat  one  evening  with  a  heart  full  of  care.  A  letter  was 
handed  me,  a  letter  from  Germany — from  Hamburg.  A  dear  friend, 
who  had  heard  of  the  misery  here,  wrote  to  me  to  call  on  one  or  two 
others,  who  had  compassion  on  the  poor  peasants,  and  with  them,  to  col- 
lect money;  each  should  give  what  he  could,  and  we  should  buy  food  for 
the  sufferers  and  give  them  work,  that  they  might  earn  what  was  given 
to  them ;  that  I  should  visit  them,  as  I  had  already  done,  and  advise 
them,  and  tell  them  to  trust  in  God,  and  seek  strength  by  prayer,  and  He 
would  deliver  them.  My  friend  sent  with  his  letter  money  that  had 
been  collected  for  us  in  Hamburg  and  Bremen  and  other  places.  Our 
German  countrymen  had  not  forgotten  us. 

"  It  seemed  as  though  the  Lord  had  sent  me  this  message  Himself, 
in  answer  to  my  prayer.  My  heart  was  light  and  hopeful.  The  next 
day,  quite  early,  I  got  into  my  sleigh — it  was  near  Easter,  but  still 
terribly  cold — and  went  around  to  all  the  pastors  and  land-owners  in  this 
region,  telling  them  that  the  peasants  of  Karda  and  Herrestad  were 
starving,  and  entreating  their  aid.  When  I  came  home  in  the  evening, 
I  brought  a  large  pursoful  of  money  that  had  been  given  me  for  the 
starving  people.  On  oounting,  I  found  I  had  2,500  Swedish  dollars ! 
It  was  a  gift  of  God  1  My  heart  was  so  full,  I  could  not  sleep  that  night. 
The  next  day  we  formed  a  large,  large  benevolent  society, — three  souls — 
I  and  my  old  school-master,  who  prayed  so  feelingly  yesterday  with  the 
children,  and  my  faithful  housekeeper.  But  the  Lord  Jesus  made  one 
of  our  number.  And,  with  His  help,  we  undertook  to  put  an  end  to  the 
suffering  around  us.  We  went  from  house  to  house  and  from  stable  to 
stable.     Here  in  Herrestad  we  found  five  families,  husband,  wife  and 
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ebildreo,  as  good  as  naked  in  that  icy  weather,  despairing  and  ready  to 
perish  with  hunger.  They  would  not  listen  to  a  word  of  consolation  ; 
they  would  not  hear  even  the  name  of  God  !  It  was  as  if  their  hearts 
were  dead.  I  asked  a  woman  if  she  still  prayed.  She  cursed  me  to  my  face, 
and  the  children  blasphemed  with  their  parents !  Oh,  one  could  have 
wept  tears  of  blood  !  When  the  school-master  came  into  my  room  on  his 
return  from  his  visits — he  is  an  old  soldier,  and  no  more  sentimental  than 
if  he  were  carved  of  stone^he  was  pale  as  death,  and  held  by  a  chair 
lest  be  should  fall.  For  he  was  cut  to  the  heart  to  see  men  so  miserable, 
BO  naked,  so  hungry,  so  utterly  lost  to  hope  and  to  Ood. 

"  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  We  soon  bought  with  the  money 
the  good  Christian  people  had  given  us,  bread,  flour,  and  potatoes,  and 
straw  for  the  cattle,  and  we  brought  warm  clothing  and  all  the  comforts 
we  could  find.  And  then  we  took  Bibles  and  hymn  books  with  us ;  for 
without  God's  word  all  is  worthless.  So  we  went  to  the  peasants'  huts, 
and  said  to  them,  *  Here  are  food  and  drink  and  clothing ;  and  it  is  not 
we  that  give  them,  but  your  Heavenly  Father  and  the  Lord  Christ,  whom 
you  have  forgotten  ;  they  have  not  forgotten  you.  Thank  God,  then ;  for 
it  is  He  who  sends  them  1'  Then  we  read  them  a  Psalm,  and  the  story  of 
Christ's  feeding  the  five  thousand  with  two  loaves. 

''  The  people's  hearts  overflowed,  and  the  children  looked  at  us,  speech- 
less with  wonder  and  surprise.  Then  we  brought  them  yarn  and  wool, 
and  said, '  Here,  dear  people,  you  must  work;  for  he  who  does  not  work, 
neither  shall  he  eat.  When  you  have  eaten  enough,  thank  God,  and 
then  sit  down  to  spinning  and  weaving ;  we  will  pay  you  well  for  the 
lineo  and  woolen  cloth  you  make ;  you  shall  have  f^otatoes  and  flour  and 
money  besides,  for  them,  that  there  may  be  no  more  want.' 

'*The  peasants  were  well  pleased,  and  work  soon  began.  The  fire  burned 
in  the  chimney,  and  by  it  stood  the  porridge  pot,  and  the  wheel  hummed 
merrily.  The  weaving  succeeded ;  linen  was  made,  and  woolen  stuff 
which  sold  well.  When  the  king  and  queen  heard  of  it,  they  ordered  of 
us  more  than  a  thousand  rix  thalers  worth  of  our  manufacture,  by  the 
year,  and  gave  it  to  the  poor  of  Stockholm  for  coats  and  jackets,  that 
they  might  go  to  church  and  hear  the  word  of  God.  Good  German 
friends  helped  us  too,  by  buving  chests  full  of  our  clothes,  to  give  to  the 
poor  in  Germany.  Do  you  know,  said  the  lady,  who  wove  a  large  part  of 
the  cloth  that  has  been  given  to  the  children  of  the  Kaub>Hau8  ?  It 
was  our  poor  peasants  of  Herrestad.  From  Pomerania,  and  from  Hoi- 
Bteio,  too,  we  have  yearly  orders.  And  thus  one  poor  person  works  for 
another,  just  as  our  good  Lord  would  have  it.  Our  manufactures  go  still 
further— -even  as  far  as  Lapland,  to  the  mission  there  near  the  North 
Pole;  so  that  the  poor  Laplanders  get  some  good  from  us.  Thus 
one  hundred  and  sixty  families  are  provided  with  work,  and,  with  God's 
blessing,  it  never  fails." 

'*  Oh,  listen  1  there  are  some  of  my  children  !" 

Id  the  next  room  we  heard  sofl  clear  voices  singing  a  little  Christmas 
carol ;  we  sat  and  listened  to  the  lovely,  cheerful  music.  When  it  was 
over,  a  boy  and  girl  entered,  making  a  courtesy,  and  giving  Frau  Ger- 
hard the  song,  neatly  written  out. 

<<  The  children  send  this  with  a  thousand  greetings,''  they  said. 
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"  Thank  you,  George, — Mary  I"  said  the  lady.  "  You  have  given  me 
great  pleasure.     Come  in,  little  one»,  come  in  V* 

The  little  musicians, — tiny  woodbinis  I — came  timidly  into  the  room. 
She  made  them  sing  their  song  again,  and  then  gave  them  each  a  cake, 
which  they  received  with  a  pleased  smile,  but  without  even  tasting  them, 
then  extended  their  hands  to  us,  and  with  bows  and  courtesies  bade  us 
good  night.     One  little  girl  remained,  standing  by  the  door. 

"  Gretchen,"  said  Frau  Gerhard,  "  have  you  anything  to  say  to 
mer 

The  child  modestly  stepped  forward.  "  Here,  dear  mother !"  she 
said,  presenting  her  with  a  little  bunch  of  fresh,  sweet  mignonette. 

"  Are  these  pretty  flowers  for  me  ?'* 

**Ye8,  mother." 

"  Where  did  you  get  them  ?*' 

•'  From  Grandfather;  he  sent  them  to  you." 

"  Thank  you,  dear  child,  they  are  very  sweet.     I  will  preserve  these 
flawers.     Greet  your  grandpapa  for  me,  and  tell  him  I  thank  him  sincere -« 
ly.     Good  night,  dear  child !" 

We  are  again  alone.  "  What  Christmas  pleasures  you  enjoy !"  I  ex- 
claimed. 

"  Yes,  indeed,  thank  God !"  replied  the  dear  lady.  "  What  do  my 
guests  say, — shall  we  go  and  return  the  children's  visit  ?  Our  friend 
from  Hamburg  leaves  us  to  morrow,  and  he  has  not  yet  seen  the 
Children's  House." 

The  proposition  was  most  agreeable.  We  put  on  our  cloaks  without 
loss  of  time.  Our  road  lay  over  sparkling  snow  fields ;  the  heavens  were 
bright  with  moonlight,  and  the  stars  twinkled  through  the  branches  of 
the  firs,  as  though  the  angels  had  been  lighting  up  Christmas  trees  all 
around  us. 

**  Do  you  see  that  cottage  on  our  left  ?"  said  Frau  Gerhard  to  me. 
*'  There  lives  little  Greta's  grandfather.  You  saw  him  yesterday  even- 
ing, the  old  man  with  iron  gray  hair.  It  was  his  sixth  Christmas  eve 
with  us ;  I  knew  nothing  of  him ;  but  a  few  years  ago,  a  little  beggar* 
boy,  some  twelve  jears  old  came  every  week  to  our  kitchen,  bringing 
with  him  crabs  or  fish  which  he  had  caught ;  he  never  went  away  hungry. 
There,  often  seeing  poor  women  coming  to  receive  flax  and  wool,  and 
bringing  home  the  pieces  of  stuff"  they  had  woven,  for  which  they  carried 
away,  flour,  and  potatoes,  and  money.  *  Ah,'  he  once  said,  *  if  my  mother 
only  had  some  of  this  work  to  do  !*  I  told  the  boy  to  tell  his  mother  that 
if  she  would  come  she  should  have  wor^.  I  learned  that  she  went  around 
the  country  doctoring  sick  animals ;  but  that  she  brought  no  comforts 
home ;  that  neither  did  the  father  earn  anything,  and  they  expected  to 
be  turned  out  of  their  house  the  next  month,  as  they  could  not  pay  the 
rent.  A  day  or  two  after,  the  boy  came  and  asked  for  flax  for  his  mother 
to  spin.  Before  the  week  was  over,  he  came  running  in  at  noon  one 
day,  hot  and  eager,  with  the  thread  she  had  made.  With  what  a  happy 
face  he  caried  away  his  bag  of  meal,  and  a  new  supply  of  flax  !  Shortly 
after,  the  father  came  too ;  he  was  quite  ragged,  and  his  countenance 
bore  the  marks  of  a  brandy  drinker.  We  gave  him  a  little  piece  of  heath- 
land,  and  a  goat.     We  added  a  Bible  to  this  gift.     We  helped  him  to 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  Two  Days  at  Herredad.  23 

build  his  cottage.  His  wife  and  children  worked  at  it  with  their  own  hands. 
One  of  his  daughters  was  already  married ;  little  Greta,  who  brought 
me  the  flowers,  is  her  child ;  we  took  her  into  our  '  Home/  because  her 
father  was  dead.  The  Grandfather,  old  Christian,  has  done  well ;  brandy 
has  been  turned  out  of  his  House,  and  honest  labor  brought  in.  His 
piece  of  ground  is  now  a  good  little  farm,  and  his  cow  in  his  stable.  He 
has  his  boy,  the  best  of  the  family,  to  thank  for  it;  that  boy  has  a  place 
in  my  house  now/' 

**  And  the  old  man's  wife  ?"  I  asked. 

"She  died  a  year  ago,  in  the  faith  of  the  Lord. — Listen,  do  you  hear 
the  choral  ?" 

We  were  at  the  "  Kinderhaus.**  The  sweet  sound  of  a  Christmas 
hymn  came  to  us  through  the  closed  shutters.  We  knocked.  A  peasant 
woman  opened,  who  had  the  care  of  the  children.  They  all  rose  as  we 
entered. 

"  Sit  still,  dear  children,"  said  the  lady.  "  We  are  come  to  pay  you 
a  Christmas  visit;  we  have  a  dear  guest  from  Germany,  who  wished  to 
see  you." 

A  bright  fire  was  burning  in  the  chimney  place.  Beside  it  was  the 
distaff  of  the  children's  good  foster  mother.  There  were  two  benches, 
on  one  of  which  the  boys  sut,  on  the  other  the  girls;  some  of  the  latter 
were  playing  with  their  dolls,  while  the  boys  amused  themselves  wi'h 
pictures  and  printed  verses.  Some  of  them  were  cutting  fir-tree  canes. 
1  asked  for  whom  they  were  intended. 

"  We  sell  them,"  replied  a  little  boy. 

**  And  what  do  you  do  with  the  money?" 

"It  is  for  the  poor  children  in  Lapland." 

"  Ah,  that  is  good  !  You  ought  to  have  sent  them  a  Christmas  gift." 

"  We  did,  sir, — the  girls  sent  stockings,  and  we  boys  pictures  and 
apples." 

"  Excellent !"  said  I,  *'  one  poor  mortal  should  give  to  another.  We 
do  so  at  home  in  Germany.  What  will  you  give  ma,  if  I  tell  you  a 
story  ?" 

"  An  apple  !" 

"  Well,  I  take  you  at  your  word  !" 

So  the  children  listened  with  eager,  attentive  ears,  while  I  told  them 
the  stories  that  you  know  already, — the  story  of  good  Frau  Dortel  and 
her  children ;  and  all  the  tales  that  blind  Mathias  told  the  children,  of 
the  angels  who  float  down  from  Heaven  on  their  great,  lovely  wings,  to 
serve  good  children.  And  I  told  them  something  more, — about  you, 
dear  little  friends,  and  the  dear  Riuh-Haus.  I  told  them  that  we  have 
many  children  in  that  house,  who  are  learning  about  the  dear  Saviour; 
and  about  our  large,  beautifal  Prayer  room,  where  we  meet  to  praise 
God  every  morning  and  evening  Green  ivy  hangs  on  the  white  walls, 
summer  and  winter,  and  a  large  chandelier  in  the  middle  of  the  ceiling. 
And  when  the  joyful  Advent  season  comes,  the  chandelier  is  ornamented 
with  a  wreath  of  lights,  and  every  day  the  master  lights  a  new  one, — so 
that  the  more  lights  are  burning  the  nearer  is  the  holy  Christmas  festival. 
And  when  the  lights  are  all  burning,  then  comes  the  bright  Christmas 
tree  from  the  woods.often  silveredallover  with  frost.     But  our  children's 
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Christmas  pleasures  begin  earlier  than  this;  for  they  have  learned  to  remem- 
ber those,  who  are  still  worse  off  than  themselves.  They  pat  together  all 
their  little  earnings,  and  buy  many  nice  things.  Then  they  go  out  into 
the  city,  and  hunt  out  poor  people,  and  say, 

**  Come  to  us  on  Christmas  Eve, — we  will  give  you  a  little  pleasure." 

And  when  the  day  came,  a  large  table  was  spread,  and  many,  many 
candles  lit  around  it,  and  some  eighteen  poor  people,  old  and  young,  some 
of  them  cripples,  were  assembled.  They  sat  down  around  the  table,  aod 
heard  the  story  of  the  Star,  and  of  the  birth  of.  Him  who  is  called  "the 
Wonderful,  the  Counsellor,  the  Everlasting  Father,  the  Prince  of  Peace." 
Then  gifts  were  presented  to  them,  and  our  children  sang  sweet  Chrititoias 
chorals. 

All  this  I  t^ld  the  children  of  Herrestad,  to  their  great  delight.  They 
charged  me  with  kind  greetings  for  you  all,  which  I  know  you  re- 
turn with  all  your  hearts.  You  may  never  see  the  Herrestad  children, 
but  I  am  sure  you  will  love  them,  aod  pray  for  them. 

It  was  late.  The  school-master  came  in,  to  lead  the  children's  evening 
devotions.     He  read  from  Eph.  i. 

"  Blessed  be  the  God  and  Father  of  t>ur  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  bath 
blessed  us  with^all  spiritual  blessings  in  heavenly  places  in  Christ,  ac- 
cording as  He  hath  chosen  us  in  Him  before  the  foundation  of  the  world, 
that  we  should  be  holy  and  without  blame  before  Him  in  love:  having 
predestinated  us  unto  the  adoption  of  children  by  Jesus  Christ  to  Him- 
self, according  to  the  good  pleasure  of  His  will,  to  the  praise  of  the  glory 
of  His  grace," — ^and  added  a  few  simple,  childlike  words  of  exhortation. 
Then  he  prayed,  and  we  sang, 

"  Where  wilt  Thou  go  ? — the  night  draws  near, 
Beloved  Pilgrim, — Saviour  dear  1 
0  stay  and  make  me  ever  Thine, 
Abide  in  this  poor  heart  of  mine ! 

"  Deign,  in  Thy  love,  to  be  my  Guest, 
Grant  me  Thy  peace,— Thy  hope, — Thy  rest  I 
Thou  knowest  1  love  Thee,  Friend  divine, — 
Abide  m  this  poor  heart  of  mine  I" 

Homeward,  through  the  ice-cold  air  of  night.  Once  more  we  sat  by 
the  warm  fireside.  It  was  a  happy  Christmas  night  indeed  :  our  thoughts 
turned  to  the  many  who  that  night  were  waking,  and  sleeping,  and  weep- 
ing, and  dancing, — ^yes,  and  sinning  and  dying,  in  our  own  beloved  land; 
to  the  many  who  know  neither  God,  nor  Christmas  j'ys;  yet  were  we 
not  sorrowful ;  for  we  remembered  Him  who  carries  on  His  own  great 
work  in  His  own  time, — and  of  the  blessed  Christmas  love  that  goes  forth 
under  His  banner,  seeking  the  lost,  feeding  the  hungry,  caring  for  the 
sick,  guiding  the  little  ones,  cheering  the  desolate,  awakening  those  that 
slumber,  and  preaching  the  Gospel  to  the  poor. 

'*  A  new  Advent  comes  I"  said  Frau  Gerhard, — and  our  8:uls  were 
filled  with  the  joy  of  hope. 

My  visit  was  over.  The  next  morning,  the  sleigh  stood  before  the 
door.  With  a  cordial  pre  s  iro  of  the  hand,  and  loving  greetings  for 
friends  at  home,  I  took  my  leave. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  A   Word  abovi  our  Associates.  25 

"  God  bleps  and  keep  jou,  faithful  eouIs!"  I  Baid  in  my  heart,  as  the 
cottages  of  Herrestad,  and  the  belfrj  of  the  church  of  Karda  disappeared 
behind  the  fir-trees. 


A  WORD  ABOUT  OUR  ASSOCIATES. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


Editorially  speaking,  our  exchanges  are  our  associates.  Their  weekly 
or  monthly  visits  are  like  the  calls  of  congenial  friends,  who  drop  in  after 
the  labors  of  the  day,  to  spend  an  hour  in  free«  familiar  social  intercourse. 
The  letter-carrier's  riogins;  of  the  bell,  is  easily  known  from  that  of  hun- 
dreds of  other  visitors.  He  is  always  the  harbinger  of  a  friendly  call. 
Perhaps  it  is  his  last  "round,'*  at  night  fall.  He  brings  among  letters, 
papers,  with  whose  editors  and  contributors  frequent  perusals  have  made 
one  intimately  acquainted.  You  pull  down  the  curtains,  light  the  gas, 
and  leisurely  lean  back  on  your  ''old  arm  chair,"  or  sofa,  in  a  frame  of 
mind  eagerly  alive  for  mental  communion.  As  your  eye  runs  over  the 
columns  and  pages,  you  see  a  graphic  panorama  passing  before  you,  showing 
you  at  a  glance  what  is  transpiring  in  Church  and  State,  in  the  hearts 
and  homts  of  your  fellow  beings. 

The  Guardian  moves  in  good  and  agreeable  society.  Whilst  the  cir- 
cle of  its  associates  is  not  very  large,  it  is  composed  of  those,  who  show 
by  word  and  deed  that  they  are  its  sincere  friends.  Indeed,  many  a  kind 
word  have  they  spoken  and  written  for  it,  which  on  our  part  there  has 
been  no  opportunity  to  reciprocate.  Is  our  silence  then  a  mark  of  in- 
gratitude? Nay,  verily,  often  our  heart  is  full  with  good  wishes  for  our 
friendly  visitors.  Allow  us,  kind  reader,  at  the  beginning  of  the  year, 
to  yield  to  the  demand  of  our  heart  fur  a  public  hearing. 

The  Reformed  Church  Messenjer  has  been  a  sort  of  foster-mother  of 
the  Guardian,  from  its  birth,  and  still  watches  over  it  with  maternal 
love  and  pride.  Preceding  its  monthly  appearance  before  the  public,  the 
Mtssevgpr  sees  that  its  toilet  and  dress  are  neatly  arranged  and  attended 
to,  and  then  with  a  bow  to  its  readers,  introduces  the  blushing  monthly 
— as  much  as  to  say;  *'  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  allow  me  to  introduce  to 
you  the  Guardian  for  January,  1870,  containing  its  usual  variety  of 
articles,  ad  ipted  to  interest  and  benefit  the  younsc^  and  to  inspire  theui 
with  the  principles  of  Light,  Lilie  and  Love."  That  the  Mesaenf/er  is  an 
excellent  reli:;ioas  paper,  the  most  of  our  readers  know  from  its  regular 
perusal.  How  eagerly  we  await  its  arrival.  May  the  number  of  its 
readers  be  greatly  multiplied,  and  its  future  be  crowned  with  abundant 
prosperity. 

The  Christian  Worlds  published  in  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  visits  us  regularly, 
liden  with  the  news  from  the  Reformed  Church  in  the  West.  In  late 
years  it  h^s  renewed  its  youth,  as  well  as  doubled  its  size  Go  account 
of  failing  health,  its  Editor,  Rev.  T.  P,  Bucher,  has  recently  resigned  his 
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position.  May  the  Lord  of  Life  speedily  restore  him  to  health  again,  and 
give  him  maoy  years  of  usefulness  in  his  Church  Our  genial  friend  and 
brother,  Rev.  S.  Aiease,  has  mounted  the  editorial  tripod  of  the  World 
Right  gracefully  has  he  entered  upon  his  new  field  of  labor.  May  he 
have  less  of  the  vexations,  and  the  full  measure  of  enjoyments,  usually 
allotted  to  editors  of  religious  papers. 

The  Lutheran  and  3//'/js'ortary  furnishes  most  delightful  company;  just 
such  as  one  would  expect  from  either  one,  or  ail  of  its  four  editors,  Drs. 
C  W.  Schaffer,  Seiss,  Krotel  and  Passavant.  Although  not  having  his 
name  on  the  editorial  programme,  we  not  unfrequently  find  the  pen  of 
its  former  editor,  our  learned  and  genial  friend,  Br.  C.  P.  Krauth,  grace 
its  columns.  Apart  from  the  church  news  which  the  Lutheran  briuifsut*, 
we  deem  its  visits  a  source  of  pleasure,  in  that  they  afford  us  a  channel 
of  communion  with  such  a  scholarly  circle. 

The  Lutheran  Observer^  although  the  senior  English  periodical  of  the 
Lutheran  Church,  in  its  87th  year,  shows  no  signs  of  intellectual  decay. 
Its  editors,  Drs.  Conrad,  Stork  and  Hutter,  are  men  of  decided  ability, 
and  understand  how  to  get  up  a  good  church-paper.  With  increasing 
age  the  Observer  has  become  more  staid  and  conservative.  After  the  first 
of  January  it  is  to  be  issued  as  a  double  sheet.  It  is  quite  natural  that 
its  dress  should  be  made  to  keep  pace  with  its  growing  life. 

The  Christian  Intelligencer  is  a  religious  paper  of  which  the  Reformed 
(Dutch)  Church  in  America  may  well  be  proud.  Its  subjects  are  judi- 
ciously selected,  and  treated  with  marked  ability.  Retaining  its  native 
Dutch  abhorrreoce  of  the  isms  and  mongrel  religious  humbugs  of  the  age, 
it  is  withal,  brimful  of  vivacity.  Few  religious  journals  are  so  welcome 
to  a  place  upon  our  table  as  the  Intelligencer. 

Ttie  Moravian  is  the  organ  of  the  denomination  bearing  this  name.  It 
contains,  besides  the  missionnry  and  other  news  of  its  Church,  much  ex- 
cellent miscellaneous  reading,  carefully  selected  from  some  of  the  leading 
literary  periodicals.  The  Moravian  Church  is  preeminently  a  missionary 
body,  more  so  than  any  other  Protestant  denomination  in  this  country. 
Its  paper  bears  the  impress  of  this  spirit,  and  is  calculated  to  inspire 
others  with  its  characteristic  life. 

The  American  Guardian  battles  valiantly  for  the  cause  of  Temperance. 
Although  we  can  not  always  approve  of  its  policy,  its  aim  is  most  laudable. 
One  can  not  help  but  bid  a  cordial  God-speed  to  a  journal,  which  labors 
to  remove  the  cause  and  curse  of  an  evil,  that  is  desolating  thousands  of 
homes  and  robbing  millions  of  hearts  of  their  temporal  and  eternal 
weal. 

The  Lancaster  Express  has  been  one  of  our  favorite  secular  journals 
since  the  days  of  our  b<^yhood.  It  commenced  its  career  as  a  small  weekly 
temperance  paper,  at  a  time  when  it  required  far  more  courage  than  now 
to  advocate  this  cause.  Subsequently,  its  founder,  John  H.  Pearsol,  as- 
sociated with  himself  J.  Willis  Geist.  In  the  hands  of  these  two  gentle- 
men, the  Express  has  become  one  of  the  most  vigorous  inland  dailies  in 
Pennsylvania.  Its  fearless  advocacy  of  right  and  bold  exposure  of  wrong, 
no  less  in  the  ranks  of  its  own  party  than  in  those  of  its  opponents,  gives 
it  a  kind  of  grit  rarely  found  in  secular  papers. 

The  Lewisburg  Chronicle^  if  we  remember  correctly,  stood  sponsor  at 
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the  naming  of  the  Guardian,  albeit  it  then  had  little  faith  ecclesiasti- 
cally in  the  sponsorial  office.  In  its  office  the  first  volume  of  the 
Guardian  was  printed,  during  the  year  1850.  Since  then  the  Chronicle 
has  followed  the  labors  and  life  of  the  Guardian  with  unabated  kind- 
ness, and  during  all  these  twenty  years  of  its  existence  has  been  a  regular 
visitor  to  its  sanctum. 

^  The  Public  Opinion  of  M.  A.  Foltz,  Esq.,  Chambersburg,  Pa.,  but  re- 
cently launched  its  bark  on  the  great  sea  of  public  opinion.  Although 
not  a  year  old,  it  possesses  a  degree  of  vigor  that  promises  a  long  and 
prosperous  voyage.  We  take  kindly  to  this  journal,  among  other  reasons, 
on  account  of  the  man  at  the  helm.  We  knew  him  as  an  industrious 
journeyman  printer.  He  began  life  not  only  as  an  earnest  young  work- 
ing-man, but  laid  a  proper  foundation  for  his  religious  character.  We 
can  still  remember  his  manly  form,  standing  among  other  young  men,  in 
the  presence  of  the  congregation,  in  the  Reformed  church  at  Chambers- 
burg, vowing,  with  clear  and  distinct  voice,  to  be  on  the  Lord's  side ; 
then  kneeling  at  the  altar  of  Christ  as  we  confirmed  him  by  the  laying  on 
of  hands  Since  then  he  has  tried  to  be  an  active  member  of  the  Re- 
formed Church.  From  a  printer  he  has  risen  to  be  the  founder  of  a  re- 
spectable weekly  paper,  which  he  edits  with  creditable  ability.  Most 
cordially  do  we  greet  the  Good  Opinion  with  a  bon  voyage. 

The  Berks  and  SchuylkiU  Journal  is  a  very  agreeable  visitor,  edited 
with  greater  dignity  than  is  usually  found  in  political  papers.  Its  selec- 
tions for  miscellaneous  reading  show  a  very  creditable  amount  of  literary 
taste  and  sound  moral  discrimination.  We  need  not  wonder  that  such  a 
periodical  should  prosper. 

The  Readinger  Adler  is  the  oldest  German  paper  in  the  United  States. 
Very  pleasant  is  it  for  the  Guardian  to  be  taken  by  the  hand  by  such  a 
venerable  journal.  The  Adler  enjoys  a  hale  and  cheerful  old  age. 
Neither  its  keenness  of  vision  nor  its  general  force  has  abated  in  the  least. 
It  soars  on  as  steady  a  wing  as  it  did  fifty  years  ago.  It  is  capable  of 
true  and  ardent  friendships,  and  in  political  warfare  can  thrust  its  keen- 
edged  talon  into  its  antagonists  with  terrific  effect. 

Houn  at  Home — ^This  excellent  monthly  has  now  been  in  existence 
for  almost  five  years.  Since  its  beginning,  it  has  steadily  grown  in  inte- 
rest and  popularity.  It  possesses  a  decidedly  Christian  tone  throughout. 
Many  of  its  articles  would  suit  for  a  religious  journal,  which  is  a  great 
deal  more  than  can  be  said  of  nine-tenths  of  the  popular  monthlies.  None 
of  our  exchanges  is  a  more  welcome,  entertaining  and  instructive  visitor 
to  our  table  than  Hours  at  Home.  The  following  are  the  contents  for 
the  January  number : 

I.  Hero,  By  Georgiana  M.  Craik,  author  of  "  Mildred/'  "  Lost  and 
Won,"  **  Winifred's  Wooing,"  &c.  IL  Real  Christmas,  By  Mary  E. 
Dodge,  author  of  «  Hans  Brinker ;  or,  The  Silver  Skates."  III.  The 
Coming  Years,  By  Carl  Spencer.  IV.  The  Law  of  Accidents,  By 
Rev.  G.  A.  Leakin.  V.  Cumpton  Friars,  Chapters  XXI.-XXII.  By 
the  author  of  "Mary  Powell."  VL  The  B-douin  Arabs.  By  J  Aug. 
Johnson.  VII.  St.  Ephrem.  A  Story  of  Christmas  Eve.  By  H.  F.  E. 
Y ill.  The  True  Bal  ad  of  the  King's  Singer.  By  H.  H.  IX.  Sir  Wit- 
liam  Hamilton,     By  Rev.  F.  L.  Patton.     X.  Books  and  Reading,     By 
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Prof.  Noah  Porter.  XI.  Old  Ironsides,  No.  1.  By  W.  XIT.  Tk^ 
Coming  Chinnman — and  what  shall  we  do  with  him  f  By  Rev,  Geo.  P- 
Bacon.  XIII.  The  Infinitely  Great  and  the  Infinitely  Little.  With 
four  illastratioQS.  XLV.  Leisure  Moments.  XY.  Literature  of  the 
Day. 

To  all  our  other  exchanges  we  heartily  send  our  greetings  and  our  gra- 
titude for  kind  words  spoken.  A  certain  Methodist  minister,  attending  a 
puhlic  dinner,  was  called  on  for  a  toast,  after  many  other  guests  had 
coasted  over  the  whole  ground.  After  some  hesitation,  he  arose  and  gave 
as  his  toast — *^To  all  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell.''  Our  motto  is,  to 
*•  do  good  to  those  that  be  goo*^/'  and  to  wu<h  prosperity  to  every  enter- 
prise that  labors  for  Truth  and  for  the  Bight.  To  all  our  ootemporaries, 
known  and  unknown,  who  battle  for  these,  we  bid  a  cordial  God  speed. 


THS    MANIFESTATION   OP    CHBIST,  AND    THE    WISE 
MEN  FROM  THE  EAST. 


(jPVom-  the  German  of  J.  P,  Lange.) 


BT  L.    H.    8. 


The  celebration  of  the  very  ancient,  Christian  festival  of  the  Epiphany 
or  revelation  of  Christ  is  connected  with  the  biblical  conception  of  the 
manifestation  of  Christ,  or  of  the  grace  and  glory  of  God  in  Him.  The 
teachings  of  the  Apostles  placed  the  revelation  of  God  in  Christ — the 
manifestation  that  **bringeth  salvation"  (John  i.  14;  Titus  ii  11),  io 
contrast  with  the  external  manifestation  to  the  world,  which  was  from 
the  beginning  to  all  men,  Bom.  i.  20,  although  man,  in  his  apostacy 
had  perverted  it  unto  the  lust  of  the  flesh,  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the 
pride  of  life,  1  John  ii.  16,  particularly  in  the  Jewish  and  Greek  idol- 
ization of  the  world.  The  advent  of  Christ  brings  along  with  a  full  reve- 
lation of  Uis  nature,  the  manifestation  of  His  saving  power.  In  general 
the  manifestation  of  Christ  is  the  unfolding  of  the  glory  of  His  advent 
But  since  these  teachings  recognize  more  than  one  advent  of  Christ,  they 
also  recognize  more  than  one  manifestation  of  the  same.  We  distinguish  a 
threefold  advent: — His  coming  in  the  flesh;  in  the  Church,  or  in  the  con- 
gregation and  the  heart ;  and  His  future  coming  to  the  last  judgment  and 
nuul  glorification.  Each  advent  has  also  diflerent  sides.  We  distingubh 
in  the  first,  the  revelation  of  the  promised  Christ  and  the  Logos  in  the 
longifjg  of  the  heathen,  and  His  historical  revelation  and  authentication 
in  Israel.  Whence  also  the  manifestation  of  His  first  advent  has  two 
forms.  The  first  is  His  spiritual  announcement  to  the  heathen  world, 
which  the  story  of  the  wi:je  men  from  the  East  (magi)  and  their  star  ex- 
hibits; the  second  His  historical  announcement  in  Israel,  which  was 
completed  through  His  baptism,  the  glorification  from  Heaven  that  ac- 
companied it^  and  the  witness  borne  by  John  Baptist  at  the  time.    We 
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have  to  do  here  with  the  former  as  the  peculiar  manifestatioD,  which  is 
celebrated  oo  Epiphaoy-daj  in  accordaDce  with  the  old  Eastern  view 
adopted  in  the  Evangelical  Church. 

"  Now  when  Jesus  was  born  in  Bethlehem  of  Judea" — says  Matthew 
li  1,  ^*  behold,  there  came  wise  men  from  the  East^  to  Jerusalem,  sujing, 
Where  is  He  that  is  born  King  of  the  Jews?  for  we  have  seen  His  star 
in  the  East^  and  are  come  to  worship  Him."  The  expression  fJLayot, 
magi^  translated  ^^  wise  men/'  originally  indicated  the  Medo -Persian 
Order  of  Priests,  whose  religion  consisted  in  the  worship  of  the  heavenly 
bodies,  and  whose  members  were  also  the  Court  and  Privy-Councillors  of 
the  Persian  King.  But  since  the  Babylonian  Chaldean  Priests  were 
likewise  devoted  to  the  worship  of  the  stars  as  astrologers,  they  were 
abo  called  magi.  They  were  divided  into  clj^ses.  over  one  of  which 
Daniel  was  appointed  (Dan.  ii.  13),  and  eventually  became  ^Uhe  chief  of 
the  governors  over  all  the  wise  men  of  Babylon."  But  at  the  time  of 
Christ,  the  Persian  devotion  to  the  stars  had  extended  widely  through 
Syria  and  Arabia,  and  thus  the  itinerant  astrologers,  conjurers,  fortune- 
tellers, the  mystic  philosophers  of  the  heathen  world,  were  principally 
called  magi.  But  it  is  a  matter  of  indifference  to  us  from  what  people 
these  magi  came,  they  must  be  looked  upon  as  the  choicest  spirits,  the 
representatives  of  heathendom  in  its  secular  wisdom.  Similarly,  we 
must  leave  it  undetermined,  whether  they  came  from  the  adjacent  por- 
tions of  Arabia,  from  distant  Chaldsea.  or  still  more  distant  Persia.  All 
these  countries  lie  to  the  eastward  of  Jerusalem.  Justin  Martyr,  in  his 
dialogue  with  the  Jew  Trypho,  assumes,  that  they  came  from  Arabia. 
They  appear,  at  all  events,  to  have  made  a  long  journey ;  even  Arabia 
extended  a  great  distance  from  the  boundaries  of  Palestine.  It  is  suffi- 
cient to  know,  that  they  came  from  the  East,  because  the  Star  of  the 
East  had  told  them  that  the  Star  of  Salvation  had  arisen  in  the  West. 

We  have  to  notice  four  elements  in  their  coming  to  the  Lord.  It  is 
evident  that  they  were  pious  men.  pious  heathen,  pious  wise  men — phil- 
osophers— yes,  pious  magi  (even  with  all  the  odium  attachable  to  a  name 
that  Simon  Magus  bore)  — people  who  were  in  quest  of  the  living  God. 
And  so  we  have  here  evidence,  like  that  which  is  found  all  through  the 
Old  Testament,  that  God  has  always  maintained  a  people  among  the  hea- 
then, who  sought  after  and  loved  Him  amid  all  the  obscurations  of  the 
Spirit  produced  by  the  superstition  of  the  times.  Thus  a  heathen  Mel- 
chisedeck  encounters  the  theocratic  Abraham ;  a  Jethro,  the  inspired 
Moses;  a  Balaam,  the  trance  bringing  splendor  of  the  Spirit;  a  Hiram, 
David;  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  Solomon  ;  the  Syrian  Naaman,  Elijah;  and 
the  heathen  names  Job  and  Ruth  belong  to  the  oldest  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment books.  The  New  Testament  completes  the  story  of  this  intuitive 
perception  of  the  silent  mystery  of  the  coming  grace  of  God;  and  it  is 
somewhat  remarkable  that  Matthew,  who  was  preeminently  the  Evangel- 
ist of  tbe  Hebrews,  introduces  these  faithful  men  from  the  distant  hea- 
then world,  as  the  first  that  acknowledged  allegiance  to  the  new-born 
Saviour,  in  contrast  with  Herod — the  unbelieving  King  of  the  Jews — 
the  Jewish  Priests  and  Scribes,  and  the  whole  city  of  Jerusalem ;  while 
Luke,  the  Pauline  Evangelist  of  the  Gentile  Christians,  acquaints  us 
with  the  still  earlier  adoration  of  the  shepherds  of  Bethlehem  in  Judea. 
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Keatbea  piety  is  the  first  element,  or  rather  the  power  of  God's  Spirit 
and  grace  over  the  elect  souls  ;  the  second  is  the  historical  fact,  the  gene- 
ral belief,  the  rumor,  the  particular  name — "  A  King  of  the  Jews  was  to 
be  bom."  That  the  Israelitic  expectation  of  a  Saviour  King  should 
be  widely  known  in  the  East,  where  the  tribe  of  Judah  had  been  in  exile 
for  seventy  years,  at  a  tim)  when  the  Jewish  hope  of  the  Messiah  was 
fully  developed,  when  Ezekiel  and  Daniel  lived  and  taught,  should  be 
a  cause  of  no  surprise  to  us  iodepcndent  of  the  testimony  of  the  Romaa 
historians,  Suetoniu^  and  Tacitus,  which  may  have  had  its  origin  in  a 
passage  of  the  Jewish  Josephus,  where  in  an  un-Israelitic  and  treacher- 
ous manner,  he  points  oat  the  hope  of  Israel  to  the  E  nperor  Vespasian. 
The  temple  of  Jerusalem  was  recognized  through  all  the  Bast  as  a  mys- 
terious Sanctuary,  its  reUgion  was  an  enigmi  for  the  whole  world,  and 
there  was  no  more  important  question  for  the  pious  among  the  wise 
men  than  that  relating  to  the  fundamental  ideas  of  this  religion.  In 
this  manner  the  belief  in  a  coming  Christ  was  quietly  spread  throughout 
the  world.  But  the  magi  learned  through  the  star  that  the  Messiah  was 
now  born.  As  regards  the  star  itself,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  was 
neither  a  meteor  nor  a  comet;  the  former  moves  rapidly  without  pausing 
in  its  course,  the  latter  never  had  the  idea  of  a  blessing  associated  with 
it  among  the  ancients.  According  to  Miinter,  it  is  stated  in  the  Chinese 
tables,  that  a  new  star  appeared  at  a  time  corresponding  with  the  4th 
year  before  the  birth  of  Christ.  This  fact  occurred  too  long  before  the 
time  of  the  nativity,  and  the  place  of  the  observation  is  also  too  distant. 
"  The  celebrated  astronomer,  Kepler,  has  shown  that  in  the  year  747 
after  the  building  of  Rome,  there  was  a  very  remarkable  triple  conjunc- 
tion of  Jupiter  and  Saturn ;  that  in  the  spring  of  the  next  year  the  same 
occurred  along  with  Mars,  and  that  it  was  probable  that  these  three 
planets  apparently  formed  an  extraordinary  star,  as  was  the  case  in  1 603. 
This  remarkable  conjunction,  Kepler  supposed  to  be  the  star  of  the  wise 
men.''  Ideler  and  Schubert  advance  the  same  theory.  This  position  of 
the  two  stars  is  repeated  every  800  years,  and  should  have  occurred  in 
the  time  of  Enoch,  of  the  Flood,  of  Meses,  of  Isaiah,  and  since  the  birth 
of  Christ  in  the  reign  of  Charlemagne.  But  if  Christ  was  born  750 
years  after  the  building  of  Rome  (four  years  before  our  era),  then  the 
conjunction  of  the  stars  took  place  two  years  before  His  birth,  and  we 
have  an  explanation  of  the  fact,  that  Herod,  who  had  inquired  of  the 
wise  men  the  time  of  the  star's  appearance,  ordered  all  the  children  of 
Bethlehem,  from  two  years  old  and  under,  to  be  destroyed.  The  magi 
must  have  only  come  by  degrees  to  a  full  understanding  of  the  wonder- 
ful star,  and  at  length,  only  after  a  tedious  travel,  reached  Bethlehem  at 
the  exact  time  * 

But  were  not  the  ways  of  God  thus  revealed  to  an  astrological  super- 
stition ?  God  did  not  reveal  Himself  to  the  astrological  calculations,  bat 
to  their  faith  in  these.     The  notions  of  the  heathen  world  always  wore 

*  The  article  of  the  Astronomer  Pritohard,  in  Smith's  Dictionary  of  the  Bible,  shows 
that  this  attempt  to  explain  the  star  in  the  East,  as  depending  apon  a  oonjunotion  of 
the  planets  mentioned,  is  a  failure,  and  that  the  only  theory  in  regard  to  the  star  at  all 
reliable,  is  that  which  supposes  it  to  be  a  sapemataral  light,  forming  a  part  of  the  won- 
ders that  preceded  and  accompanied  the  Nativity.— 7Van«. 
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the  drapery  of  snperstitioo.  But  the  Duoleufi  of  this  superstition  with 
the  pious  was  a  divine  impulse  of  faith,  while,  with  the  sensually-inclined, 
it  was  only  human  or  demoniacal  selfishness.  Wherever  the  nucleus  of 
the  notion,  colored  hy  superstition,  was  an  impulse  toward  the  living  God, 
there  God  revealed  Himself  in  it,  and  in  this  way  it  was  aided  in  throw- 
ing off  its  superstitious  exterior.  Thus  the  wisdom  of  God  was  revealed 
in  the  nucleus  of  truth  contained  in  astrology  and  alchemy,  converting 
them  into  astronomy  and  chemistry.  He  revealed  Himself  to  the  faith 
of  Abraham  throut^h  the  offering  of  his  son,  to  the  faith  of  Moses 
through  the  sacrifice  of  animals,  to  the  ecclesiastical  faith  of  the  pious  in 
the  middle  ages,  to  the  faith  of  Lusher  in  demons.  As  flame  purifies  it- 
self from  smoke,  so  fie  purified  their  faith. 

Thus  also  was  the  faith  of  the  magi  purified.  Their  superstition  was, 
however,  in  a  higher  sense,  the  image  of  a  truth,  that  all  the  stars  and 
heavenly  bodies  glorify  the  Logos,  the  Builder  of  His  Father's  house, — 
Christ,  the  Son  and  Heir  of  the  same.  To  Jerusalem  the  magi  were 
directed  by  their  Messianic  information.  But  how  must  they  have  been 
startled  to  find  that  the  King,  the  Priests  and  Scribes  of  that  city  still 
knew  nothing  of  a  new-born  King  of  the  Jews, — that  He  was  not  to  be 
found  in  a  palace,  and  their  inquiries  perplexed  every  one  and  filled  them 
all  with  fear.  At  last  they  were  directed  to  Bethlehem.  But  if  the  di- 
rection to  go  to  Bethlehem,  away  from  the  royal  city  of  Jerusalem,  was 
received  with  surprise,  they  must  have  been  Btill  more  astounded  at  the 
house,  and  the  entire  surroundings  of  the  Child,  and  probably  also  at  the 
fact,  that  He  had  just  been  born,  whereas  this  star  had  been  shining  for 
some  time.  Nevertheless,  despite  all  stumbling-blocks  and  doubts,  they 
persevered  boldly  in  their  faith,  yes,  so  boldly,  that  they  gazed  with  the 
greatest  joy  upon  it  as  their  guide,  plainly  pointing  from  the  high  zenith 
of  heaven  to  the  humble  house,  which  they  entered  at  night.  The  divine 
ratification  in  the  manifestation  of  the  Child  with  His  Mother,  confirmed 
their  faith,  and  they  fell  down  and  worshiped  Him  (not  simply  doing 
homage  after  the  Eastern  manner,  as  they  probably  did  before  Herod) 
and  opened  their  treasures,  offering  Him  gilts ;  gold,  frankincense  and 
myrrh. 

Still  with  their  piety,  their  Messianic  belief,  and  the  star,  they  would 
have  hardly  found  the  Saviour,  had  the  Word  of  God,  as  the  fourth  ele- 
ment in  their  coming,  not  directed  them  to  Bethlehem.  The  High 
Priests  and  Scribes,  assembled  by  Herod,  the  King,  gave  answer  to  the 
question  :  "  Where  Christ  should  be  born  ?"  **  in  Bethlehem  of  Judea  ; 
for  thus  it  is  written  by  the  prophet.  And  thou,  Bethlehem  in  the  land 
of  Juda,  are  not  the  least  among  the  princes  of  Juda ',  for  out  of  thee 
shall  come  a  Governor,  that  shall  rule  my  people  Israel.''  No  doubt 
was  entertained  as  to  their  proper  interpretation  of  the  passage  in  Micah 
V.  2. 

The  Word  of  God  thus  converted  the  presentiment  and  longing  of 
faith  into  perfect  faith.  The  latter  was  confirmed  by  the  manifestation 
of  the  Holy  Child, — the  perfect,  godlike,  living  form  of  the  Newly-born  ; 
and  then  their  faith  reached  its  complete  manifestation  in  unbounded 
adoration  and  the  presentation  of  the  most  precious  gifls. 

Gold,  frankincense  and  myrrh, — princely  gifts,  suited  to  an  Eastern 
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demonstration  of  homage  at  a  royal  court,  but  here  of  still  higher  signifi- 
cance !  Frankincense  and  mjrrh  point  to  Arabia,  but  they  might  have 
been  obtained  there  by  the  magi  on  their  way.  Taken  together  they 
were  symbolical  of  the  sun,  and  hence  it  has  been  claimed,  they  indicate 
a  reference  to  Persian  origin.  According  to  Jewish  symbolism,  at  all 
events,  frankincense,  indicates  prayer  or  adoration,  gold  the  Bplendor  of 
royalty,  myrrh  with  its  sweet  odor,  acceptableness  to  God  or  sanctity. 
According  to  Catholic  signification,  the  magi  paid  homage  with  frankin- 
cense to  the  God,  with  gold  to  the  King,  with  myrrh  to  the  Man,  be- 
cause he  would  die  as  Man,  rise  as  God,  and  reign  as  King.  The 
monastic  middle  ages  recognized  as  symbolized  in  these  gifts,  the  three 
so-called  good  works:  in  gold  almsgiving,  in  frankincense  prayer,  in 
myrrh  fasting.  Still  better  is  the  reference  of  the  gold  to  unchanging 
faith,  which  is  one  with  the  true  glory  of  life  (1  Pet.  i.  7),  of  the  frank- 
incense to  prayer  (Ps.  cxli.  2),  of  the  myrrh  to  holy  angui8h  accompanied 
with  renunciation  of  the  world  and  mortification  of  the  fiesh  (John  xiz. 
39  ;  Ephes.  v.  2).  These  gifts  intrinsically  may  have  had,  in  the  provi- 
dence of  God,  a  real  value  here ;  they  were  to  facilita  e  the  flight  into 
Egypt,  which  the  murderous  design  of  Herod  made  necessary. 

This  remark  leads  us  to  the  terrible  contrast  which  the  heathen  magi 
present  to  the  Fathers  in  Israel  and  the  capital  of  the  country,  Jerusa- 
lem, the  city  of  God,  confounded  at  the  tidings  of  the  birth  of  Christ; 
the  strangers,  from  the  heathen  world,  opening  their  hearts  to  it !  The 
Chief  Priests  and  Scribes  find,  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  the  direction  to 
Bethlehem,  point  it  out  to  the  strangers,  but  remain  at  home  in  their 
unbelief;  the  heathen  magi  suffer  themselves  to  be  led  by  their  star  and 
that  direction,  and  attain  their  object  I  Herod  the  Great,  as  temporal 
King  of  the  Jews,  called  to  be  the  representative  and  forerunner  of  the 
Eternal  King  of  the  Jews,  makes  a  malignant,  murderous  attack  upon 
His  life,  and  covers  himself  with  the  densest  robes  of  hypocrisy ;  the 
strange  migi  lay  pride  of  birth,  of  station,  their  wisdom  and  themselves 
down  at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Child,  in  whose  presence  they  find  peace 
of  soul,  and  from  whose  coming  they  expect  salvation  for  the  people  ! 

Esau,  the  progenitor  of  the  Edomites,  notwithstanding  his  extreme  in- 
difference to  the  promises  of  God,  on  account  of  which  he  lost  his  rights 
as  the  first  born,  was  remarkable  for  his  straightforwardness  and  integ- 
rity,— the  murderous  thought  that  he  cherished  once,  in  his  heart, 
against  his  brother  Jacob,  seems  to  have  been  suppressed  in  the  kindness 
of  his  nature.  Later  and  often,  the  old  grudge  of  Edom  against  Jacob 
makes  its  appearance  in  his  descendants  (see  Obadiah),  and  because 
Esau's  murderous  thought  had  never  been  atoned  for  by  complete  peui- 
tence,  it  came  to  its  fall  maturity  afterwards  in  this  Idumean  Herod, 
whose  life  Josephus  has  described  for  us  The  indifference  of  the  an- 
cestor was  converted  into  complete  obduracy  in  this  legitimate  heir  of 
his  earthly  promise  (Gen.  xxvii.  40),  wherefore  also  the  honesty  of  the 
ancestor  was  hollowed  out  as  a  lifeless  larva  in  Herod,  and  converted 
into  a  mask  for  his  diabolical  cunning.  He  had  carefully  sought  out  as 
regards  the  birth  of  the  Child  Jesus;  first  where?  then  the  presumptive 
wh^nf  But  the  m^gi  were  to  ascertain  and  point  out  the  actual  indi* 
vidudl.     At  first  they  had  confidence  in  his  statement,  that  when  they 
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should  bring  him  word,  he  should  go  and  worship  Him  also.  But  the 
magi  did  not  return,  and  the  blood-stained  tyrant  is  permitted  to  com- 
plete the  slaughter  of  the  children  of  Bethlehem.  It  has  been  asked, 
why  Josephus  gives  no  account  of  this?  But  our  text  suffers  the 
opinion  to  be  entertained,  that  Herod  knew  how  to  get  rid  of  these  in- 
fants by  secret  attacks  and  assassinations,  without  the  publication  of  an 
edict,  since  this  would  have  certainly  come  to  the  knowledge  of  Josephus. 

The  crafry  politician  had  sought  to  deceive  the  magi,  but  under  the 
guidance  of  the  Lord,  they  circumvented  him — not  through  informa- 
tion obtained  in  secret  night-watchings  or  astrological  learning,  bat 
through  a  prophetic  glance  had  by  their  pious  spirits  during  sleep.  The 
word  of  the  Lord  in  a  dream  forbade  their  return  to  Herod,  which  made 
such  an  impression  upon  them  that  they  returned  into  their  country  by 
another  way.  Thus  they  disappear  with  their  faith  in  the  distance,  but 
the  fame  of  their  faith  has  converted  them  into  saints  of  the  Church, 
whom  ecclesiastical  tradition  has  invested  with  marvellous  splendor. 

The  Church  tradition  first  connected  the  magi  with  the  apostle 
Thomas  and  his  ministry  in  the  East.  Thomas  baptized  them  in  Persia, 
whereupon  they  became  very  efficient  as  propagators  of  the  Gospel.  The 
legend,  however,  in  the  process  of  their  canonization,  connects  them  with 
^^  the  Star  out  of  Jacob,"  whose  ascent  Balaam  predicted  in  Numbers 
xxiv.  17.  They  confounded  the  star  of  Balaam,  symbolizing  the  Lord, 
with  His  sign  in  the  Heaven.  The  director  of  mysteries,  it  was  said, 
selected  twelve  men  from  their  number,  who  spent  three  days  every  year, 
on  the  Mount  of  Victory,  in  religious  exercises,  in  order  to  search  for 
the  star  predicted  by  Balaam,  until  on  the  day  of  the  birth  of  Christ  a 
star  was  actually  seen,  in  the  form  of  a  boy  with  a  cross  upon  his  head. 
Similarly  they  were  called  Kings,  after  Cyprian  had  held  them  to  be 
astrologers  ;  Hillary  and  Jerome  as  necromancers.  Their  kingly  dignity 
was  presumed  from  their  royal  gills,  and  the  proof  was  obtained  by  a 
reference  to  the  promises  in  Ps.  Ixviii.  31,  32;  Ps.  Ixxii.  10,  which  speak 
of  '<  kings  bringing  gifts  to  Jerusalem^;  and  to  Isaiah  Ix.  6,  where  '*  they 
from  Sheba"  are  spoken  of  as  bringing  gold  and  incense,  while  in  verse 
10  of  same  chapter  it  is  said  <^  The  sons  of  strangers  shall  build  up  thy 
walls,  and  their  kings  shall  midister  unto  thee*';  in  the  same  connection 
Isaiah  zlix.  7,  may  also  be  mentioned.  Chrjsostom  supposed  their  num- 
ber was  twelve — corr<»sponding  with  the  numbers  of  the  Apostles,  and  the 
tribes  of  Israel — ;  £piphanius  increased  the  number  to  fitleen  ;  Leo  the 
Great  decided  it  to  be  three  in  accordance  with  the  triple  gilts.  Beda 
Venerabiles  (672-735)  first  mentions  them  by  the  names,  Caspar,  Mel- 
choir  and  Balthazar.  Peter  Comestor  lived  to  see  the  discovery  of 
their  remains  in  1162,  and  he  called  them  Apellius,  Amerus  and  Dama- 
sius.  They  are  called  differently  by  other  authors,  but  the  names  given  by 
Bede  have  been  generally  received ;  and  *'  these  are  indicated  when  the 
Catholic  priest,  coming  to  the  houses  of  his  parishioners,  on  the  holy 
Three-kings-day  (Epiphany),  even  now  writes  with  chalk,  the  three 
letters,  C.  M.  B.,  and  the  date  of  the  year  on  the  door,  which,  in  connec- 
tion with  the  sprinkling  of  tie  holy  water,  is  looked  upon  as  an  unfailing 
protetion  against  all  danger.''  The  names  of  the  magi  seem  to  have 
had  especial  reference  to  the  brightness  of  heaven  ;  most  distinctly  seen 
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in  Melchoir,  meaDing  king  of  light.  They  are  alike  the  children  and 
the  prophets  of  the  heavenly  manifestatioo,  and  hence  it  is  no  marvel, 
that  they  have  been  transplanted  to  Orion's  belt,  among  the  stars  in  the 
sky,  and  that  their  pretended  bones,  which  were  brought  to  Constant!' 
nople  under  the  first  Christian  Emperors,  then  taken  to  the  Church  of 
Eustorgius  in  Milan,  and,  when  the  latter  was  plundered,  given  by  the 
Emperor  Frederick  I  (Barbarossa)  to  Archbishop  Raynold,  of  Cologne, 
where  the  magnificence  of  mediaBval  art  in  its  most  superb  symbol — the 
Cologne  Cathedral — is  displayed  over  them. 

The  Church  has  selected  the  sublime  passage,  Isaiah  Ix.  1-15,  and 
the  history  of  the  manifestation  in  Matthew  ii.  1-12,  as  peculiarly  suited 
to  the  day. 

The  custom  of  the  Romish  Church  to  celebrate  Epiphany  as  a  mission- 
ary festival,  or  the  festival  of  the  conversion  of  the  heathen,  has  also  ob- 
tained among  the  Moravians,  who  were  formerly  in  the  habit  of  only 
celebratiug  the  day  when  it  occurred  on  Sunday,  and  the  suggestion  has 
been  frequently  made,  that  it  should  be  employed  as  our  general  mission- 
ary fc'^tival.  Thus  far  the  suggestion  has  not  been  largely  adopted, 
probably  because  our  view  of  the  heathen  world  and  of  our  missionary 
work  itself  has  not  been  sufficiently  promising  and  solemn.  The  great 
world-historical,  biblical  and  ancient  ecclesiastical  truth  of  the  manifesta- 
tion of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  must  vivify  and  mature  this  festival  germ. 
Let  us  learn  to  think  of  the  heathen  world,  not  as  a  starless,  night-dis- 
trict of  Elades,  but  as  a  night  full  of  the  starlight  of  preparatory  grace 
lifted  Qver  elect  spirits  and  hearts,  of  anticipation  and  hope  of  sal  vation  alive 
with  secret  sighs  prayers,  anxious  longings,  and  struggles.  Let  us  cele- 
brate a  manifestation  of  the  Lord,  which  reveals  with  itd  divine  splendor 
the  depths  of  the  Godhead  in  its  threefold  light,  and  the  depths  of  heathen 
power  with  the  threefold  gilts  of  its  longing  faith;  a  manifestation, 
which  from  the  life  of  Christ  devoted  to  death,  brings  forth  His  baptism 
as  the  radiance  of  His  inner  glory,  and  adumbrates  itself  in  the  victory 
of  light  in  external  nature,  whilst  it  is  a  prophecy  of  the  future  manifes- 
tation of  the  glory  of  the  Almighty  Lord.  If  we  thus  acquire  confidence 
to  promulgate  the  good  tidings  that  procejd  from  the  life  and  death  of 
Christ;  to  oppose  the  true  manifestation  of  the  Bride  of  Christ  in  the 
full  communion  of  the  universal  priesthood  of  believers,  to  the  false  se- 
ductive glare  of  worship  without  the  same, — to  make  the  flashing  of 
earthly  sunlight  an  emblem  of  the  vie  ory  of  the  light  from  on  high,  and 
upon  this  day  to  look  at  the  heathen  world  from  its  illuminated  side,  con- 
sidering missionary  work  not  as  work  for  man,  but  as  for  the  honor  and 
pleasure  of  God, — then  Epiphany  will  certainly  yet  become  a  beautiful 
yearly  festival  in  our  Church. 


"  The  coming  of  God,  the  Holy  Ghost,  from  heaven,  to  dwell  in  our 
hearts  and  bodies  and  unite  us  to  Jesus  Christ,  is  so  great,  so  vast  an 
event,  that  it  may  well  overwhelm  and  confound  our  minds,  if  we  try  V) 
think  of  it  all  at  once,  and  to  feel  what  we  might  and  ought  from  it;  it 
is  well  we  should  select  some  one  point  bf  what  it  teaches,  and  meditate 
on  it  with  all  our  hearts.'' 
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OUR  FESTIVE  GBEETINQ. 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 

In  this  solemn  festive  season,  our  hearts  are  tender  and  trustful.  Of 
life  and  of  death,  of  jo>8  departed  and  of  hopes  still  brightening,  do  we 
think  and  speak.  In  this  first  number  of  1870  our  hearts  must  be  allowed 
to  speak.     Gome,  let  us  commune  together,  kind  reader. 

A  happy  New  Year!  Is  it  well  with  thee?  Is  it  well  with  thine? 
Has  sorrow  crowed  thy  path  the  past  year  ?  Forget  it  not :  "  Whom  the 
Lord  loveth  He  chasteneth."  **  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  (that  mourn 
aright),  for  they  shall  be  comforted." 

"  Thro*  sorrow's  night  and  danger's  path, 
Amid  the  deep'uing  gloom, 
We,  soldiers  of  an  injur'd  King, 
Are  marching  to  the  tomb.** 

Twas  not  all  sorrow.  Much  joy  has  God  given  thee.  Forget  it  not. 
Thou  art  in  the  morning  of  life.  Now,  at  the  end  of  the  year,  thou  art 
nearer  thy  noon  than  at  its  beginning.  How  hast  thou  improved  its 
fleeting  days,  its  solemn  lessons  ?  They  are  clean  gone  forever,  for  better 
or  worse.  Hast  thou  grown  wiser  and  purer  during  this  period  ?  Dost 
tliou  love  thy  Saviour  more  ardently  now  than  before  ? 

The  Guardian  is  thy  friend.  Heed  its  teachings.  It  aims  to  lead 
thee  to  Life,  Light  and  Love.  He  is  the  Life,  He  is  the  Light,  Be  is  Love. 
A  new  year  is  before  thee.  Strive  to  make  the  best  of  it.  Take  oil  iu 
thy  lamp — grace  in  thy  heart.  Buy  it  betimes.  Through  His  Church 
thou  canst  get  it — canst  buy  it  without  money  and  without  price.  When 
least  expected — *'  at  midnight,"  the  cry  will  come,  "  Behold,  the  bride- 
groom Cometh  !  go  ye  out  to  meet  him."  Hold  thyself  in  readiness  for 
that  solemn  coming.  Hast  thou  spent  the  year  awiy  from  Christ,  out  of 
His  Church  ?  What  if  the  cry  had  come  to  thy  graceless  soul  ?  How 
sad  a  death — without  God  aud  without  hope !  Wilt  thou  risk  another 
precious  year  of  thy  life  out  of  the  Ark  of  Safety  ?  I  warn  thee,  kind 
reader,  do  it  not.  Be  wise.  It  may  be  thy  last  year  on  earth.  But 
whether  the  last  or  not,  thou  wilt  need  it  to  save  thy  soul. 

'Tis  well  that  Christmas  comes  so  near  New  Year.  The  tender  asso- 
ciations of  the  new-born  Babe  of  Bethlehem,  mellow  and  soothe  the 
mournful  memories  of  the  dying  year.  Our  earthly  life  may  have  its 
sorrows,  may  wane  and  wax  old,  as  doth  a  garment;  but  in  this  manger 
smiles  a  Child,  whose  life  is  ever  young.  And  as  we  yearly  bow  around 
it,  devoutly  bringing  the  fragrant  gifts  of  our  grateful  hearts,  the  sweet 
Child  converts  each  heart  into  a  separate  manger,  in  which  the  Holy 
Ghost  softly  lays  him  down. 
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*'Ab,  now  (he  blessed  door 

Stands  open  evermore. 
To  all  the  joys  of  this  world  and  the  next: 

This  Babe  will  be  our  Friend, 

And  quickly  make  an  end 
Of  all  that  faithful  hearts  long  time  hath  vex'd." 

How  swiilly  time  doth  bear  us  adown  life's  stream  !  We  are  not  what 
we  were  a  year  ago — still  less  what  we  were  ten  or  twenty  years  ago. 
Our  feelings  and  friends,  our  hearts  and  hopes  1  Oh,  how  changed !  In 
one  thing — ^in  our  faith  in  Christ — we  do  not,  dare  not  change. 

«*  I'd  say,  we  suffer  and  we  strire 

Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  boys,' 
With  grizzled  beards,  at  forty-five, 

As  erst  at  twelve  in  corduroys. 
And  if,  in  time  of  sacred  truth. 

We  learn  at  home  to  love  and  pray, 
Pray  Heaven  that  early  Love  and  Truth 

May  never  wholly  pass  away. 

So  each  shall  mourn  in  life's  advance 

Dear  hopes,  dear  friends,  untimely  killed; 
Shall  grieve  for  many  a  forfeit  chance 

And  longing  passion  unfulfilled. 
Amen,  whatever  fate  be  sent. 

Pray  God  the  heart  may  kindly  glow, 
Although  the  head  with  cares  be  bent, 

And  whitened  with  the  winter  snow. 

My  song,  save  this,  is  little  worth  ; 

I  lay  the  weary  pen  aside, 
And  wish  you  health,  and  love,  and  mirth, 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas  tide. 
As  fits  the  holy  Christmas  Birth, 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still : 
Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth. 

To  men  of  gentle  will." 


A  Tract  Burned,  but  not  Destroyed. — ^Twenty  years  ago  the  late 
Daniel  Fanshaw  gave  a  tract  to  a  young  infidel,  in  whom  he  took 
a  deep  interest.  He  was  indigoant,  saying :  '*  What  right  has  he  to 
interfere  with  me  or  my  opinions?"  To  show  his  contempt,  ne  drew  a 
match,  and  setting  fire  to  the  tract,  lit  a  cigar  with  it ;  and  as  he  sup- 
posed, dismissed  the  matter  from  his  mind.  Not  long  since,  on  looking 
over  the  list  of  deaths  in  lis  paper,  this  man  saw  the  name  of  Mr.  Fan- 
shaw. The  transaction  of  twenty  years  ago  came  to  his  mind.  The 
contents  of  the  tract,  which  he  had  read  before  burning,  to  show  his 
coolness,  as  well  as  contempt^  came  back  to  his  mind.  He  attended  the 
funeral^  was  a  deep  mourner,  beoame  convicted  of  his  sin,  was  converted, 
and  is  now  rejoicing  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  Ood. 
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SUNDAYS  ABROAD. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 
A  Sunday  in  Edinhurg. 


It  was  a  charming  Sunday  morning,  toward  the  end  of  April  Edin- 
bnrg  has  an  old  and  a  new  part.  In  the  new  city,  where  I  was  quartered, 
not  a  sound  could  be  heard  or  sight  seen  to  disturb  the  sacred  quietness 
of  the  day.  No  wagon,  dray  or  workman  wojb  in  sight.  For  several 
hours  in  the  morning  the  streets  were  almost  wholly  deserted.  Then 
came  groups  from  out  of  every  door  of  the  blocks  of  palatial  dwellings 
Not  only  all  the  men,  but  nearly  all  the  ladies  seemed  to  be  dressed  in  black. 
Along  the  clean  pavements  church-going  people  continuously  streamed 
hither  and  thither,  for  at  least  one  hour.  And  every  stream  in  every 
street,  tended  towards  some  house  of  worship. 

At  this  time  there  happened  to  be  a  traveling  skeptic  in  Edinburg, 
who  was  determined  not  to  enter  a  church,  or  pay  the  least  deference  to 
the  religious  habits  of  the  God  fearing  Edinburgers.  Yet,  as  the  morn- 
ing was  so  inviting,  he  must  sally  through  the  town.  Soon  he  drifts  into 
one  of  these  street-currents.  Having  nothing  else  to  do,  he  consents  to 
be  listlessly  borne  along  by  it,  whether  to  some  park,  theatre,  or  else- 
where. Ere  long  he  discovers  to  his  chagrin,  that  the  stream  floats  him 
to  the  door  of  a  large  church.  He  turns  away,  not  a  little  out  of  humor, 
and  soon  falls  in  with  another  current,  which  again  carries  him  to  a 
chnrch.  He  tries  it  the  third  time,  with  a  similar  result.  At  length  he 
growlingly  works  himself  out  of  these  street  tendencies,  remarking  that 
n  Edinburg  it  was  vain  to  resist  the  current;  take  it  where  you  would, 
t  was  sure  to  bear  you  off  to  church. 

About  three-fourths  of  the  Edinburg  population  is  Presbyterian.  The 
three  main  bodies  are  the  Established,  the  Free  and  the  United  Presby- 
terian churches.  These  three  hold  the  Communion  twice  a  year  on  the 
same  day,  in  all  their  churches.  I  happened  to  be  here  on  one  of  these 
communion  days.  In  the  morning  I  attended  worship  in  Dr.  Candlish's 
church.  He  is  the  leading  Theologian  in  the  Free  Kirk,  as  it  is  called. 
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The  vast  building  was  densely  packed  with  a  solemn,  sombre-looking 
congregation,  all  arrayed  in  black,  like  a  mournful  funeral  assemblage. 
After  standing  in  the  aisle  for  a  little  while,  a  clerical  friend,  whom  I  had 
met  in  the  old  house  of  John  Knox,  the  day  previous,  invited  me  into 
his  pew. 

The  church  contained  two  pulpits.  ^  Aside  of  the  principal  one,  and  a 
little  below  it,  was  a  smaller  pulpit.  In  it  sat  a  dignified  gentleman,  in  a 
black  gown  and  white  surplice  or  neck  band.  Can  he  be  Dr.  Candlish  ? 
Soon  a  small,  stout  gentleman,  in  a  large,  black  flowing  robe,  ascended 
the  stairway  of  the  main  pulpit,  with  a  swinging,  unsteady  motion.  He 
announced  a  hymn,  or  rather  a  Psalm,  from  Rouse's  version.  For  these 
Scotch  Presbyterians  sing  naught  but  the  Psalms  of  David,  and  only 
those  which  Rouse  has  arranged.  After  the  announcing  of  the  hymn, 
the  robed  leader  arose  in  his  small  pulpit,  and  with  a  drawling  and  nasal 
voice  raised  the  tune.  Soon  the  combined  voices  of  the  great  congrega- 
tion sounded  forth  in  a  grand  song  of  praise.  Their  collection  of  Psalms 
is  not  large  and  the  tunes  used  are  familiar  to  all.  The  children  all  learn 
to  sing  them  in  their  week  day  schools,  and  at  family  worship.  Thus  every 
member  learns  to  sing  the  church  hymns.  And  they  all  do  sing  with  a 
will.  One  forgets  the  faults  of  an  ungifted  leader,  and  the  musical 
blunders  of  rude  worshipers  here  and  there,  amid  the  grand  and  glori- 
ous song  of  such  a  congregation. 

The  preacher's  prayer  was  a  faultless  composition,  containing  more 
ability  than  devotion.  Yet  devotion,  too,  for  those  whose  hearts  and 
minds  were  more  accustomed  to  this  style  of  worship.  Although  the 
prayer  was  long,  the  whole  congregation  stood  to  th^  close  of  it. 

He  read  part  of  the  eleventh  chapter  of  John.  The  announcing  of  the 
chapter  produced  a  rustling  of  leaves  throughout  the  congregation — most 
a  singular  noise  to  my  ears,  after  such  marked  and  solemn  silence.  Every 
worshiper,  so  far  as  I  could  notice,  had  a  pocket  Bible,  and  turned  to 
the  chapter  when  announced,  and  followed  the  preacher  reading  it.  And 
whenever  he  cited  a  passage  during  the  sermon,  giving  chapter  and  verse, 
the  rustling  was  repeated,  every  one  turning  to  the  chapter  and  carefully 
reading  it.  This  habit  cultivates  a  close  attention  to  the  sermon, /ind  in- 
creases the  fund  of  Scripture  knowledge  on  the  part  of  the  hearers. 

The  preacher's  text  was  John  xi.  25,  26.  His  theme  was  the  resur- 
rection, considered  as  an  event  and  a  state.  He  remarked  that  the  resur- 
rection of  the  body  was  not  simply  a  resuscitation,  but  the  budding  and 
development  of  a  new  life,  previously  implanted  in  the  believer.  Where 
this  new  life  is  wanting,  men  rise  "  unto  damnation,'"  as  they  have  lived. 
In  this  world  and  in  the  world  to  come,  the  life  of  the  believer  is  one 
life;  one  unbroken  thread  which  God  has  joined  in  vital  continuity ;  let 
not  man  put  it  asunder.  The  resurrection  is  not  a  cause,  but  an  effect. 
At  the  believer's  regeneration  he  receives  the  cause.  His  later  life  con- 
tains eras  or  stages  of  evolution.  His  death  is  one  of  these  eras;  an  ad- 
vance on  what  preceded  ;  a  tearing  or  growing  away  from  an  inferior  or 
a  worse  estate,  and  on  that  account  painful.  The  resurrection  is  the  final 
era,  the  completion  of  regeneration. 

What  about  the  state  between  death  and  the  resurrection  ?  David 
and  Ezekiel  shrunk  from  death,  not  so  much  because  they  were  ignorant 
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or  skeptical  of  the  resurrection,  bat  from  fear  of  the  dreaded  vacancy  of 
the  state  intermediate.  This  was  the  great  difficnhj  with  the  Old  Tes- 
tament saints.  The  26th  verse  settles  this  point.  ^^  He  shall  never  die.'' 
"To  be  absent  from  the  body  is  to  be  present  with  the  Lord." 

I  could  well  see  that  this  man  had  not  the  fear  of  heresy-hunters  be- 
fore his  eyes.  A  thorough  scholar,  an  independent  thinker,  and  one  of 
the  most  awkward  public  speakers  I  have  ever  listened  to.  His  bushy, 
raven  locks  partly  conceal  his  fine  intellectual  forehead.  He  pouts  his 
lips,  knits  his  fine  brow  into  a  forbidding  frowu;  and  swings  his  stout, 
small  person  into  all  manner  of  strange  postures.  He  read  closely,  and 
rolled  his  person  over  his  manuscript,  from  one  side  to  the  other,  with  a 
fidgety,  nervous  motion  of  his  right  hand,  as  if  he  knew  not  where  to 
put  it.  And  yet,  having  neither  manner,  oratory  nor  elocution  to  com- 
mend him,  he  riveted  the  attention  of  his  large  congregation  for  one 
hour ;  the  beauty  of  his  thoughts  and  the  force  of  his  style  more  than 
compensating  you  for  the  defects  of  delivery. 

The  Scotch  Presbyterian  Church,  like  some  other  Protestant  Churches, 
tries  to  guard  against  admitting  persons  of  known  wicked  habits  to  the 
communion  table.  All  communicants  must  previously  report  themselves 
either  to  the  pastor,  or  some  specified  church  oflScers.  If  they  are  known 
to  possess  a  Christian  character,  they  receive  a  small  coin,  called  a 
*'  token,"  which  they  hand  to  the  proper  person^  in  connection  with  the 
communion  service.  Those  that  have  no  ^^  tokens"  cannot  commune. 
Now  it  seems  that  I  happened  into  a  part  of  the  church  occupied  by  the 
communicants.  Of  the  **  token  "  arrangement  I  was  wholly  ignorant. 
As  I  rose  to  leave  the  church,  a  venerable  elder,  with  a  solemn  mien,  held 
a  small  basket  at  me,  at  the  door  of  the  pew.  It  seems  he  was  collecting 
the  "  tokens,"  instead  of  the  communion  offering,  as  I  thought.  The 
good  man,  amid  the  pressing  throng  around  him,  vainly  tried  to  tell  me, 
in  his  broad  Scotch  dialect,  that  he  wished  to  have  my  *^  token/'  and 
stoutly  demanded  it  before  he  would  let  me  pass,  and  I  as  stoutly  refused 
to  give  it,  for  the  good  reason  that  I  knew  not  what  he  said.  I  have  no 
doubt,  the  earnest  elder  took  me  to  be  either  a  very  wicked  or  a  very  ill- 
mannered  man,  as  I  passed  him  without  heeding  his  request. 

Proceeding  to  another  part  of  the  city,  I  entered  Dr.  Guthrie's  church. 
The  large  congregation  was  still  engaged  in  celebrating  the  Lord's  Sup- 
per. Narrow  tables,  covered  with  a  white  cloth,  were  set  through  the 
long  aisles.  Around  these  the  communicants  were  seated  as  they  partook 
of  the  holy  Sacrament.  Every  time  the  tables  were  filled  a  minister  took 
his  stand  at  the  one  in  the  aisle  in  front  of  the  pulpit,  and  addressed  the 
communicants  about  fifteen  or  twenty  minutes,  on  some  subject  bearing 
on  the  occasion.  I  believe  this  is  called  ''  guarding  the  tables."  This 
clergyman  seemed  to  be  strangely  unfitted  for  such  a  duty.  A  very  good 
man  he  doubtless  was,  but  out  of  place  here.  The  substance,  style,  length 
and  drawling  delivery  of  his  addresses  must  have  taxed  the  devotions  of 
the  people  severely.  How  much  better  to  let  the  occasion — the  solemn 
communion  itself,  speak.  As  a  rule,  the  words  of  man  are  rather  a  hin- 
drance than  help  to  such  eucharistic  devotions. 

During  the  communion  I  noticed  a  slim,  tall,  pale  gentleman,  in  a  plain 
black  robe,  sitting  on  the  pulpit.     He  seemed  to  bear  the  efforts  of  his 
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friend  at  "  guarding  the  tables,"  very  patiently.  Occasionally  he  brought 
forth  his  box  from  under  his  robe,  and  took  a  **  snuff."  Sitting  on  the 
gallery,  opposite  the  pulpit,  I  had  a  good  view  of  him.  After  the  last  ta- 
ble ot  communicants  had  retired,  he  arose,  and  said :  ''Arise,  let  us  go 
hence,"  (John  xiv.  31).  On  these  words  he  based  a  beautiful  parting 
address  of  about  ten  minutes,  full  of  unction^  hope,  fervor,  and  love.  Full 
many  a  page  from  his  pen  had  I  read.  The  dear  little  address  was  just 
such  as  one  would  expect  from  Dr.  Guthrie.  Although  in  the  decline  of 
life,  his  voice  was  still  clear  and  full,  which  he  could  use  with  great  ex- 
pression and  effect.  His  gestures  were  few,  but  natural,  apt,  and  grace- 
ful. These  two  leaders  of  the  Edinburg  pulpit,  present  striking  contrasts 
of  character  and  genius.  Candlish  is  a  thinker  and  profound  theologian, 
thoroughly  imbued  with  German  theology.  In  spite  of  his  forbidding  de- 
livery he  attracts  a  great  congregation  around  him.  Guthrie  possesses 
the  elements  of  a  cultivated  pulpit  orator,  simple  in  style,  and  with  a 
pleasing  manner  and  delivery.  He  is  the  Clay  of  the  Scotch  pulpit,  and 
in  Theology  an  out  and  out  Scotch  Presbyterian. 

In  the  evening  I  worshiped  in  the  College  Church.  A  stout,  large 
whiskered  Scotch  D.  1).  preached  on  Eev.  xxi.  22.  He  assigned  four 
reasons  why  thrre  would  be  no  temple  in  heaven:  1.  The  symbol  of  the 
Divine  presence  will  be  displaced  by  God's  immediate  presence.  2  The 
sacrifices  and  ceremonies  will  be  dii^placed  by  the  completion  of  the  great 
sacrifice  of  Christ.  3.  The  instruction  and  knowledge  immediately  given  by 
God  and  the  Lamb  will  take  the  place  of  that  imparted  in  the  temple. 
4.  The  eternal  Sabbath  in  heaven  wilt  take  the  place  of  the  sacred  places 
and  seasons  on  earth. 

These  large  crowded  churches,  with  great  preachers  and  grand  sing- 
ing, are  in  the  new  city.  The  old  and  new  city  are  divided  by  a  narrow 
valley  or  ravine.  Many  centuries  ago  this  ravine  was  a  lake,  or  at  least 
a  marsh.  Now  two  bridges  span  it,  connecting  the  old  city  with  the  new. 
The  new  is  pervaded  with  an  air  of  gentility,  neatness,  and  comfort.  The 
streets  and  p>ivements  are  clean  and  wide.  The  houses  are  large,  giving 
it  the  appearance  of  a  city  of  palaces.  There  public  opinion  requires  all 
decent  people  to  go  to  church  and  behave  themselves.  That  is  a  condi- 
tion of  respectability.  The  people  you  meet  on  the  street  seem  decorous 
and  dignified.  You  rarely  meet  a  drunken  person ;  indeed  theVe  are  com- 
paratively few  places  where  liquor  is  sold.  Albeit  not  all  these  sturdy 
Scotch  churchmen  are  teetotalers.  A  prominent  elder,  after  kindly 
taking  me  to  the  noted  places  of  the  city,  offered  me  a  glass  of  wine  at 
his  own  table. 

Let  us  cross  one  of  these  bridges,  and  pass  over  into  the  old  town.  It 
is  called  Cowgate.  Centuries  ago  it  was  the  abode  of  princes  and  the 
nobles  of  the  land.  There  lived  John  Knox.  Bis  house,  built  in  1490, 
remains  to  this  day.  It  is  built  of  stone,  and  seems  good  for  a  thousand 
years  to  come.  I  sat  in  his  study  chair,  from  which  he  stormed  against 
Mary  of  Scotland.  A  filthier,  wickeder,  and  more  besotted  place  than 
Cowgate,  it  would  be  difi&cult  to  find  in  any  Christian  country.  The 
streets  are  narrow,  and  mostly  without  side-walks.  Filth  under  foot,  and 
over  head;  on  hands,  faces  and  clothing  of  the  people;  filth  without  and 
within,  body,  mind,  and  spirit  are  dirty  and  depraved.     They  abound  in 
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dram-shops,  and  boisterous,  ragged  drunken  people.  Nowhere  in  Europe 
Asia  or  Africa,  in  Mohammedan  or  Christian  countries,  have  I  seen  the 
like  of  this  old  town  of  Edinburg.  Some  thirty  years  ago  Guthrie  left  a 
comfortable  country  parish  to  become  a  missionary  in  Cowgate.  He  saj^s, 
that  in  beginning  his  work  '^  it  was  more  common  to  fiod  families  with- 
out Bibles  than  with  them.  Such  was  the  utterly  irreligious  state,  into 
which  they  had  sunk,  that  of  the  first  one  hundred  and  fifty  persons  I  vi- 
sited, not  more  than  five,  including  Roman  Catholics  as  well  as  Protes- 
tants, were  in  the  habit  of  attending  any  place  of  worship — the  more 
shame  to  those  who  did,  and  had  left  them  to  perish  in  their  sins.  I  re- 
member a  whole  day  spent  in  going  from  house  to  hoiis^,  or  rather  from 
room  to  room ;  each  room  usually  housing  one,  and  sometimes  two  fami- 
lies, and  being  reminded  by  the  only  Bible  I  saw  of  these  words  of 
Whitefield :  "  1  could  write  damnation  in  the  dust  which  covers  your 
Bible.'' 

The  room  I  speak  of  was  occupied  by  an  '*  under  woman,*'  as  in  Edin- 
burg they  call  those  weird-looking  creatures  who  prowl  about  the  streets, 
late  at  night  or  at  early  morn,  raking  among  the  dust  heaps  for  ciodcrs 
which  they  sell,  for  potatoes  and  bits  of  meat  which  they  eat,  with  the 
chance  of  occasionally  lighting  on  a  gold  ring  or  a  silver-spoon.  I  found 
her  literally  sitting  "  in  dust  and  ashes;*'  floor,  bed,  tables,  chairs, all  else 
coated  grey  with  them.  She  might  have  been  fasting,  but  it  was  not 
from  sin ;  for  on  rising  to  receive  me  when  I  introduced  myself  as  the 
minister  of  the  parish,  she  had  great  difficulty  to  keep  her  equilibrium. 
Though  remembering  the  proverb  about  casting  pearls,  I  could  not  but 
hint  at  her  habits.  This  at  once  set  her  up.  She  declared  herself  to  be 
a  very  religious  woman ;  and  seeing  me  making  for  the  door  insisted  on 
my  remaining  to  be  convinced  of  that.  Staggering  across  the  room  she 
mounted  a  chair,  from  which  I  every  moment  expected  to  see  her  tum- 
ble headlong  on  the  floor,  to  thrust  her  arm  to  the  back  of  a  cupboard  and 
drag  out  a  Bible  I  This  she  shook  in  my  face,  and  flourished  over 
my  head,  sending  out  a  cloud  of  dust  from  its  rustling  leaves.  This  Bi- 
ble in  the  hands  of  a  virago  was  the  only  one  I  had  seen  that  day;  and 
was  it  not  sad  to  think,  that  to  any  part  of  a  city  full  of  churches  these 
words  could  be  so  justly  applied,  *'  Darkness  covereth  the  earth,  and  gross 
darkness  the  people  ?" 

He  says  the  tenants  of  the  dirty  hovels  "  were  lying  over  the  sills  of 
windows  innocent  of  glass,  or  stuffed  with  old  hats  and  dirty  rags ;  others, 
coarse-looking  women,  with  squalid  children  in  their  arms,  or  at  their 
feet,  stood  in  groups  at  the  close-mouths — here,  with  empty  laughter, 
chaffing  any  passing  acquaintance — there  screaming  each  other  down  iu 
a  drunken  brawl,  or  standing  sullen  and  silent,  with  hunger  and  ill-usage 
in  their  saddened  looks." 

''  My  country  parbh  had  only  one  public  house,  and  I  had  come  to  one 
where  tippling  abounded,  and  the  owners  of  dram  shops  grew  like  toad- 
stools on  the  public  ruin ;  with  one  thousand  inhabitants  my  country 
parish  had  but  one  man  who  could  not  read,  and  I  had  come  to  one  with 
hundreds  who  did  not  know  a  letter.  My  country  parish  was  not  dis- 
graced by  one  drunken  woman,  and  I  had  come  to  one  where  women 
drank,  and  scores  of  mothers  starved  their  infants  to  feed  their  vices ; 
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there  one  might  see  a  darned  but  not  a  ragged  coat,  here,  backg  were 
hung  with  rags,  and  the  naked,  red,  cracked,  ulcered  feet  of  little  shiyer- 
ing  creatures  trode  the  icy  streets ;  there  but  one  did  not  attend  church, 
here  but  five  in  the  first  one  hundred  and  fifty  whom  I  visited;  there  I 
found  not  a  house  without  at  least  one  Bible,  here  many  had  neither  a 
Bible  on  the  shelf,  nor  a  bedstead  on  the  floor." 

One  man  he  met,  sober  among  drunkards,  decent  among  the  depraved. 
His  threadbare  dress  was  always  well  brushed ;  his  long  white  hair  nice- 
ly combed.  He  prayed,  and  never  missed  church,  and  bore  with  meek 
resignation  the  outrages  of  his  drunken  wife.  To  prevent  her  from  sell- 
ing his  Sunday  dress  for  whisky,  he  had  to  hand  it  over  to  a  kind  neigh- 
bor for  safe  keeping.  His  house  contained  hardly  a  stick  of  furniture. 
The  walls  were  foul  with  dust  and  hung  with  cobwebs.  The  air  in  it 
was  close  and  stifling.  In  one  corner  I  found  a  heap  of  straw,  on  which 
lay  his  drunken  wife  with  no  covering  but  her  ragged  clothes — draok 
and  dying — insensible  to  anything  I  could  tell  of  Him  who  pities  the 
worst  of  sinners,  and  can  save  to  the  uttermost.  The  death-rattle 
was  in  her  throat ;  she  was  hurrying  away  drunk,  to  the  judgment! 

Such  was  the  Cowgate  of  Edinburg,  thirty  years  ago.  It  may  have 
undergone  some  improvement  since;  yet  this  is  not  very  perceptible. 
The  streets  on  week-days  are  perfectly  hideous.  On  Sunday,  even  Cow- 
gate  seems  to  try  in  a  measure  to  be  put  on  its  good  behaviour.  The 
contrast  between  the  old  and  new  Edinburg  impresses  the  mind  with  strange 
emotions.  The  one  a  model  Christian  community,  intelligent,  orderly, 
pious,  Sabbath-keeping;  the  other  ignorant,  besotted  to  the  lowest  de- 
cree ;  both,  side  by  side  with  only  the  narrow  valley  to  divide  them. 
How  is  this,  that  Presbyterian  ism  in  Scotland  annually  gives  millioos 
for  Home  and  Foreign  Missions,  and  prosecutes  its  work  with  great 
success,  and  here  has  been  a  stronghold  of  Satan  in  its  chief  city,  for 
successive  generations,  which  it  will  not  or  can  not  break  down  ? 

Beautiful  for  situation  is  this  city.  Unlike  London,  Paris,  and  maoy 
other  large  cities,  you  can  see  the  lovely  country  from  the  town.  On  the 
hills  around  it  are  perched  castles  and  monuments,  which  meet  the  eje 
and  give  one  a  pleasing  outlook  from  amid  its  streets. 

Sunday  in  Glasgow. 

Glasgow  is  much  larger  than  Edinburgh  and  more  influential  in  com- 
merce and  manufactures.  Its  inhabitants  are  less  strict  in  observing 
Sunday  than  the  Edinburgers.  In  the  morning  I  worshiped  in  an 
Episcopal  church,  in  which  two  clergymen  officiated.  One  preached  on 
Ecclesiastes  v.  5,  6.  Bis  theme  was :  Vows  made  in  adversity  should  be 
paid  in  prosperity,  without  delay.  It  was  a  thanksgiving  service,  on  the 
day  appointed  by  the  Queen  of  England,  as  a  day  of  thanksgiving 
throughout  her  realm.  The  congregation  was  apparently  devout.  The 
Lord's  Prayer  was  repeated  four  times  during  this  one  service:  a  repe- 
tition whose  frequency  must  weaken  the  devotional  force  of  even  the  best 
of  prayers.  In  thie  afternoon  I  worshiped  in  one  of  the  Free  churches, 
where  an  elderly  gentleman  preached  an  edifying  discourse  on  the  bap- 
tism of  Christ.     In  the  evening  I  attended  service  in  a  Congregational 
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church,  and   heard  a  discourse   on  Luke   xvi.  81,  by  the  best-looking 
clergyman  and  the  least  gifted  preacher  I  found  in  Scotland. 

A  very  worldly  city  this  Glasgow  seems  to  be,  far  less  given  to  the 
cultivation  of  literature  and  religion  than  Edinburg.  Here  the  Sanday 
current  on  the  streets  is  easily  stemmed  by  non-church-goers.  The 
churches  are  far  less  crowded,  and  the  congregations  seem  to  be  less  at- 
tentive and  devout. 

A  Sunday  in  Scotland  gives  one  much  to  think  about.  As  a  rale,  it  is 
strictly  and  sacredly  observed  in  town  and  country.  The  churches  are 
comfortable,  but  very  plain  structures,  without  the  least  architectural 
ornament.  Usually  all  the  interior  wood-work  is  painted  white.  The 
windows  are  of  clear  unstained  glass.  The  Scotch  have  not  yet  learned 
to  see  through  '^  the  dim  religious  light  **  of  more  fashionable  churches. 
Nor  choir,  nor  organ  is  allowed  in  conDCction  with  their  worship.  Any 
kind  of  instrumental  music  in  the  church  is  considered  a  ^^  relic  of 
popery"  and  a  profanation  of  God's  house.  Recently  two  Presbyterian 
churches  in  London  have  introduced  the  organ,  which  has  produced 
quite  a  sensation  in  their  denomination.  The  chorister  always  raises  the 
tune.  He  takes  the  place  of  choir  and  organ.  As  a  rule  so  far  as  I 
noticed,  he  was  a  man  of  most  unmusical  voice.  But  with  such  congre- 
gational singing  it  is  easy  to  lead  in  this  part  of  the  service.  His  place 
is  always  near  the  pulpit ;  usually  he  has  a  small  pulpit  of  his  own,  in 
front  of  or  aside  of  that  of  the  preacher.  His  appearance,  with  robe 
and  neckband,  is  quite  clerical.  During  singing  he  always  stands,  while 
the  congregations  sit. 

All  the  people  about  a  Scotch  kirk  must  demean  themselves  decorous- 
ly. From  the  pastor  to  the  sexton,  all  the  officers  must  be  men  of  godly 
life  and  habits.  Dr.  John  Brown  gives  an  interesting  sketch  of  the  old 
sexton  of  his  father's  church,  whom  he  calls  "  Jeems,  the  Door-keeper." 
He  was  a  weaver  by  trade ;  a  man  of  odd  mould,  in  body  and  mind,  but 
heroically  pious,  as  well  as  tyrannically  strict  in  keeping  the  door  of 
God's  house.  One  day  two  strangers  came  to  churchy  and  asked 
'^  Jeems  "  for  seats.  Motioning  them  to  follow,  he  walked  to  the  farthest 
corner  to  get  them  a  seat ;  meanwhile  they  had  found  a  seat  near  the 
door,  which  he  did  not  discover  until  he  had  reached  the  pew  he  in- 
tended to  give  them.  "  His  nose  and  eye  fell,  or  seemed  to  fall,  on  the 
two  culprits.''  Proceeding  to  their  pew,  he  seised  and  pulled  them  out 
instantly,  hurrying  them  through  the  aisle  to  their  appointed  place. 
He  snihhed  them  slowly  in,  and  gave  them  a  parting  look  they  were  not 
likely  to  misunderstand  or  forget. 

One  time  he  passed  the  collection  plate  around,  when  a  stingy  wor- 
shiper put  a  crown  instead  of  a  penny  on  it.  Seeing  the  white  piece  of 
money  as  it  dropped  out  of  his  hands,  he  asked  ^*  Jeems  "  to  hand  it 
back  to  him.  "In  once  in  forever,"  exclaimed  the  sturdy  sexton. 
**  Weel,  weel "  (well,  well),  growled  the  man,  "  I'll  get  credit  for  it  in 
heaven.'*     "Na,  na,"  said  Jeems,  *'ye'll  get  credit  only  for  a  penny  !" 

Brown  says  he  was  sensitive  to  fierceness  for  the  honor  of  his  church 
and  minister,  and  to  his  too  often  worthless  neighbors  he  was  a  living 
epistle. 

"  He  dwelt  at  the  head  of  Big  Lochend's  Close  in  the  Canongate,  at 
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the  top  of  a  long  stair — ninety-six  steps,  as  I  well  knew — where  he 
had  dwelt  all  by  himself,  for  five-and  thirty  years,  and  where  in  the 
midst  of  all  sorts  of  flittings  and  changes,  not  a  day  opened  Or  closed 
without  the  well-known  sound  of  *  Jeems '  at  his  prayers, — his  *  exercise,' 
— at  '  the  Books/  His  clear,  fearless,  honest  voice  in  psalm  or  chapter, 
and  strong  prayer  came  sounding  through  that  wide  '  land,'  like  that  of 
one  crying  in  the  wilderness." 

When  all  alone,  without  wife  or  child,  he  never  failed  to  have  what 
he,  with  a  grave  smile,  called  family  worship.  All  by  himself  he  sang 
his  psalms,  gave  out  or  chanted  the  lines,  having  a  different  tune  for 
each  day,  seven  tunes  for  each  week ;  only  seven  in  all,  and  no  more. 
Seeing  Brown's  surprise  at  thb,  he  said  :  **  You  see,  John,  we  (he  and 
his  wife)  began  in  that  way."  And  so  after  his  wife  had  gone  to  heaven, 
he  kept  on  as  they  had  begun.  On  Tuesday,  the  day  his  wife  and  child 
died,  he  always  sang  more  verses  than  on  any  other  day. 

Brown  says  he  often  breakfasted  with  Jeems.  He  made  capital  por- 
ridge, for  he  was  his  own  cook.  "  And  I  wish  I  could  get  such  butter- 
milk, or  at  least  have  such  a  relish  for  it  as  in  those  days."  His  chap- 
ters were  long,  and  his  prayers  short,  very  scriptural,  and  by  no  means 
stereotyped,  and  wonderfully  real,  immediate,  as  if  he  was  near  Him 
whom  he  addressed.  Any  one  hearing  the  sound  and  not  the  words, 
would  say,  '^  That  man  is  speaking  to  some  one  who  is  with  him, — who  is 
present," — as  he  often  said  to  me,  "  There's  nae  gude  dune,  John,  till 
ye  get  to  close  graps  "  (There  is  no  good  done  till  ye  get  to  close  grips). 
Jeems  is  away — gone  over  to  the  majority ;  and  I  hope  I  may  never  for- 
get to  be  grateful  to  the  dear  and  queer  old  man." 

One  can  well  discern  the  evidences  of  a  good  home  training  in  these 
Scotch  congregations.  The  children  and  servants  are  taught  their  Cate- 
chism at  home.  Family  religioU  forms  an  essential  part  of  a  Scotch  Pres- 
byterian household.  Thus  the  people,  the  common  people  are  taught 
their  Catechism,  Bible,  and  Psalm  Book.  These  form  a  good  founda- 
tion. In  Scotland  servant  girls  are  said  to  be  versed  in  the  ordinary 
topics  of  theology.  And  the  people  are  all  athirst  for  more  biblical 
knowledge.  Hence  the  rustling  of  Bible  leaves  when  the  text  or  a  proof 
passage  is  cited.  All  have  a  Bible  and  Psalm  Book  before  them  in  the 
pew. 

All  the  people,  old  and  young,  rich  and  poor,  rise  up  during  prayer ; 
and  that  too  where  the  prayer  is  not  un frequently  from  fifteen  to  twenty 
minutes  long.  How  many  prominent  Presbyterian  congregations,  in  our 
larger  American  cities,  can  say  as  much  for  themselves  ? 

The  Scotch  pulpit  is  noted  for  its  learning.  It  is  brim  full  of  theology. 
Usually  the  sermons  are  elaborate,  luminous,  and  finished  to  a  fault. 
They  are  crammed  with  theological  seed ;  but  it  is  sown  so  densely  that  it 
requires  an  extraordinary  fertile  soil  to  furnish  it  with  the  elements  of 
growth ;  and  even  where  these  are  at  hand,  it  is  in  danger  of  choking  to 
death.  Some  preachers  have  all  sound  and  little  sense  ;  all  thunder  and 
no  lightning.  The  Scotch  are  the  reverse;  all  lightning  and  lit  le  thun- 
der. Chalmers  had  both ;  so  has  Guthrie.  Both  are  needed  ;  the  light- 
ning to  enlighten  and  purify  the  air,  and  the  thunder  to  shake  the  earth. 
In  Scotland,  with  the  peculiar  religious  education  and  temperament  of 
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the  people,  the  iDJurious  effects  of  it  are  not  so  great.  For  the  bulk  of 
American  congregations  such  preaching  would  be  like  the  pattering  of 
rain  on  a  rock,  like  the  sowing  of  good  seed  by  the  way  side. 

The  Scotch  lay  great  stress  on  so  called  simplicity  in  worship. 
They  have  a  righteous  antipathy  to  forms  of  devotion — save  their  version 
of  the  Psalms.  In  their  extreme  opposition  to  liturgical  forms,  they 
have  themselves  become  formalists.  In  their  contending  against  religious 
ceremonies,  they  have  acquired  ceremonial  habits.  They  have  become 
formally  informal,  ceremoniously  unceremonious.  Very  able  their  prayers 
are,  but  painfully  lacking  devotional  unction.  Often  they  present  in 
their  prayers  intrusive  expositions  of  precious  truths,  definitions  of  the 
attributes  and  decrees  of  God,  to  which  every  person  listens  with  un- 
wavering attention.  Under  such  prayers  the  mind  is  feasted  while  the 
heart  is  famished.  The  wrestlings  and  yearnings  of  burdened  contrite 
hearts  find  no  outlet  through  them.  Unction  in  worship  is  an  essential 
part  of  religion  Its  ointment  opens  the  pores  of  the  heart,  gives  vent 
to  penitence  and  praise,  and  enables  it  to  absorb  the  pure,  life-giving 
atmosphere  of  God's  gracious  presence.  In  prayer  the  heart  demands  a 
hearing. 

The  Scotch  are  a  warm-hearted,  hospitable  people  ;  and  their  clergy, 
whilst  they  cling  tenaciously  to  their  religious  peculiarities,  are  liberal- 
minded  towards  Christians  of  other  Churches.  A  prominent  Edinburg 
clergyman  urged  me  to  preach  for  him,  showiYig  the  liberal  spirit  which 
pervades  them.  They  are  frank  and  ardent  in  their  intercourse  with 
strangers.  After  spending  an  evening  with  a  well-known  Edinburg 
Publisher,  he  cordially  grasped  my  hand  twice  in  parting,  and  as  I 
turned  away  from  his  door,  he  shouted  a  third  and  final  Good  Night 
after  me.  After  a  clergyman  and  his  wife  had  shaken  hands  twice  in 
leaving  me,  they  returned  to  the  parlor  to  repeat  the  pleasing  greeting 
the  third  time.  These  are  little,  yet  pleasing  traits  of  Scotch  character  ; 
child-like  outgushings  of  their  warm  genial  hearts.  God  bless  these 
earnest  Scotch  Christians,  and  speedily  enable  them  to  disenthral  and 
Christianize  the  old  Cowgate  of  Edinburg. 


Toe  Highland  Boy's  Faith. — A  traveler  in  Scotland  observed 
some  choice  and  rare  plants  growing  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice.  He 
could  not  reach  them^  but  offered  to  a  little  Highland  boy  a  handsome 
present  if  he  would  consent  to  be  lowered  to  the  spot  by  a  r6pe  around 
his  waist.  The  boy  hesitated.  He  looked  at  the  money,  and  thought  of 
all  that  it  would  purchase;  for  his  parents  were  poor,  and  their  hojme  had 
lew  of  the  comforts  of  life  ;  but  then,  as  he  glanced  at  the  terrible  pre- 
cipice, he  shuddered  and  drew  back.  At  length  his  eye  brightened,  and 
he  said,  **  I'll  go,  if  father  will  hold  the  rope."     And  he  went. 

"  This  boy's  trust,"  says  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wise,  "  is  a  beautiful  illustra- 
tion of  the  faith  which  saves  the  soul ;  for  as  he  put  himself  into  his 
father's  hands  to  be  bound  with  the  rope  and  lowered  down  the  gorge 
to  pluck  the  coveted  flowers,  so  must  you  put  yourself  into  Christ's 
hands  to  be  pardoned." — Pictorial  Handbills, 
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•POEGIVB  US  OUR  DEBTS  AS  WE  FORGIVE 
OUR  DEBTORS." 


From  (he  German, 


BY  K  E.  H. 


Far,  far  from  here,  in  kiod,  hospitable  Switzerland,  there  once  stood 
a  little  hut,  lonely  and  alone.  It  was  not  inhabited  by  a  blooming  Al- 
pine maiden,  or  vigorous  mountain  herdsman,  who,  by  day,  with  his 
flock,  sang  his  joyous  native  songs,  and  drew  wonderful  melody  from  his 
Alpine  horn,  and  at  evening  rested  from  the  day's  trouble  and  toil  with 
a  light  heart  and  joyous  courage;  who  gathered  in  his  blessing  of  flocks 
and  herds  with  active  industry,  and  then  laughed  and  joked  in  innocent, 
unconstrained  happiness. 

An  old  man  dwelt  there.  His  brow  was  very  gloomy,  and  his  neck 
deeply  bowed.  He  bore  in  his  breast  a  despairing  heart  and  a  soul  ac- 
quainted with  guilt.  He  was  once  a  child,  pure,  innocent  and  happy. 
The  boy  became  a  youth,  handsome,  courageous  and  strong  j  then  all  who 
knew  him  loved  him,  because  he  was  so  good  and  so  cheerful.  And  he 
loved  all,  for  his  heart  was  light  and  pure. 

This  lasted  for  a  long  time.  Then  there  was  one  whom  he  did  not  love; 
alas !  he  hated  him.  He  became  intimate  with  him.  They  were  sons 
of  one  mountain.  Together  they  t^ade  their  first  excursion.  Both  were 
bold  and  daring ;  no  rock  was  too  high  for  them,  no  precipice  too  steep, 
no  path  too  narrow,  but  they  must  go  up.  And  soon  there  was  no  chamois 
so  cautious  and  fleet,  but  their  guns  brought  him  down  quickly  and 
surely. 

Then  his  companion  married  a  wife  who  had  been  very  dear  to  him. 
And  from  that  hour  he  hated  him,  and  never  wished  to  see  him  again. 
His  step  was  always  turned  to  the  highest  mountain.  He  avoided  all 
men,  because  he  wished  to  avoid  one.  He  hated  all  men,  because  he 
hated  one.  He  greeted  every  new  dangerous  path  as  a  friend ;  he  swung 
himself  up  from  rock  to  rock,  and  gave  no  heed  to  the  bottomless  abysses 
which  often  yawned  at  his  feet.  He  sprang  rashly  over  and  hurried 
higher,  to  climb  this  and  that  rock  which  no  human  foot  had  ever  trod ; 
here  he  felt  more  at  rest.  When  this  had  gone  on  for  some  time,  he 
ventured  again  among  men;  but  his  hate  only  slumbered.  His  enemy 
cradled  a  lovely  little  son  in  his  arms.  Driven  forth  again,  his  heart 
was  torn  by  bloody,  despairing  thoughts. 

Once  in  his  restless  wandering,  his  tireless  climbing  and  hunting,  he 
heard  a  familiar  foot-step.  The  gun  fell  from  his  skillful  hand ;  above 
him  a  chamois  plunged  from  a  projecting  rock,  and  before  him  stood  he 
whom  he  hated,  whom  he  wished  to  avoid. 
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Id  that  moment  the  tempter  entered  his  heart.  The  path  on  which 
they  stood  was  narrow;  the  abyss  beneath  them  fathomless.  Why  should 
he  not  take  revenge,  when  revelige  is  so  sweet?  Now  down  with  him, 
even  if  he  himself  must  perish. 

Swift  as  the  lynx  springs  upon  his  prey,  he  had  seized  him  (alas,  his 
control  over  himself  was  lost),  pushed  him  to  the  brink  of  the  precipice,  and 
down  into  the  depth  below.  *'  I  forgive  thee,"  groaned  the  ghastly  vic- 
tim. "  May  God  also  forgive  thee."  Then,  when  he  awoke  from  that 
fearful  passion  he  was  again  a  man.  He  wished  to  throw  himself  down, 
but  something  held  him  fast  as  with  fetters  of  brass ;  fast  to  that  life 
which  had  now  become  as  the  torments  of  helK  "May  God  forgive 
thee/' echoed  the  rocks  with  a  thousand  voices.  Alas!  He  will  never 
forgive  thee,  shrieked  his  despairing  heart. 

Now,  he  hated  himself;  he  no  longer  wandered  among  the  wild  heights ; 
they  were  too  near  that  heaven  which  he  could  never  approach.  He 
bore  a  secret  torment,  and  the  pure  air  of  heaven  fanned  it  to  a  glowing 
flame.  He  built  himself  a  hut,  between  high  rocks,  far  from  the  dwell- 
ings of  men.  He  no  longer  delighted  in  seeing  the  joyous  and  happy  in 
their  green  blooming  meadows,  with  their  flocks  and  their  loved  ones. 
He  took  no  pleasure  in  the  silvery  mountain  peaks,  when  the  departing 
sun  each  evening  crowned  them  with  fresh  roses,  or  in  the  pleasant  val- 
leys, when  the  new  day  drew  back  the  veil  of  night  and  illuminated  them 
with  golden  light.  Upon  the  whole  wide  earth  he  saw  nothing  but  his 
irretrievable  guilt;  felt  nothing  but  his  everlasting  torment. 

"  Forgive  us  our  debts." 

Oh!  if  he  could  only  have  breathed  this  prayer  to  the  heart  so  full 
of  long-sufiering  and  mercy — to  Him  who  forgives  the  sins  of  all ;  to 
whom  all  cry,  because  all  so  often  stumble  and  fall.  But  his  sorrow  was 
too  bitter,  his  despair  too  wild.     He  could  not  pray. 

The  sympathizing  herdsmen  of  the  Alps,  who  sometimes  sought  his 
hut,  saw  his  sorrow,  without  knowing  its  cause.  They  often  brought 
him  a  part  of  the  product  of  their  flocks.  But  it  was  done  secretly,  when, 
after  a  long  and  bitter  conflict,  iron  sleep  held  his  relaxed  members,  and 
even  from  these  alms  he  hardly  allowed  himself  what  was  absolutely  ne- 
cessary to  sustain  his  miserable  life.  Soon  he  who  had  been  a  strong 
man  became  weak  and  old.  By  degrees,  as  his  strength  diminished,  his 
despair  became  milder,  but  his  sorrow  and  penitence  were  the  same. 

Now  he  sought  to  pray,  '^  Forgive  us  our  debts." 

He  had  learned  it  when  a  child,  when  his  heart  was  pure  and  innocent. 
But  he  could  not  hope.  If  sometimes  the  prayer  burst  from  his  agoniz- 
ing heart,  from  the  lowest  depths  of  that  heart  oame  the  answer,  ^'  God 
can  never,  never  forgive  thee." 

Year  after  year  passed.  He  lived  with  the  flocks  upon  the  few  vegeta- 
bles produced  by  the  stony  ground,  and  upon  the  loving  gifts  of  men,  who 
pitied  him,  though  they  were  strangers  to  his  heart.  His  repentance 
had  not  efiaced  his  guilt ;  his  prayer  brought  no  peace  to  his  heart. 

It  was  a  damp,  gloomy  autumn;  a  cold  continuous  rain  had  made  the 
mountain  paths  slippery.  Yet  the  old  man,  to  whose  humors  such  a  time 
of  year  was  best  suited,  had  gone  farther  than  usual  from  his  hut.  To 
him  there  was  something  soothing  in  it;  alas!  there  could  be  nothing 
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good  for  hiin  to  whom  all  nature  was  covered  bj  a  garment  as  cold  and 
dark  as  his  own  life. 

Musing,  he  wandered  farther  and  farther;  suddenly  he  heard  a  distant 
step,  a  cry,  a  fall,  and  then  a  deep  low  groan.  The  fearful  recollectioD 
gave  him  strength;  he  sprang  to  the  spot.  There,  far  below  him,  in  a 
scrubby  fir  tree  which  had  been  washed  from  the  steep  precipice,  a  youth 
hung  over  the  gaping  abyss.  The  old  man,  to  whom  the  thought  of  his 
heavy  sin  had  given  sudden  strength,  felt  his  boldness  and  daring  return 
with  the  opportunity  of  displaying  it. 

Quickly  he  perceived  a  possibility  of  escape,  and  soon  returning  from 
his  hut  with  a  rope,  he  noticed  a  small  projection  upon  the  inner  preci- 
pice ;  he  descended  skillfully,  holding  by  the  scanty  underwood,  and  the 
pointed  teeth  of  \he  rock.  From  here  he  threw  one  end  of  the  rope  to 
the  anxious  youth,  and  fastened  the  other  to  a  sharp  rock.  The  youth 
seized  the  rope  convulsively,  but  his  haste  and  weight  threatened  to  pre- 
cipitate the  old  man,  with  him,  into  the  abyss.  The  dawning  hope  of 
atoning,  at  least  in  a  measure,  for  his  crime,  had  given  the  old  man  gi- 
gantic strength;  he  threw  himself  flat  on  the  ground,  and  with  excessive 
labor,  by  the  help  of  God,  he  succeeded  in  drawing  him  up  to  the  point 
on  which  he  stood. 

Still,  only  the  first  part  of  the  escape  was  accomplished  ;  or  rather  both 
were  now  in  the  same  danger  of  falling  into  the  yawning  abyss;  but  God's 
hand  upheld  them. 

Quite  near  them  was  a  small  projecting  flat,  above  which  rose  a  second, 
but  rather  a  smaller  foot-hold.  When  tiiey  had  reached  the  second  of 
these  the  ascent  became  easier.  Here  and  there  they  found  impressions 
almost  like  steps  in  the  rock,  and  sometimes  a  slender  branch,  or  the  root 
of  a  tree,  by  which  they  sustained  themselves. 

With  unspeakable  labor,  in  continual  fear  of  death,  they  pursued  their 
course,  sometimes  drawing  near  and  helping  each  other  up  the  steep,  till 
at  last,  bleeding,  but  out  of  danger,  they  stood  upon  the  narrow,  slippery 
path. 

Here,  when  life  was  restored  to  them,  the  youth  fell  at  his  kind  deliv- 
erer's feet,  but  he,  pale  and  trembling,  gazed  upon  his  blooming  face, 
started  back  and  tried  to  escape,  but  he  could  not;  something  held  him 
fast,  and  forced  from  his  lips  the  question,  ^^  Who  art  thou  ?"  It  was  the 
son  of  the  murdered  man. 

"Oh,  God  !  oh,  God!  Thou  art  merciful,"  cried  the  old  man  as  he  fell 
upon  his  knees.  *^  Thou  hast  permitted  me  to  rescue  from  death  him 
whom  I  so  wickedly  deprived  of  a  father.  I  feel  that  Thou  wilt  forgive 
me;  that  Thou  wilt  forgive  the  great  sin  of  my  life.  Oh,  Thy  endless 
love  I     Thy  everlasting  mercy  !     Thou  wilt  not  reject  the  vilest  sinner." 

Thus,  he  rejoiced  aloud,  and  pressed  the  youth  to  his  heart;  who 
gazed  with  wonder  and  astonishment  at  the  old  man's  joy,  and  felt  the 
heart  that  beat  so  warmly  against  his  grow  more  and  more  languid.  It 
had  forgotten  how  to  bear  such  unexpected  happiness.  And  now  when 
hope,  and  trust  and  peace  returned,  it  stood  still.  But  the  departing  soul 
carried  with  it  the  feeling  of  renewed  hope,  to  where  the  Father  would 
fully  answer  the  prayer,  "  Forgive  us  our  debts." 
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nOUBS  AMONG  AUTOQBAPnS. 


BY  AN  OLD  CONTRIBUTOR. 


No.  III. 


HOW  TO  GET  THEM. 

It  18  said  of  the  late  John  Jacob  Astor,  that  he  once  remarked :  ^'  It  is 
an  easy  thiog  to  get  rich  j  the  only  difficulty  is  in  securing  the  first  hun- 
fired  thomand  dollars**  In  a  somewhat  similar  manner  it  might  be  said, 
that  it  is  easy  to  collect  autographs  after  you  have  secured  a  large  num- 
ber of  rare  daplicate  specimens,  with  which  to  make  the  necessary  ex- 
chaDges.  But  just  here  lies  the  difficulty,  as  the  nucleus  of  a  collection 
is  generally  very  small.  The  incipient  collector  has,  in  some  way  or  other, 
come  into  possession  of  one  or  more  interesting  autographs,  and  there- 
upon conceives  the  idea  of  increasing  the  number.  Difficulties  meet  him 
at  the  very  outset,  but  if  he  be  made  of  the  right  stuff  they  will  but  serve 
10  strengthen  his  passion.  ^(4 

There  are  three  ways  in  which  the  collector  may  legitimately  increase 
his  stores — by  gift,  exchange,  and  purchase.     If  he  should  happen  to  be  * 

on  intimate  terms  with  a  few  families  that  are  descended  from  eminent  V 

Kevolutionary  patriots,  and  they  should  permit  him  to  examine  the  cor- 
respondence of  their  ancestors,  and  select  specimens  from  it,  hft  might  be 
able  to  make,  at  once,  a  very  good  beginning.  If  a  collectot:  should,  in  • 
this  way,  light  upon  a  correspondence  of  Washington,  Franklin,  or  some 
other  distinguished  Revolutionary  patriot,  his  **  autographic "  flSrtune 
might  be  said  to  be  almost  made.  He  might,  of  course,  exchange  the 
duplicates  with  other  collectors,  and  thus  increase  the  number  of  his 
specimens.  But  such  "  windfalls ''  are  now  exceedingly  rare,  as  in  most 
cases  such  ancient  papers  have  long  since  been  destroyed.  Moreover, 
there  are  many  persons  who  fear  to  permit  a  stranger  to  examine  the 
papers  of  their  ancestors,  lest  some  family  secret  should  accidentally  leak 
out.  There  is,  however,  no  just  ground  for  such  an  apprehension.  Col- 
lectors only  seek  manuscripts  written  by  great  men,  and  realli/  great  men 
never  write  anything  of  which  they  are  ashamed,  or  which  requires  to  be 
kept  secret  for  half  a  century  after  their  death.  It  should,  furthermore, 
be  remembered,  that  in  the  hands  of  collectors,  valuable  documents  will 
be  carefully  preserved,  and  will  thus  become  materials  for  history;  while 
in  the  garrets  of  the  families  possessing  them,  they  are  constantly  liable 
to  destruction  by  the  careless  or  the  ignorant.    • 

The  most  obvious  way  of  obtaining  the  autograph  of  a  living  man, 
would  seem  to  be  to  write  to  him  for  it.  Such  a  mode  of  proceeding  is, 
however,  far  from  satisfactory.     The  present  writer,  at  any  rate,  can  truth- 
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fully  afi&rm  that  he  has  never  attempted  it.  For  if  you  were  to  receive 
a  reply,  it  would  be  only  a  line  or  two,  granting  your  request,  which, 
apart  from  the  autograph,  would  be  entirely  uninteresting.  Moreover, 
emineut  men  are  so  pestered  for  their  autographs — principally  by  boys 
and  girls  who  have  taken  a  freak  in  that  direction — that  they  frequently 
feel  themselves  compelled  to  decline  responding  to  requests  of  this  kind. 
I  wish  I  remembered  the  name  of  the  eminent  Irishman — for  certainly 
none  but  an  Irishman  could  have  perpetrated  such  a  '^  bull  " — who  always 
wroU  in  answer  to  such  applications,  "  I  beg  leave  to  inform  you,  that  I 
have  made  it  a  rule  never  to  send  my  autograph  to  any  person,''  and  then 
subscribed  hU  name  in  full. 

Once  in  a  while  a  characteristic  response  is  obtained  by  direct  applica- 
tion. A  short  time  ago,  a  Western  editor  wrote  for  an  autograph  to  the 
celebrated  English  author,  Thomas  Carlyle,  and  received  the  following 
laconic  reply : 

^*  Here  is  my  autograph.  Much  good  may  it  do  you  !  Thomas  Car- 
lyle." 

Though  this  response  is  somewhat  insolent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  it 
is  eminently  characteristic  of  the  gruff  old  bear  that  wrote  it,  and  Irfaat, 
some  day  or  other,  it  will  be  considered  interesting  and  valuable. 

A  pleasant  anecdote  is  related  of  the  late  Prince  Metternich,  *^  the 
Nestor  of  European  diplomacy,"  who,  as  we  have  already  mentioned,  was 
very  fond  of  autogVaphs.  He  had  formed  a  series  of  letters  of  modern 
French  authors,  which  lacked  only  Jules  Janin,  the  celebrated  critic,  of 
being  complete.  Being  very  desirous  of  completing  the  set,  he  men- 
tioned his  wish  to  Janin's  friend,  Count  Apponyi,  who  immediately  vol- 
unteered to  write  to  the  author,  informing  him  of  the  desire  of  the  prince. 
When  Janin  received  his  friend's  letter,  he  at  once  procured  a  beautiful 
sheet  of  paper,  and,  remembering  that  the  prince  was  the  proprietor  of 
the  celebrated  Johannisberg  vineyards,  wrote  the  following  receipt : 

"  I  herewith  acknowledge  the  receipt,  from  Prince  Metternich,  of  fifty 
bottles  of  his  best  *  Johannisberger '  wine,  for  which  munificent  present 
I  return  my  heartfelt  thanks  to  the  generous  donor.     Jules  Janin/' 

The  Prince,  who  was  greatly  amused  at  the  naivete  manifesto  1  by  the 
author  in  thus  receipting  in  advance  for  an  anticipated  present,  immedi- 
ately sent  him,  not  fifty,  but  one  hundred  bottles  of  his  best  Johannis- 
berger." 

Horace  Greeley  says,  in  one  of  his  "  Ledger  articles,"  that  he  was  once 
addressed  by  an  autograph  collector,  who  asked  him  for  an  autograph  of 
Edgar  A.  Poe,  and  that  he  offered  him  an  unpaid  note  of  hand,  signed  by 
the  poet,  on  condition  that  he  paid  him  the  amount  it  called  for.  Did  it 
not  occur  to  the  ^^  white  coated  philosopher,"  when  he  afterwards  chuckled 
at  his  own  wit,  in  having  thus  non-plussed  the  colleetor,  that  the  latter 
probably  had  no  sanguine  expectations  of  receiving  one  of  Poe's  auto- 
graphs, but  rather  made  use  of  this  device  to  draw  from  Greeley  himself  a 
characteristic  letter,  and  that  his  ruse  succeeded  admirably  ? 

Dishonorable  means  have  sometimes  been  employed  in  order  to  obtain 
the  autographs  of  great  men.  Of  course,  no  genuine  collector  would  stoop 
to  anything  of  the  kind ;  but  there  is,  in  Europe  especially,  a  class  of 
'*  middle  men,"  who  gather  autographs  for  the  purpose  of  selling  them  to 
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collectors,  and  who  are  capable  of  almost  any  degree  of  meanDess.  One 
of  these,  a  few  years  ago,  received  a  commissioQ  from  a  wealthy  lady  to 
form  for  her  a  large  collection  of  autograph  letters  of  eminent  cotempora- 
ries.  lie  at  once  addressed  a  written  circular  to  all  the  eminent  men  of 
Europe,  in  which  he  asked  their  opinion  of  a  certain  great  work  that  was 
about  to  be  issued  under  the  auspices  of  the  Russian  government,  and 
inquired  whether  they  could,  under  any  circumstances,  be  induced  to 
contribute  an  article  to  it.  Of  course,  every  man  of  letters  would  answer 
such  a  communication,  and  in  this  way  the  scamp  obtained  over  two  thou- 
sand autographic  replies,  for  which  his  patroness  gave  him  a  large  sum 
of  money. 

An  impoverished  French  nobleman,  in  1843,  undertook  to  make  his 
living  by  writing  to  eminent  persons^  and  then  seliing  the  replies  which 
he  received  from  them.  In  order  to  accomplish  his  purpose  be  did  not 
hesitate  to  make  usq  of  the  most  varied,  and  often  shameful,  devices. 
One  of  the  methods  he  adopted  was  to  send  to  any  famous  person,  whose 
autograph  he  desired  to  possess,  a  letter,  in  which  he  pretended  to  be  a 
violinist  but  twenty  years  old,  who,  on  account  of  great  misfortunes,  had 
been  brought  to  despair,  and  was  on  the  point  of  committing  suicide. 
*'  Nevertheless,  before  performing  so  desperate  an  act,  he  felt  himself  im- 
pelled to  address  a  person  in  whose  wisdom  he  placed  the  most  implicit 
confidence,  hoping  to  obtain  advice  that  would  prove  aid  and  succor.^'  It 
would  require  a  flinty  nature  not  to  be  startled  when  the  concitrge  handed 
in  such  an  epistle,  and  distinguished  authors  and  artists — such  as  Jules 
Janin,  Felicien  David,  Pierre  Dupont,  Sivori,  Henry  Reber,  P.  J. 
Prudhon,  Delphine,  Girardin,  Reybrand,  and  George  Sand — ministered 
to  the  supposed  sufferer,  the  consolation  he  desired,  and  gave  him  the 
advice  he  asked.  These  replies  are  very  French^,  and  do  not  generally 
contain  those  comprehensive  views  of  the  responsibilities  of  life,  which 
are  characteristic  of  a  Christian  mind;  but  they  are,  nevertheless,  not 
devoid  of  interest. 

George  Sand  wrote  with  greater  brevity  than  most  of  the  others, 
"  Life  is  a  great  school  for  entering  a  great  battle  field,  the  right  to  win 
which  only  belongs  to  man.  All  I  can  therefore  say  is.  Be  a  man,  and 
rise  above  the  cowardly  feelings  that  harass  you  !*'  Jules  Janin  said,  in 
substance,  the  same  thing,  but  stretched  it  out  into  an  epistle  of  three  or 
four  closely- written  foolscap  pages,  in  which  he  gives,  as  an  example  of 
how  a  man  in  difiScult  circumstances  should  act,  a  sketch  of  his  own  life. 
The  celebrated  Spanish  General  Espartero  replied,  with  military  brevity : 
"  Life  is  a  battle-field  and  death  a  bullet — wait  till  the  bullet  strikes  you !" 
It  is  sad  to  reflect,  that  not  a  single  one  of  these  eminent  men  and  women 
had  faith  enough  to  direct  the  supposed  sufferer  to  the  Saviour  of  the 
world.  ' 

We  cannot  refrain  from  quoting,  in  this  connection,  an  amusing  anec- 
dote concerning  the  late  Duke  of  Wellington,  which  we  clip  fiom  an  old 
copy  of  the  "  (hurt  Journal"  though,  of  course,  we  deprecate  the  dis- 
honest manner  in  which  his  autograph  was  obtained  : 

**  It  is  well  known,  that  during  the  latter  years  of  the  lat«  Duke  of 
Wellington's  life,  it  was  next  to  impossible  to  coax  or  wheedle  his  auto- 
graph out  of  him.     A  lady  who  had  an  album  garnished  with  the  auto- 
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graphs  of  most  of  the  great  men  of  the  day,  hut  who  wanted  that  of  the 

*  great  captain/  mentioned  her  distress  to  the  late  Mr.  H .  and  a  few 

days  after,  he,  to  her  great  surprise  and  pleasure,  brought  her  a  note.  It 
ran  thus :  ^  Field  Marshal  the  i)uke  of  Wellington  never  ordered  a  pair 
of  braces  from  the  Messrs.  Simpkin.  If  F.  M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
had  ordered  the  articles  he  could  not  forget  it.  The  Duke  of  Wellington 
always  pays  for  his  braces.'  This  was  a  very  odd  document  for  a  lady's 
album,  but  its  authenticity  was  undoubted.  The  way  in  which  this  sin- 
gular note  was  elicted  was  this:  Mr.  H filled  up  one  of  the  bank- 
ruptcy court  forms,  and  signed  it,  informing  the  Duke  that  in  winding  up 
the  affairs  of  the  Messrs  Simpkin^  he  (the  assignee^  found  on  their  books 

the  sum  of  65.  %d ,  due  by  his  grace  for  a  pair  of  braces.     Mr.  H 's 

ruse  was  founded  on  pure  fiction,  but  it  succeeded ;  and  now,  in  a  certain 
lady*s  album,  may  be  seen  the  curious  note,  of  which  we  have  given  a  copy." 
Though  eminent  men  are  sometimes  annoyed  by  the  importunities  of 
autograph  collectors,  it  would  ^eem  as  though  they  ought  not  to  be  dis- 
pleased at  seeing  their  manuscripts  side  by  side  with  those  of  the  most 
celej^rated  persons  of  modern  times.  Such  must,  at  least,  have  been  the 
opinion  of  the  poet  John  G.  Saxe,  when  he  recently  wrote,  in  answer  to  an 
application  for  his  autograph  : 

**  My  autograph  I  'tie  pleasant  to  reflect, 

Although  the  thought  may  cost  a  single  sigh, 
That  what  a  banker  would  with  scorn  reject, 
Should  have  a  value  in  a  scholar's  eye." 

If  I  were  writing  for  the  benefit  of  young  collectors,  I  would  have 
much  more  to  siy,  with  reference,  especially,  to  the  purchase  of  auto- 
graphs at  public  sale,  and  the  kind  of  specimens  which  it  is  advisable  to 
collect;  but  as  such  things  would  prove  uninteresting  to  the  general 
reader,  they  must,  of  course,  be  excluded  from  an  article  like  the  present. 
It  is  enough  to  remark,  that  the  minutife  of  autography  have  been  elabo- 
rated to  such  a  degree  that  its  terminology  has  become  almost  as  intricate 
as  that  of  some  of  the  sciences.  Of  course  it  requires  patience  and  per- 
severance to  become  familiar  with  these  details,  but  it  must,  on  the  other 
hand,  be  remembered,  that  "  a  labor  of  love  is  always  light." 

*'  AUTOGRAPHIC    PHYSIOGNOMY." 

A  friend  at  my  elbow  wants  me  to  write  something  about  "  the  art  of 
reading  the  character  of  individuals  by  an  examination  of  their  hand- 
writing "  This  art  I  have  been  in  the  habit  of  calling  chiromancy, 
though  Webster  defines  the  latter  word  as  synonymous  with  palmistry, 
the  wicked  practice  of  pretending  to  tell  fortunes  by  examining  the  linea- 
ments of  the  hand.  If  Webster  is  right — and  I  presume  he  is — I  con- 
fess  myself  at  a  loss  for  a  word  by  which  to  designate  this  branch  of  my 
subject,  and  must,  therefore,  coin  a  term,  which,  for  the  want  of  a  better, 
shall  be  "autoi^raphio  physiognomy."  Some  of  the  Germans  have  called 
\t^^  chirogrcimmnlomantie^^*  but  I  hope  such  a  "jaw-breaker"  will  never 
be  introduced  into  the  English  language. 

This  is  a  difficult  subject,  and  perhaps  the  easiest  way  to  dispose  of  it 
would  be  to  say,  that  there  is  about  as  much  truth  in  it  as  in  physiogno- 
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lu J ;  but  then  the  questioa  would  arise,  How  much  truth  is  there  ia 
physiognomy  ? 

Lavater,  the  physiognomist,  was  of  course  a  warm  believer  in  the  art. 
He  says :  *'  It  may  be  laid  down  as  an  axiom^  that  no  member  of  the 
human  body  can  contradict  the  rest ;  there  is  no  patch-work  in  nature. 
Every  motion  and  gesture  is  modified  by  our  temperament  and  character. 
Every  act,  however  trifling,  is  an  external  manifestation  of  our  internal 
being;  so  that  we  may  agree  with  Sterne,  or  possibly  De  la  Bruyere,  in 
saying,  *  The  wise  man  does  not  even  hang  up  his  hat  like  a  fool.'"  In 
this  way  he  goes  on  to  show,  that  as  the  hand  is  capable  of  a  greater 
variety  of  movements  than  any  other  part  of  the  body,  these  movements, 
especially  as  they  occur  in  the  act  of  writing,  must  be  particularly  ex- 
pressive of  character  and  emotion.  In  short,  his  arguments  are  of  a 
similar  character  with  those  which  he  uses  so  freely  in  defence  of  physi- 
ognomy. 

The  illustrious  Groethe  says  in  a  letter  to  K.  Preusker,  dated  April 
20th,  1820 :  *^  There  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  a  man's  autograph  is 
greatly  influenced  by  his  temperament  and  modes  of  thought,  in  the  same 
way  as  his  voice,  gestures,  and  movements  must  be  in  harmony  with  his 
individuality.  Nevertheless,  we  have  only  an  indistinct  feeling  of  this 
truth,  not  a  clear  consciousness ;  and  while  it  may  be  safe  to  express  an 
opinion  in  single  instances,  it  will  not  do  to  lay  down  scientific  rules  for 
the  reading  of  character  from  manuscript  in  every  case.  I  have  myself 
a  considerable  collection  of  autographs,  which  I  often  contemplate  with 
great  pleasure ;  and  it  strikes  me,  that  every  person  who  directs  his  at- 
tention to  such  subjects  will  soon  acquire  a  degree  of  skill  which  will 
be  delightful  and  useful  to  himself,  though  he  may  find  it  difficult  to 
communicate  it  to  others." 

A  recent  German  writer,  Dr.  Q-unther,  of  Leipzig,  gives  extracts  from 
the  writings  of  a  large  number  of  authors,  who  have  given  their  opinion 
on  these  subjects,  most  of  whom  agree  with  Goethe  and  Lavater.  On  the 
other  hand  several  of  the  most  eminent  collectors  of  Germany  declare  the 
whole  thing  to  be  a  *' a  delusion,  like  Phrenology  and  Physiognomy." 

"  Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree  ?" 

The  present  writer  can  claim  no  skill  in  "  autographic  physiognomy,*' 
nor  has  he  much  confidence  in  it  as  an  art.  Men  of  genius,  it  is  said, 
generally  write  badly,  but  not  all  who  write  badly  are  men  of  genius.  It 
is,  of  course,  easy  to  know  the  writing  of  a  farmer  from  that  of  a  scholar; 
to  distinguish  between  the  autograph  of  a  lawyer  and  that  of  a  merchant. 
Moreover,  there  are,  I  doubt  not,  some  persons  who  can  generally,  by 
examining  an  autograph,  discover  the  temperament  of  the  writer.  Be- 
yond thiS;  I  plead  guilty  to  skepticism  as  to  the  pretensions  of  *^  chiro- 
mantists " — of  whom  there  are,  I  believe,  very  few  in  this  country. — 
except  where  previous  knowledge  of  the  writer  suggests  points  of  resem- 
blance between  his  character  and  chirography.  Nevertheless,  if  any  of 
my  readers  think  differently,  they  are  heartily  welcome  to  their  opinion, 
and  we  will,  I  trust,  agree  to  disagree. 
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BEABING  OUR  CROSS. 


BY   MARY    ELLEN. 


Ccut  tky  burden  upon  the  Lordy  and  He  thallntttatn  thee.     Ptalm  \v.  22. 

The  circnmstaDces  in  which  the  memhers  of  the  human  family  are 
placed,  vary  in  each  case.  No  one  can  find  his  exact  counterpart,  nor 
read  his  own  history  in  the  life  of  another.  Upon  each,  however,  there 
is  a  badge  affixed  which  denotes  a  common  destiny,  an  emblem,  proviog 
that  the  law  of  compensation  is  justly  executed. 

From  that  bitter  moment  when  Eve  pathetically  cried,  "  J^ust  I  leave 
thee,  Paradise  V*  down  to  the  hour,  when  the  Arch-angers  trump  shall 
sound  **  Time  was,  time  is,  but  time  shall  be  no  more,"  all  her  erring, 
apostate  children  shall  carry  this  universal  mark  of  brotherhood.  All 
have  sinned — all  must  bear  the  Cross.  The  infant  sobbing  in  its  mother's 
arms,  and  the  hoary-headed,  who  declare  the  grass-hopper  a  burden— each 
carries  the  sign  of  woo.     None  are  exempt. 

Our  cross  is  not  taken  up  by  chance.  It  was  appointed  us  in  the  coun- 
cils of  eternity.  "  To  soilie  God  gives  crosses  of  iron,  and  of  lead,  which 
are  overwhelming  in  themselves ;  some  He  forms  for  us  of  straw,  that  seem 
to  weigh  nothing,  and  yet  which  are  no  less  difficult  to  bear.  Some  He 
makes  of  gold  and  precious  stones.  And  it  is  not  for  us  to  prefer  the 
leaden  to  the  golden ;  but  to  prefer  that  our  Lord*s  blessed  will  may  be 
perfectly  done  in  us  and  by  us."  In  this  view  we  can  speak  of  "  Bearing 
our  Cross,"  feeling  that  it  will  find  a  response  in  every  breast  whether  it 
be  acknowledged  or  not — it  is  that  only,  in  which  all  are  equally  con- 
cerned. This  it  is  which  tries  our  characters  and  the  nature  of  the  hope 
that  is  within  us.  If  borne  with  murmuring,  the  burden  is  increased :  if 
one  cross  is  thrown  away,  a  heavier  one  takes  its  place. 

**  Take  up  the  cross  and  follow  me,"  are  the  words  of  our  Saviour,  the 
**  Model  Cross  Bearer,"  who,  for  our  sake,  had  not  one  moment's  respite 
from  the  anguish  of  His  Passion  or  Cross.  We  sometimes  show  a  will- 
ingness to  bear  a  burden,  but  we  would  choose  our  own — one  suited,  as 
we  suppose,  to  our  tastes  and  circumstances ;  one  bearing  a  greater  resem- 
blance to  that  of  our  neighbor,  which  to  us  may  seem  light.  Our  self- 
will  leads  us  thus  to  forget,  that  the  ''Yoke"  is  put  upon  us  by  One  per- 
fectly acquainted  with  our  frame,  who  remembers  we  are  dust;  by  the 
great  Architect  of  our  souls,  who  knows  exactly  wherein  our  weakness  lies 
and  how  to  apply  the  restraint ;  from  which,  good  Baxter  says,  we  must 
not  wish  to  draw  our  necks. 

When  asked  for  "  The  palm  branch,  the  robe  and  the  crown,"  He 
sometimes  shows  in  their  stead,  "  A  cross  and  a  grave."     *'  For  whom 
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the  Lord  loveth,  He  ohastenetliy  and  scourgetb  every  son  whom  He  re- 
ceiveth." 

Hence  from  one  He  sometimes  withdraws  the  light  of  His  countenance, 
for  a  season,  causing  such  to  cry  out  in  great  bitterness,  *^  They  have 
taken  away  my  Lord,  and  I  know  not  where  they  have  laid  Him."  Or  like 
Bunyan's  Pilgrim,  another  may  be  bowed  down  by  reason  of  the  weight  of 
sin,  which  presseth  so  heavily.  By  ill  health  he  often  causes  the  strong  man 
to  be  brought  low,  while  His  plans  lie  unfinished  ;  and  by  a  **•  Thorn  in 
the  flesh,"  He  leads  others  to  exclaim,  '*  Oh  wretched  man  that  I  am  I'' 
At  times  He  sends  the  chilling  blasts  of  poverty  to  sweep  over  the  dwel- 
ling of  a  disciple,  leaving  him  not  where  to  lay  his  head ;  or  sufi'ers 
riches  to  take  wings ;  and  like  them,  the  friends  of  sunshine  often  flee 
away. 

Wounded  affection,  with  all  its  withering  influences,  may  turn  inward 
— ^gnaw  the  heart  and  blight  the  life.  To  a  parent,  a  wayward,  thankless 
child,  often  gives  sorrow  "  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth,"  while  a  child 
in  turu;  oft  pines  beneath  the  scoffs  and  jeers  of  an  ungodly  fireside.  A 
yearning  soul  mourns  for  want  of  those  much  forgotten  blessings— the 
melting  eye  of  tenderness,  with  affection's  cheerful  voice — ^in  other  words, 
they  are  called  to  take  up  the  plaintive  lament,  "  Home  I  have  none .'" 
To  these  might  be  added  labors  and  self-denials  without  end. 

There  are  crosses  too,  of  an  inward  nature,  of  which  each  heart 
knoweth  its  own  bitterness.  No  doubt  we  often  impose  on  ourselves  bur- 
dens, which  our  Lord  never  intended  we  should  carry,  and  for  which  He 
has  not  promised  supporting  grace.  Hence  arise,  contentions,  discontent, 
ennui,  or  "  a  want  of  a  want,"  and  a  long  list  of  ills,  which  to  some,  are 
grievous  to  be  borne. 

It  has  been  asserted  that  our  sufferings  or  trials  are  in  proportion  to 
our  sensibilities.  The  feelings  of  some  may  be  so  cultivated  as  to  render 
them  as  sensitive  as  the  mimosa.  Therefore,  what  may  be  an  actual  cross 
to  one  may  fail  to  make  an  impression  on  another,  or  to  such  may  appear 
in  the  light  of  a  blessing.  "  The  very  sensibility  that  dreads  the  cross, 
is  thecancer  which  needs  the  surgeon's  knife."  Natural  disposition,  educa- 
tion and  our  surroundings  do  modify  our  crosses. 

The  "  Great  Cross  Bearer  "  is  not  unmindful  of  individual  infirmities  5 
but  turns  them  all  to  account.  In  this  connection  He  says  :  "  The  very 
hairs  of  your  head  are  all  numbered." 

A  woman  of  opulence,  being  an  invalid,  was  reclining  in  her  richly 
cushioned  chair,  in  which  she  had  been  placed,  in  order  that  she  mi^ht 
seek  the  invigorating  influences  of  the  bracing  country  air.  In  the  course 
of  her  ride  she  had  her  attention  drawn  to  the  buoyant  step  of  a  little 
peasant  girl,  tripping  by  the  coach.  How  ardently  she  longed  for  a  like 
elastic  gait,  in  comparison  with  which  her  luxury  appeared  to  her  as 
naught !  Think  vou  a  like  reflection  was  passing  in  the  mind  of  that 
poor  child  ?  Ah  I  no.  She  was  revolving  in  her  own  thoughts  how  very 
happy  she  would  be,  if  only  she  were  permitted  thus  to  ride  in  ease  and 
comfort,  instead  of  wending  her  weary  way,  by  reason  of  her  own  strength 
and  vigor.  In  thb  instance,  each  had  a  cross  which  she  would  have 
gladly  exchanged ;  provided,  she  could  retain  her  own  peculiar  blessings 
— or  keep  "  back  a  part  of  the  price." 
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A  prioce  ODoe  issued  a  proclamation,  in  which  he  invited  his  discoa- 
tented  subjects  to  assemble  at  a  given  point,  each  bringing  his  burden 
with  him.  All  were  then  commanded  to  cast  their  own  down,  and  the 
privilege  given  to  select  from  the  common  heap,  just  such  as  might  suit 
their  tastes  and  circumstances.  Great  was  the  consternation  of  those 
poor  deluded  mortals.  When  thus  left  to  decide  their  own  fate,  they 
found  no  cross  as  light  as  their  own — gladly  shouldering  it,  they  returned 
home,  having  ever  after  a  disposition  to  say,  '^  I  have  learned,  in  whatso* 
ever  state  I  am,  therewith  to  be  content.''  Just  so,  methinks  it  would  be 
with  us,  were  the  Prince  of  our  salvation  to  let  us  alone,  in  the  choice  of 
our  relations  in  life. 

Thomas  a  Kempis  left  us  judicious  counsel  when  he  said,  '*  Prepare 
thyself  to  bear  many  adversities  in  this  sorrowing  life ;  for  so  it  will  be 
with  thee  wheresoever  thou  art,  and  so  surely  thou  shalt  find  it  whereso- 
ever thou  hide  thyself." 

All  are  bearing  a  Cross;  it  is  of  Divine  appointment.  How  shall  we 
carry  it  ?  Alone  ?  Or  will  we  accept  the  help  of  Uim,  who  so  tende.rly 
says  to  us,  *'  Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord,  and  He  shall  sustain  thee,"  or 
bear  thee  up,  when  weary  ?  From  a  human  stand-point,  we  all  know 
what  it  is  to  be  sustained  when  ready  to  sink  from  any  oppression.  We 
then  thankfully  share  even  the  lightest  part  with  another.  It  has  been 
aptly  said,  that  Christ  places  on  His  own  shoulder  the  heaviest  end  of  the 
burden  He  imposes  on  us,  and  He  then  offers  to  sustain  us  with  the  re- 
mainder. 

"  Oh,  for  such  love,  let  rocks  and  hills, 
Their  lasting  silence  break  T' 

The  modes  of  carrying  the  cross  are  as  various  as  the  form  and  size 
of  the  "  Cross  "  itself.  One  drags  it  with  a  sullen  air — another  picks  it 
up  and  proudly  parades  it  after  the  manner  of  the  Pharisee.  An  effort  is 
sometimes  made  to  clip  away  a  portion,  and  thus  lighten  the  load — or  by 
falling  down  before  it  worship  it.  Others  hide  it  in  confusion  of  face  ; 
instead  of  honoring  the  badge,  and  having  shame  only  for  that  typified. 
Some  will  bear  a  cross,  but  they  prefer  not  to  follow  their  Lord  with  it. 
One  becoming  weary,  casts  it  down,  or  verily  tramples  it  beneath  his  feet. 
The  "  Great  Cross  Bearer  "  says  of  all  such — "  They  are  not  worthy  of  me." 

Of  all  the  graces  of  godliness — that  of  meekly  bearing  the  cross.  Just  as 
it  IS,  after  our  Lord,  until  the  end — is  that,  which  is  the  most  difficult  the 
Christian  is  called  to  exercise  himself  unto.  The  loveliest  characters  found 
in  every  community,  are  those  who  have  borne  rugged  crosses  patiently, 
submissively — not  in  stoicism  or  indifference.  As  our  Divine  Leader, 
such  may  faint  for  a  season,  but  finally  they  triumph,  through  Christ, 
who  strengtheneth  them.  We  all  have  doubtless  seen  such,  around  whose 
countenance,  there  actually  seemed  a  halo,  which  is  indescribable  and  hard 
to  understand,  were  it  not  that  light  comes  to  us  from  the  inspired  Word, 
telling  us  that  **  Wisdom  maketh  the  face  to  shine  " — that  such  are  as 
gold,  purified  seven  times.  They  bear  a  *'  mark  in  their  foreheads,"  which 
denotes  them  as  Christ*s  *^  Hidden  Ones."  It  is  light  proceeding  from 
the  Saviour's  Cross,  around  which  no  heart  grows  old. 

We  here  recall  one  of  the  faithful,  upon  whom  *^  Trial   has  succeeded 
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trial,  like  the  waves  of  the  Ocean."  Said  she  to  us, "  You  know  God  has 
not  spared  me — the  Cross  has  heen  laid  heavily  upon  me  all  the  three 
score  years  and  ten,  of  my  life  ;  hut  the  good  Lord  has  so  graciously  sup- 
ported me  all  the  while,  that  I  can  now  only  say,  '  Trust  Him  under  all 
circumstances/ ''  The  same  spirit  manifested  to  a  greater  degree — led 
Job  to  say,  "  Though  He  slay  me,  yet  will  I  trust  in  Him."  Surely  such 
complete  submission  is  not  of  our  own  stubborn  will ;  it  is  the  gift  of  God 
in  answer  to  a  life  of  prayer.     Only  then  can  the  Christian  say  : 

'*  Oh,  give  mei  the  heart  that  can  wait  and  be  still, 
Nor  know  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure,  but  TLine." 

Though  daily  called  upon  to  bear  our  cross,  it  alone  must  not  engross 
all  our  thoughts.  In  the  language  of  David,  we  must  cry,  ^'  Bless  the 
Lord,  0  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his  benefits" — present  good  and  mer- 
cies past.  It  was  once  our  privilege  to  enjoy  a  ride  on  the  ocean's  beach, 
in  company  with  a  heavenly-minded  woman,  widow  of  an  eminent  ser- 
vant of  God.  Remarking  the  immense  crowd,  at  this  time  enjoying  the 
pleasures  of  the  walk,  such  as  can  only  be  had  by  the  sea,  she  very  cheer- 
fully observed,  "  How  many  such  delightful  strolls  has  my  Heavenly 
Father  granted  me  in  former  days  !  Now  my  step  is  feeble,  and  I  can 
enjoy  no  more  such.  I  feel  thankful  for  the  past."  Her  manner  rather 
than  her  words  left  an  impression  in  her  Master's  favor. 

In  the  spirit  of  the  gospel,  our  crosses  are  our  greatest  temporal  bles- 
sings, to  illustrate  which,  a  more  than  ordinarily  earnest  Sunday  School 
Superintendent  called  to  his  aid  his  blackboard.  Ardently  he  then  in- 
quired of  his  teachers  and  pupils,  "  What  is  the  greatest  blessing  God 
bestows  upon  us  from  an  earthly  stand-point  ?"  The  long  list  of  our  daily 
mercies  were  promptly  rehearsed  and  just  as  rapidly  noted  down.  The 
devoted  Superintendent  shook  his  head.  Glances  from  all  directions 
plainly  said,  *'  We  have  recounted  them  all."  Still  not  the  greatest.  ' 
After  a  respectful^  interval — he  wrote  "  Suffering.'*  Every  countenance 
bespoke  surprise  and  seemed  lo  say,  **  can  it  be — is  suffering  our  greatest 
blessing  ?"  Even  so — their  worthy  leader,  being  a  prominent  physician 
of  the  town,  has  fully  witnessed  the  blessing,  and  then  testified  that 
through  the  cross  of  suffering,  we  reach  that  World  where  crowns  are 
given.  In  his  opinion,  he  has  the  support  of  him,  who  was  afler  our 
Lord's  own  heart.  Hear  his  testimony — "  Before  I  was  afflicted  I  went 
astray,  but  now  have  I  not  forgotten  Thy  law." 

How  differently  would  we  all  act  in  our  intercourse  with  each  other 
did  we  but  properly  consider  the  cross  under  which  each  labors.  It  may 
be  known  only  to  God.  It  is  not  always  they  who  speak  most  of  the 
burden  they  bear,  who  actually  feel  the  greatest  weight.  Those  there 
are  who  ne*er  pour  out  their  complaint,  save  into  the  ear  of  Ilim,  who  has 
invited  such  to  cast  their  burdens  upon  Him. 

If  as  "  Cross  Bearers"  in  our  families  and  congregations,  we  would 
strive  to  '^  Bear  one  another's  burdens,"  there  is  no  doubt  but  much  of 
the  weight  of  our  own  would  be  rolled  off.  Or  in  society  at  large — 'mid 
the  busy  thoroughfares  of  life,  could  we  but  lift  the  smiling  mask  and 
view  the  bleeding,  wounded  heart  beneath— or  pierce  the  brazen  helmet 
which  shields  for  shame,  a  Cross — we  would  at  least,   carry  about  with 
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us,  at  all  times,  a  respectful  mieu,  and  a  heart  all  alive  to  tbe  feelings  of 
others.     Amoug  whom,  there  may  he,  yea  are,  those  who  say  : 

"  The  way  seems  long,  dear  Leader,  and  my  feet 
Are  weary,  pressing  oft  those  thorns,  how  sweet, 
Methinks,  to  rest — this  heavy  Cross  remove; 
Thou  surely  need'st  not  thus  my  love  to  prove ; 

A  sweeter  than  an  angel's  voice,  whispers  to  such 

Rest  not,  weak  heart,  nor  lay  thy  burden  down ; 

For  earth's  short  rest,  would'st  lose  thy  Heavenly  crown  V' 

Thus  cheered  the  fainting  heart  replies : 

Onward,  dear  Jesus  I  safely  by  Thee  led, 
**  Faint  yet  pursuinpj,"  still  the  path  I'll  tread ; 

Gird  me  with  strength,  then  e'er  my  prayer  shall  be 
*'  Father,  e'en  to,  it  seemeth  good  to  Thee/' 


CHURCH  CHOIRS. 


BY   PERKIOMEN. 


The  chanting  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  soon  became  a  chief  part  in  the 
Temple  and  Synagogue  worship  of  the  Jews.  This  circumstance  must 
have  called  for  the  appointment  of  Choirs  and  Choristers,  as  we  surely  can- 
not suppose  all  the  Israelites  to  have  been  born  sweet  singers.  The  Le- 
vites  largely  supplied  this  room. 

The  Apostolic  and  Primitive  Christians  had  consequently  only  to  follow 
the  precedent  set  for  them,  in  this  respect.  We  have  satisfactory  evidence 
of  an  early  and  natural  flowing  over  of  this  element  of  religious  worship 
into  Christian  channels.  Jesus  and  His  Choir  sang  a  De  Pro/undis,  on 
^'  that  dark  and  doleful  night,''  as  both  Matthew  and  Mark  relate.  The 
seemingly  unmusical  and  rigidly  doctrinal  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  urges 
both  the  Ephesians  and  Colossians  to  edify  themselves  "  in  psalms,  and 
hymns  and  spiritual  songs,  singing  and  making  melody  in  their  heart  to 
the  Lord."  The  language  employed  iu  every  case  implies  a  familiarity 
with  the  theme,  rather  than  an  introduction  of  some  new  and  strange 
thing. 

It  is  asserted,  and  with  no  lack  of  proof,  that,  from  the  Apostolic  age, 
for  several  centurie;^,  the  whole  body  of  worshipers  united  in  singing, 
and  that  the  already  existing  Choristers  wdre  only  a  temporary  provision, 
to  regulate  and  restore  the  general  exercise  to  some  tolerable  degree  of 
harmony.  The  governing  usage  still  had  been,  for  the  whole  assembly  to 
join — a  fact  which  obliges  our  modern  Christians  to  step  backward,  in 
order  to  go  forward. 

Systems  of  Psalmody  and  Hymnology  were  early  introduced,  both  of 
an  easy  and  complicate  order.     The  Hymn  of  Clement  of  Alexandria  is 
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coDsidered  by  some  the  most  aDcient  specimea  of  the  Primitive  Church. 
Origen  says :  '*  We  sing  hymns  to  God  who  is  over  all,  and  to  His  only 
begotten  Son,  the  Word  and  God."  There  are  evident  causes,  why  so 
few  hymns  of  the  early  Christians  have  come  down  to  us.  They  were 
few  in  number — there  ought  not  to  be  near  so  many  in  use  now.  As 
Christ  attracted  many  poor  around  Himself,  the  great  mass  could  not 
afford  to  purchase  the  hymns  in  manuscript,  and  were  obliged  to  rely  on 
memory.  Consequently,  still  a  less  number  came  into  familiar  use.  We 
fancy  a  singing  from  memory  to  be  far  more  hearty  than  one  from  the 
book.  We  believe  it  easier  to  sing  a  hymn  from  the  heart  after  it  is  first 
planted  in  the  head.  Persecution  too  sifted  the  hymnology  of  the  early 
Christians  like  wheat. 

Much  doxology,  praise  and  thanksgiving  are  found  in  the  sparsely  re- 
maining specimens.  This  is  owing  to  the  fact,  that  the  existing  sects  of 
heretics  adapted  their  psalmody  to  their  peculiar  sentiments.  The  Or- 
thodox belief  was  consequently  embodied  to  neutralize  false  doctrines. 
Like  Creeds  and  Catechisms,  their  hymnology  was  made  to  contain  and 
express  a  summary  of  the  true  Christian  faith.  Hence,  as  an  antidote  to 
Arian  poison,  we  have  the  ever- recurring  ascriptions  to  the  Holy  Trinity. 
The  two  zealous  monks,  Flavian  and  Diodorus,  of  Antioch,  in  348,  intro- 
duced the  manner  of  singing  hymns  alternately,  and  of  concluding  each 
hymn  with,  "  Glorj/  be  to  the  Father ,  Son^  and  B.oly  Ghost;  as  it  waSy 
i&c.'^  Thus,  over  the  graves  of  the  Martyrs  (since  the  Arians  had  pos- 
session of  the  churches),  originated,  as  is  held  by  some,  what  is  now 
known  as  responsive  singing.  Theodoret  so  maintains,  though  Socrates 
attributes  it  to  Ignatius,  the  martyr,  who  having,  as  he  there  relates, 
heard  angels  in  a  vision  singing  the  divine  praises  alternately,  instituted  that 
manner  of  singing  in  the  church  of  Antioch.  From  this  quarter  the 
pious  custom  was  soon  spread  over  all  the  Eastern  and  Western  churches. 
St.  Ambrose  is  said  to  have  first  introduced  into  the  West  the  custom  of 
singing  Hymns  in  the  church. 

The  Clergy  originally  performed  the  singing  service,  along  with  all  the 
other  church  exercises.  They  surrounded  the  altar  and  chanted  the 
Psalms,  Hymns,  the  Gospel  and  Epistle,  from  which  the  term  Chorus — 
Chdir — originated,  which  means,  in  its  last  ground,  a  circle.  As  the  ser- 
vice multiplied,  the  singing  devolved  by  degrees  on  the  Pastor's  assistants 
and  other  officers  of  the  congregation.  Gradually  the  Chorister  rose  to  a 
marked  prominence,  and  stood  next  to  the  Pastor.  Psalmista — Psalmis- 
tanus  and  Cantor^  was  he  named  in  the  Latin  Church.  His  associates 
became  known  as  the  psalmi  pronuntiatores — leaders.  It  was  their  chief 
task  to  begin,  and  so  to  conduct  the  melody,  that  all  the  worshipers  might 
easily  unite  their  voices  in  harmony.  Had  the  Chorister  ventured  to  intro- 
duce any  novel  air,  or  half-religious  round-e-lay,  it  would  doubtless  have  cost 
him  his  place.  But  such  a  rigorous  discipline  (alas !)  no  longer  exists. 
His  whole  office  is  thus  defined  :  pertinet  ad  psalmistam^  ojlcium  canen- 
diy  dicene  henedictionesy  laudes,  sacrijicium,  responsoria,  et  quid  quid  per- 
tinet ad  canendi peritiam.  Though  not  ordained,  the  Chorister  was  com- 
missioned by  the  Presbyter,  and,  after  the  IVth  Council  of  Carthage,  in 
these  words  :  ^'  See  that  what  thou  singest  with  thy  mouth,  thou  be- 
lievest  also  with  thy  heart ;  and  that  what  thou  believest  with  thy  heart, 
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thou   confirmest  in   thy  life."     Most  excellent   installation   words,  we 
think. 

Schools  of  sacred  music  were  estahlished  as  early  as  the  Vlth  Century, 
and  gradually  spread  over  Europe.  Gregory,  the  Great,  patronized  them 
largely.  In  such  institutions  the  famous  Gregorian  Chant  originated — a 
plain  but  becoming  system  of  Congregational  singing,  in  which  choir  and 
people  united.  The  Principal  of  such  a  school  became  more  and  more 
celebrated,  and  was  known  as  an  Archicantor  ecchsise  Romanse. 

The  readers  of  German  parentage,  as  well  as  those  of  an  older  Penn- 
sylvania German  ancestry,  can  readily  understand  and  appreciate  all  this 
accorded  honor  to  the  officer  in  question.  They  still  remember  the  hon- 
orable position  which  the  "  Schulmaeschfer"  or  "  vor-sinf/er''  held  in  the 
congregation.  His  home  was  by  the  church.  The  School-House  stood 
on  sacred  ground.  A  good  part  of  the  year  he  taught  the  children  of  the 
parish.  He  taught  Prayers,  Ilymns  and  the  Catechism — as  well  as  the  rudi- 
ments of  a  secular  education.  He  was  the  right-hand  and  next  best  man 
to  the  Pastor,  in  those  days  of  Parochial  schools.  Many  such  a  school- 
master grew  into  a  Minister  too.  The  good-spirited  and  now  sainted  Dr. 
Bibighaus  went  right  over  from  such  an  honorable  height  into  the  minis- 
try— nor  does  God  want  much  better  servants,  as  a  rule,  than  Dr.  Bibig- 
haus proved  to  be. 

And  the  singing  of  those  primitive  and  later  days,  as  compared  with 
what  must  often  be  endured  now,  can  best  be  described  by  one  of  old 
j3^sop's  Fables,  which  is  not  much  known,  and  may  therefore  be  given 
entire,  as  illustrative  of  our  musical  taste  :  ^'  A  trial  of  skill  in  singing 
being  agreed  on  between  the  cuckoo  and  the  nightingale,  the  ass  was 
chosen  as  umpire.  After  each  had  done  his  best,  the  sagacious  judge  de- 
clared, that  the  nightingale  had  sung  extremely  well,  but  for  a  good  plain 
song,  the  cuckoo  was  his  superior."  Many  are  ready  to  adopt  that  ver- 
dict, asinine  though  it  be. 

From  the  position  originally  occupied  by  the  Chorister^  and  his  associ- 
ates, in  the  Church,  as  already  intimated,  we  have  the  now  familiar  but 
little  understood  term — "  Choir."  The  chorus  was  the  inner  portion  of 
the  sacred  edifice,  which  had  been  appropriated  to  the  Clergy.  Though 
known  also  as  the  Bema  (an  elevated  platform),  and  as  the  sanctum 
(because  the  sacred  rites  were  performed  therein V  it  was  likewise  called 
the  "  Chorus*^  because  the  singing  was  there  conaucted,  whilst  encircling 
the  altar.  The  entire  space  was  separated  from  the  body  of  the  church 
by  a  net- work,  (cancelli),  and  became  known  as  the  chancel. 

But,  like  many  other  sound  and  healthy  terms,  our  *^  Choir"  has  be- 
come wholly  conventional.  Why  must  every  other  leading  act  of  worship 
be  conducted  in  the  fore-front  of  the  church — within  the  Chancel,  and 
near  the  altar — save  the  singing  only  ?  Why  crowd  that  out,  and  back, 
and  up — clear  up  in  the  sky-loft — against  the  lowering  ceiling — almost 
into  the  belfry?  Will  any  one  oblige  us  by  rendering  a  reason  r  We  do 
not  know  whether  we  could  feel  devotional  enough  up  there  to  worship 
at  all.  Some  pretend  to  tell  us,  there  is  very  little  of  it  done  in  the  eccle- 
siastical garret.  But  many  other  and  altogether  unbecoming  things  are 
done  in  it — whispering^  talking,  laughing,  game-making,  soaking  troches, 
passing  an  occasional  hillet'doux,  relating  the  experiences  of  the  past  week, 
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anticipatiDg  those  of  the  comiDg  one,  tarning  the  back  on  the  Gospel 
and  the  Altar,  letting  down  the  lights,  leaving  the  church  sljly  and 
slyly  returning  again,  in  time  to  perform,  and  having  ^  a  good  time'  gen- 
erally in  very  many  other  ways.  Dr.  G once  piled  a  whole  hour  full 

of  eloquence  on  the  backs  of  his  choir  functionaries — without  effect, 
however,  as  such  characters  are  not  very  sensitive  in  that  part,  unless 
King  Solomon's  oblong  instrument  be  iapplied.  But  when  their  turn 
came,  they  too  turned  and  actually  sang  right  well.  We  once  read  a 
Hymn ;  during  that  while  the  Chorister  lay  doubled  up  in  a  corner,  divid- 
ing his  body  between  the  wall  and  bench.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  did 
he  sluggishly  rise — rubbed  his  eyes — moved  slowly  to  what  was  unfortu- 
nately his  post — commenced  a  series  of  pitchings,  soundings  and  tunings, 
and  at  last  started  in  with *  Old  Hundred  V 

Another  unfortunate  young  man,  w&  know  of,  would  stand  in  the 
choir-lofb,  during  the  singing  service,  and  remain  ip  the  near  groggery, 
over  the  sermon.  We  often  heard  it  remarked,  that  '*  he  could  sing  bass 
as  out  of  a  hogshead .''  Perhaps  it  was  because  ho  had  already  drank  one 
or  two  of  them  in  his  short  life-time. 

Now,  as  a  rule,  our  choir  members  are  a  respectable  and  pious  cla^s  of 
Christians  ',  but  we  all  know  that  there  are  numerous  exceptions.  We 
question  whether  these  latter  characters  would  exist  at  all,  or  existing, 
would  venture  on  such  profanation,  were  they  not  driven  up  into  a  dark 
attic.  It  is  only  when  swallows  are  lined  along  the  eaves,  that  they 
twitter,  titter  and  chirp.  Bring  them  down  around  the  Pulpit  and  Altar, 
into  the  sanctum  sanctorum^  where  the  odor  of  sanctity  will  cover  and 
influence  them,  and  we  will  bail  all  for  good  behavior — far  rather,  at  all 
events,  than  when  crowded  into  a  sort  of  upper-story  vestibule.  The  most 
reverential  indwellers  of  the  Cathedral  are  the  Priest's  subordinates — the 
little  waiting  boys  about  the  Altar.  The  most  devout  minds  will  have 
their  devotion  dissipated  amid  such  surroundings  as  are  too  often  found 
in  choir-attics.  "  Why  are  you  no  longer  in  the  choir,  Mrs.  Green  ?" 
said  we  once  to  a  good  singer  and  pious  woman.  *'I  have  lefl  the  choir 
forever !"  said  she.  "  Neither  will  I  suffer  my  daughter  to  enter  it.  I 
go  to  church  to  worship,  and  I  hold  that  it  is  impossible  to  do  so  in  choirs, 
as  they  are  generally  constituted."  This  is  severe  testimony,  and  given 
as  against  oneself.  A  good  authority  tells  us,  that  evil  communications 
corrupt  good  manners — morals^  perhaps — and  whilst  we  know  of  many 
honorable  and  devout  spirits  who  go  up,  with  the  best  intentions  to  be 
good  and  do  good,  we  still  do  not  believe  that  the  precept  loses  its  force, 
even  on  such. 

None  are  ready  to  confer  higher  honor  on  those,  who  enter  the  place  to 
render  praise  comely  and  adorn  the  beauties  of  holiness,  than  we  are.  We 
have  no  sympathy  with,  and  protest  against  the  '*  No  choir''  cry.  Before 
we  took  an  inside  view  of  church  choirs,  we  looked  longingly  up  towards 
their  elevated  quarters,  as  to  a  little  heaven,  filled  with  angels.  Our  boy- 
soul  longed  to  soar  and  be  with  them.  But  (alas  1)  we  know  that  we  are 
speaking  the  thoughts  of  all  earnest  minds,  when  we  pronounce  it  the 
poorest  of  all  places  in  the  Sanctuary,  to  worship  God,  who  is  a  spirit,  ^  in 
spirit  and  in  truth.*  The  history  of  a  choir  is  not  generally  a  beautiful 
one.     Their  isolated  position  leads  them  to  think  themselves  likewise  in- 
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dependent,  as  it  were,  of  the  congregation — wliich  is  but  too  true,  in  fact. 
Thus  wholly  self-exi»tent  and  unmoored — aloof,  and  beyond  the  reach  of 
church-discipline,  as  a  choir — what  can  be  expected  but  a  constant  re- 
curring of  confu-jion  and  disorder  ?  If  the  biography  of  a  choir  were 
written — and  one  would  answer  for  all — it  would  present  a  series  of  ups 
and  downs,  of  ebbs  and  flows,  of  waxings  and  wanings,  of  quarrels  and 
makings  up,  of  poutings  and  coaxings,  of  breakings  up  and  startings  de 
novoy  of  a  full  choir  and  no  choir  at  all.  An  old  Priest  remarked  :  **  The 
only  way  for  me  to  preserve  a  choir,  I  find,  is  to  maintain  a  Parochial 
school  and  teach  the  children  the  Church  Anthems,  Chants  and  Hymns. 
That  affords  me  an  angelic  choir  from  generation  to  generation :  for  the 
children  sing  very  beautifully.*'  The  good  man  is  doubtless  in  the  right; 
but  he  forgets  that  some  things  may  be  done  in  one  position ^  which  are 
impossible  in  another. 

As  a  still  further  illustration  of  the  independency  of  modern  church 
choirs,  take  the  following  incident,  for  which  we  vouch  : — 

A  certain  chorister  and  his  troupe  (of  no  mean  ability,  professionally), 
attended  a  musical  Festival.  He/  asked  permission  to  change  the  pro- 
gramme, in  so  far  as  to  have  the  privilege  of  performing  his  allotted  task 
somewhat  earlier  in  the  day,  because  he  had  another  engagement  for  the 
evening.  His  request  was  granted,  and  off  went  the  chorister  and  his 
posse,  to  accompany  a  country  dance  with  their  voices  and  instruments. 
This  was  on  a  Saturday  night  too.  When  asked,  whether  such  conduct 
were  allowed,  the  chief  replied :  **  Why !  Our  Pastors  don't  say  a  word 
— far  less,  the  members !"  We  know  of  choir  members  who  are  regularly 
00^  the  boards  at  every  rural  *  frolic,'  and  just  as  regularly  in  the  gallery 
seats  on  a  Sunday.  No  matter  how  much  of  a  hoddy  doddy  the  character 
may  be,  if  he  be  but  something  of  a  singer,  the  doors  are  thrown  open  for 
him,  and  he  is  invited  to  take  a  seat  in  the  choir.  And  if  once  in,  he 
may  sin,  provided  only  he  sing. 

In  order  to  remedy  the  evil,  in  part  at  least,  we  suggest,  that  churches 
be  built,  in  future,  after  such  a  manner  as  to  bring  the  choir  and  organ 
within  the  chancel — around  the  Altar  and  Pulpit,  and  in  the  full,  open 
eye  of  the  congregation. 

We  further  suggest,  that  the  choir — whether  seated  in  the  Gallery  or 
Chancel — be  placed  as  fully  under  the  control  of  the  Presbyterium,  as  are 
the  other  interests  of  the  congregation.  None  ought  to  enter  or  remain 
in  the  choir,  unless  duly  admitted  and  approved  by  those  who  hold  the 
keys.  Let  them  feel  and  know  that  they  are  the  employees  of  the  con- 
gregation, and  not  mere  amiteur  volunteers — that  their  services  are  ap- 
preciated— that  they  are  not  ignored,  but  cared  and  provided  for  by 
those,  under  whom  they  serve,  as  much  so  as  all  other  interests  and 
officers;  but  let  it  be  known  and  felt  too,  that  the  choir  deportment  will 
be  expected  to  square  with  the  general  order  and  regimen  of  God's 
house. 

We  find  fault  too,  and  would  correct,  if  we  could,  the  false  aim  which 
church  choirs  very  generally  set  before  themselves.  Scarcely  is  an  organi- 
zation effected,  when  the  most  novel  and  intricate  music  is  secured  and 
tried.  An  inexcusable  ambition  lies  at  the  bottom  of  all  such  effort.  If 
all  the  members  of  the  corps  were  so  highly  gifted  in  the  art,  as  to  be 
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sible  to  perform  such  airs  without  sacrificing  the  idea  of  worship  in  toto, 
we  might  then  not  object.  But  ia  what  church  choir  will  you  find  all  the 
members  to  be  such  connoisseurs  f  If  it  can  only  be  done  with  great 
straining,  and  at  the  cost  of  devotion,  much  better  let  all  such  intricacies 
lie  over  for  the  concert  and  entertainment,  which  might  be  held^  say  quar- 
terly in  the  church.  The  time-honored  and  familiar  church-tunes  can  be 
breathed  as  easily  and  naturally  as  a  bird  warbles  its  notes,  and  devotion- 
ally  besides.  Lot  no  one  think  that  these  are  not  capable  of  a  most  happy 
execution.  Most  of  the  ancient  melodies — like  Creeds  and  Litanies  and 
Prayers — have  never  yet  been  fully  and  finally  fathomed.  Some  of  our 
nibblers  at  Mozart,  Handel  and  others^  would  be  sorely  puzzled  to  lead  off 
in  some  Grandfather  air.  They  remind  us  of  a  balloon,  which  can  fly^ 
but  not  walk.  It  has  wings,  but  no  legs.  If  there  must  be  a  safety-valve 
to  let  off  extra  musical  force,  let  the  "Introductory,"  and  **  Voluntary/' 
during  the  collection  of  Alms,  answer  for  that.  But,  in  the  main,  hold 
fast  to  the  standard  tunes.  No  choir  need  be  ashamed  to  be  ever  and 
ever  endeavoring  to  improve  on  the  Te  Deum,  Gloria  in  Excelsis,  Old 
Hundred,  "  Es  isf  geunssb'ch  an  der  Zeit/*  &c.  Such  airs  ought  to  be  ■ 
the  choir's  daily  bread.  We  never  give  up  bread,  even  though  we  live 
not  by  that  alone.  And  no  danger  of  doing  them  ever  too  well.  What 
was  our  surprise  to  find  poor  *  Blind  Tom'  excelling  all  the  executions  of 
Old  Hundred  we  had  ever  before  heard.  If  church  choirs  would  aim 
more  towards  the  solid,  the  useful,  and  the-  worshipful,  they  might  ac- 
complish far  more  good,  and  spare  themselves  much  time,  labor  and 
anxiety,  and  secure  a  more  pleasant  and  enduring  history.  No  body  can 
exist  in  constant  strain  and  excitement.  Water  seeks  its  own  level,  and 
80  will  choirs  collapse  and  fall  to  the  ground,  from  whence  they  sprung, 
after  they  have  tarried  for  a  time  in  ornamental  clouds.  That  is  one  rea- 
son why  choirs  are  short-lived  and  need  a  frequent  moulting. 

Much  ado  is  made  of  "  hired"  singers.  We  have  no  objections  to  file 
against  the  custom.  We  would  just  as  soon  pay  for  good  music  rendered 
in  the  Sanctuary,  as  in  Concert  Hall  or  the  Academy  of  Music.  Yea, 
lather,  since  we  have  not  only  the  edification  and  the  entertainment,  but 
the  worship  to  boot.  No  good  choir  ought  to  be  asked  to  labor  gratui- 
tously. This  *•  laborer  is  worthy  of  his  hire"  too.  The  ancient  church 
liberally  remunerated  her  Archioantors  and  Cantors.  So  did  the  German 
Fathers,  and  so  do  their  Pennsylvania  German  descendants.  The  Vtr- 
singer  and  Schulmaeschter  have  their  home  and  living,  as  well  as  the 
Pastor.  And  could  we  bring  it  about,  we  would  have  an  annual  entertain- 
ment given  by  the  choir,  and  oblige  every  one  of  the  Congregation  to  pay 
twenttf'fioe  cents  admittance,  or  a  like^ne  for  non-attendance — all  for  the 
choir's  benefit  I 

It  is  not  because  we  undervalue  ohuroh  choirs,  that  we  have  written 
seemingly  bitter  things.  Our  aim  is  to  induce  the  churches  to  slough  off 
all  the  demoralizing  elements,  and  to  restore  it  to  its  proper  character  and 
position.  We  want  it  to  be  again  what  it  had  been — ^a  co-operating  and 
fellow- officiating  institution  with  the  ministry,  in  the  sanctuary.  Nor  do 
we  believe  it  to  be  a  hopeless  task.  There  are  worthy  hearts  and  voices  in 
every  congregation — material  of  which  to  build  such  a  choir,  as  soon  as 
the  church  will  own  and  foster  such  an  institution  in  a  proper  way.    Let 
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but  the  church  awako  from  her  long  sleep,  in  this  respect,  and  this  work 
may  and  will  be  done. 

But,  let  the  choir  be  merely  endured  as  a  sort  of  ornamental  fixture, 
over  an  uncomely  worship,  or,  as  spice  in  an  unsavory  series  of  prayers 
and  sermons ;  let  the  Pastor  but  condescendingly  tolerate  them  who  com- 
pose it,  as  his  little  band  of  wild  Egyptians;  let  the  congregation  speak  of 
the  interest,  as  a  not  ugly,  to  be  sure,  but  still  not  vital  organ  either,  to 
the  body  at  large ;  let  such  a  Jew-andSamaritan  relation  continue  to  in- 
dent itself  still  deeper,  and  it  is  easy  to  see,  that  the  melodious  echoes  of 
sweet  sounds  will  by  no  means  atone  for  the  improprieties  and  sins  which 
necessarily  result  from  its  semi-foreign  position.  As  long  as  the  '  prose- 
lytes of  the  gate'  are  not  fully  initiated,  we  dare  not  look  for  an  entire 
:  cny  of  heart  and  voice. 


POTHINUS,  BLANDINA  AND  THE  OTHER  MABTYES 
OF  LYONS. 


From  Adolf  Monod. 


BY  L.   H.   S. 


The  Lord  who  said :  Whosoever  doth  not  bear  his  cross,  and  come  after 
Me,  cannot  be  My  disciple ;  also  said  by  the  mouth  of  one  of  His  Apostles : 
Yea,  and  all  that  will  live  godly  in  Christ  Jesus  shall  suffer  persecution. 
Indeed  there  has  been  no  period  in  history  when  the  true  disciples  of 
Jesus  Christ  have  been  free  from  the  hatred  of  the  world.  This  hatred, 
however,  assumes  different  shapes  in  different  periods.  The  believing 
Church  has  days  of  rest,  like  those  in  which  we  live,  when  the  Lord  ex- 
empts her  from  trials  and  vouchsafes  prosperity ;  but  she  has  also  days  of 
unrest  when  the  Lord  delivers  her  over  to  all  the  violence  of  her  enemies, 
in  order  to  make  manifest,  not  only  the  infernal  wickedness  of  the  spirit 
that  pervades  her  opponents,  but  also  the  power  of  grace  which  is  effective 
during  these  fiery  trials.  More  than  once  have  such  troublous  but  glorious 
days  broken  in  upon  the  Church ;  Satan  has  stirred  up  successively 
heathen  Home  in  opposition  to  the  labors  of  the  holy  Apostles,  and 
Christian  or  pretended  Christian  Rome  in  opposition  to  the  labors  of  the 
blessed  Reformers.  From  time  to  time  such  bloody  pages  are  to  be  found 
in  history,  and  it  is  well  for  us  to  peruse  them,  so  that  we  may  rightly 
value  the  peace  which  we  enjoy,  we  who  *'  have  not  yet  resisted  uoto 
blood,  striving  against  sin,"  and  be  ready,  if  God  so  calls  us,  to  offer  up 
our  blood  for  Him,  should  He  perhaps  count  us  ripe  enough  for  such 
temptations,  and  worthy  of  such  honor ! 

In  no  land  has  the  rage  of  the  old  Deceiver  been  shown  more  fiercely 
than  in  France.  This  has  been  particularly  the  case  in  the  southern  por- 
tion, especially  in  its  chief  city  of  Lyons.     Lyons,  so  celebrated  among 
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the  cities  of  this  great  country  on  account  of  its  antiquity  and  importknoe, 
so  happily  situated  on  the  hanks  of  two  rivers  (Saone  and  Khone))  has 
heen  more  than  once  the  key  of  the  evangelization  of  France  and  of  a 
portion  of  Europe,  just  as  it  was  the  key  of  their  civilization  and  com- 
merce. The  blows,  that  this  city  and  its  neighborhood  received  in  the 
plans  of  the  great  Adversary,  were  felt  to  the  extremeat  confines  of  the 
large  territory,  of  which  Lyons  was  the  natural  centre.  A  fearful  illus- 
tration of  this,  although  one  at  the  same  time  encouraging  to  our  faith, 
marked  the  introduction  of  the  Gospel  into  Gallia,  when  in  the  year  177, 
Pothinus,  the  first  Bishop  of  Lyons,  underwent  martyrdom  along  with  a 
large  number  of  the  members  of  the  two  Churches  of  Lyons  and  Vienne 
(Dauphiny).  We  give  a  brief  account  of  this  martyrdom  drawn  from  a 
contemporaneous  document,  one  of  the  most  precious  that  has  descended 
to  us  from  Christian  antiquity,  namely  a  letter  sent  by  the  Churches  in 
Lyons  and  Vienne  to  those  in  Asia  and  Phrygia  (probably  written  by 
Irenseus,  who  followed  Pothinus  as  Bishop  of  Lyons),  which  has  been 
preserved  by  Eusebius  in  his  Church-history,  Book  V,  Chapters  I  and  II. 
We  have  not  sufl&cient  room  to  present  the  whole  of  this  letter,  although 
it  is  wholly  permeated  with  a  true  apostolic  spirit^  but  we  will  sufi'er 
this  most  venerable  witness  to  tell  the  main  facts  of  our  story. 

Men  and  women — servants  of  the  Lord  J^us,  who  belonged  to  both 
these  Churches  and  had  already  undergone  many  sufferings,  were  brought 
before  the  Governor  of  the  Province  in  the  public  square,  and  there  pub- 
licly examined  by  him.  He  treated  them  so  harshly,  that  Epagathus,  a 
young  Christian  standing  by  during  the  examination,  although  not  known 
as  such,  SLfiked  permission  to  say  a  word  and  to  vindicate  the  innocence  of 
his  brethren.  .  After  he  had  confessed  his  faith,  the  Judge  was  pleased  to 
include  him  among  the  martyrs — calling  him  in  derision  the  Christian's 
advocate.  Such  an  example  induced  other  Christians  also  to  come  out 
from  among  the  heathen,  with  whom  they  had  heretofore  been  associat- 
ing. New  arrests  still  further  increased  the  number  of  confessors  of 
Christ,  while  the  fury  of  the  populace  and  of  the  authorities  was  most 
intensely  aroused  by  the  baseless  and  calumnious  statements  that  fear 
extracted  from  heathen  slaves,  who  had  been  thrust  into  prison  along 
with  their  Christian  masters.  The  most  terrible  tortures  were  resorted 
to  with  the  view  of  shaking  if  possible  the  firmness  of  the  martyrs. 

Some  of  them— among  those  who  had  just  renounced  heathenism — were 
brought  to  the  test  without  being  suitably  armed  for  it,  or  rather  without 
being  sufficiently  penetrated  with  a  sense  of  their  own  weakness.  Such 
succumbed;  ten  Christians  renounced  their  faith.  This  was  a  source  of 
general  sorrow  to  the  Church,  which  trembled  at  the  thought  of  an  in- 
crease of  the  apostates. 

Most,  however,  remained  unshaken,  despite  the  infernal  arts  which  the 
heathen,  in  the  hope  of  eventually  overcoming  them,  showed  in  the  in- 
vention and  intensification  of  tortures.  What  a  terrible  manifestation  of 
the  natural  wickedness  of  man  and  his  bitter  hatred  for  divine  trath  was 
furnished;  when  the  executioner,  the  people  and  the  authorities  were 
occupied  whole  days  and  nights,  employing  all  their  faculties  in  the  in- 
vention of  a  martyrdom,  which  might  exceed  its  predecessors  in  horror, 
and  be  more  successful  in  wresting  from  their  victims  a  word  of  apostacy 
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or  unfaithfulness  !  But  wbat  a  manifest  indication  of  the  grace  of  the 
invisible  Grod  was  shown ,  when  these  victims^  one  after  another,  men  and 
women,  old  men,  young  men  and  maidens,  yea,  even  children,  challenged 
the  might  and  craft  of  their  enemies,  remained  firm  amid  manifold  suffer- 
ings, and  answered  their  persecutors  only  with  modest  but  invincible  con- 
fessions of  their  faith  I  All  this  was  sbown  in  the  persecution  of  Lyons. 
One  or  two  examples  of  these  we  now  give,  although  it  may  be  repulsive 
to  depict  such  scenes  of  borror. 

"  The  blessed  Pofhvius,  who  presided  then  over  the  Church  at  Lyons, 
possessing  the  migbt  of  a  youthful  and  powerful  spirit  in  a  body  broken 
down  by  age,  was  seized  by  the  soldiery  and  brought  before  the  tribunal. 
The  near  prospect  of  martyrdom  caused  an  expression  of  joy  to  diffuse 
itself  over  his  countenance.  His  body  weakened  by  the  great  weight  of 
his  years  and  a  recent  sickness  only  kept  his  soul  from  the  everlasting 
union  with  Christ.  A  large  crowd  of  people  was  collected,  who  raised  a 
great  cry  against  him  and  overwhelmed  him  with  insults,  being  as  much 
enraged  against  him  as  though  he  were  Christ  Himself.  When  the 
Governor  asked  him  who  was  the  God  of  the  Christians,  he  replied,  de- 
spite the  revilings  which  he  foresaw  would  be  provoked,  *  that  any  one 
might  know  Him,  as  soon  as  he  was  worthy.'  For  this  he  was  over- 
whelmed with  abuse.  Those,  who  stood  near  him,  unmindful  of  his  age, 
struck  him  violent  blows, — those  at  a  distance  threw  any  thing  at  him 
that  their  hands  could  seize ;  and  Pothinus,  with  but  a  breath  of  life  left 
in  him,  was  carried  to  prison,  where  he  died  two  days  afterwards." 

"  Sanetus,  a  native  of  Vienne  and  a  Deacon  of  the  Church  in  Lyons, 
endured  unheard  of  tortures  with  extraordinary  patience.  The  heathen 
flattered  themselves  that  by  repeated  tortures  they  might  wrest  some  un- 
becoming expressions  from  him,  but  he  endured  their  cruelty  with  a 
firmness  which  nothing  could  overcome.  To  every  question  addressed 
him,  he  answered  :  *  I  am  a  Christian  :'  this  title  served  him  in  the 
place  of  name,  country  and  position, — answered  him  for  all ;  and  no  other 
answer  could  be  wrung  from  him.  The  Governor  and  the  Executioner 
could  not  restrain  themselves  for  rage.  After  all  the  ingenious  tortures 
which  they  could  devise  had  been  employed,  they  applied  iron  rods  heated 
to  a  white  heat  to  the  most  sensitive  portions  of  his  body,  but  sustained 
by  the  power  of  grace  the  martyr  persevered  in  his  confession  of  faith. 
His  body  was  so  bruised  and  covered  with  wounds,  that  it  lost  the  appear- 
ance of  a  human  being.  Jesus  Christ,  whom  they  persecuted  in  him, 
had  made  him  an  excellent  instrument  to  triumph  over  the  Fiend,  and  to 
show  that  there  can  be  no  pain  which  man  cannot  endure,  if  it  conduce  to 
His  glory.  Some  days  afterwards  the  martyr  was  exposed  to  a  new  test : 
the  executioners  were  engaged  in  applying  fire  and  iron  again  to  the 
wounds  still  highly  inflamed ;  they  hoped  either  to  wear  out  his  constancy 
or  to  end  his  life,  and  in  this  way  to  intimidate  the  other  Christians. 
Their  hope  was  deceived.  In  fact,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  spectators, 
strength  seemed  to  be  again  restored  to  the  martyr's  body,  and  freedom  of 
motion  to  his  limbs." 

A  few  days  later  Sanetus  with  his  friend  Maturus,  who  had  endured 
torture  equally  well,  were  brought  to  the  amphitheatre  to  be  exposed  to 
the  wild  beasts.     "  Having  been  first  cruelly  scourged,  they  were  then 
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given  over  to  the  furious  animals,  who  dragged  them  around  the  amphi- 
theatre. But  they  suffered  also  other  forms  of  martyrdom,  at  the  plea- 
sure of  the  people,  who  demanded  that  they  should  he  tortured  at  one 
time  in  one  way  and  at  another  in  another.  At  length  the  heathen  re- 
solved to  seat  them  upon  an  iron  chair  that  had  been  raised  to  a  white 
heat.  The  intolerable  stench,  which  proceeded  from  the  burning  flesh, 
£ar  from  moderating  the  rage  of  the  populace  only  heightened  it.  Nothing 
else  could  be  drawn  from  the  lips  of  Sanctus  other  than  his  first  confession : 
^  I  am  a  Christian.^  After  he  had  suffered  for  a  long  time  with  Matu- 
rus,  both  were  strangled." 

The  Lord  remembered  to  be  merciful  towards  the  few  weak  youths, 
who  had  apostatized  through  fear  of  martyrdom ;  who  among  us  would 
dare  to  cast  the  first  stone  at  them  ?  Among  these  a  woman,  named  Bi- 
blis,  was  first  reestablished  in  the  faith.  Not  content  with  her  renuncia- 
tion of  the  faith,  the  heathen  wished  to  compel  her  to  bring  false  charges 
against  her  brethren,  and  she  was  put  to  the  torture.  But  the  very  ex- 
cessiveness  of  their  malice  caused  them  to  lose  the  fruit  of  it.  Weak  but 
truthful,  Biblis  would  not  consent  to  speak  evil  of  the  Church ;  the  pain 
of  the  tortures  to  which  she  was  exposed  directed  her  thoughts  to  the  un- 
ending torments  of  hell ;  she  awoke  as  from  a  deep  sleep,  gave  God  the 
honor,  and  acquired  for  herself  the  crown  of  martyrdom. 

With  the  other  apostates  the  Lord  employed  still  other  means  to  lead 
them  back  to  Him.  The  treacherous  executioners  threw  them  into  prison 
along  with  their  brethren,  made  them  partake  of  their  sufferings,  and 
taunted  them  bitterly  on  account  of  their  cowardice.  In  such  a  common 
test,  the  diversity  of  their  experiences  was  very  great.  The  apostates 
found  an  increase  of  their  anguish  in  the  reproof  of  their  consciences, 
whilst  the  confessors  were  kept  in  good  spirits  by  the  Word  of  God  and 
the  Holy  Spirit  that  animated  them.  They  could  be  readily  distinguished 
from  one  another  by  the  expression  of  their  countenances;  the  martyrs  were 
brave  and  joyous,  the  apostates  sad  and  downcast.  But  who  would  trust 
to  their  sincerity,  if  they  renounced  their  apostacy  now  ?  Their  situation 
was  desperate,  and  manifestly  without  relief.  But  the  opportunity  ol 
suffering  for  the  Lord  was  given  them,  through  a  special  circumstance 
ordered  by  Providence. 

The  Governor  had  learned  that  one  of  the  faithful  martyrs,  Attains, 
was  a  Roman  citizen,  and  dared  not  to  put  him  to  death  without  a  special 
order  of  the  Emperor,  which  he  asked  for,  along  with  instructions  touch- 
ing the  others.  The  answer  was  long  delayed.  The  confessors  availed 
themselves  of  this  respite  to  obtain,  if  possible,  by  their  prayers  and  ex- 
hortations the  restoration  of  their  fallen  brethren.  At  length  the  orders 
of  the  Emperor  arrived :  the  wise  Marcus  Aurelius  ordered,  that  those 
should  be  executed  who  adhered  to  their  faith,  and  those  set  free  who  re- 
nounced it.  Here  now  the  grace  of  Christ  Jesus  was  made  manifest  in 
the  timid  youths,  who  had  once  denied  Him.  It  was  particularly  shown 
when  they  were  to  be  set  free.  Most  of  them  declared  they  were  Chris- 
tianS;  and  were  condemned  to  death  with  the  others.  What  a  triumph 
for  the  Church  !     What  joy  for  the  angels  in  heaven  ! 

The  remainder  of  the  martyrs,  in  accordance  with  the  imperial  decree, 
were  exposed  to  fresh  tortures  and  finally  strangled  ; — Attalus  Alexander 
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— who  bad  delivered  himself  under  circumstaDces  similar  to  those  which 
influenced  Epagathus,  and  all  the  rest.  But  who  would  dare  to  award  the 
palm  among  this  little  band  of  heroes^  even  were  it  proper  so  to  do  ?  A 
poor  maiden,  named  Blandina,  whose  martyrdom  made  a  greater  impres- 
sion upon  the  heathen  than  all  the  rest^  closed  a  long  series  of  the  most 
terrible  sufferings,  in  the  amphitheatre,  with  death. 

At  first  she  had  been  brought  to  the  torture  at  the  same  time  with 
Sanctus  and  Maturus.  "  She  was,"  says  the  lettor  which  is  our  authority, 
"  of  such  weak  bodily  constitution  that  We  all  trembled  for  her.  ^  Her  mis- 
tress, who  was  one  of  the  martyrs  herself,  feared  lest  shfe  might  not  have 
strength  or  courage  enough  to  acknowledge  her  faith.  But  the  wonderful 
woman,  by  the  help  of  grace,  was  enabled  to  withstand  the  different  exe- 
cutioners, who  tortured  her  from  break  of  day  even  to  night.  Finally 
they  acknowledged  themselves  conquered. .  They  asserted  that  all  the 
contrivances  of  their  barbarous  art  had  been  exhausted,  and  manifested 
the  greatest  astonishment  that  Blandina  was  still  alive,  after  all  that  they 
had  made  her  suffer.  "  We  cannot  understand  it/*  they  said ;  **  any  one  of 
the  means  of  torture  we  have  employed  would  be  sufficient  commonly  to 
destroy  life."  But  Blandina  acquired  fresh  strength  from  the  confession 
of  her  faith.  "  I  am  a  Christian  woman,"  she  exclaimed  repeatedly,  and 
these  words  blunted  the  acuteness  of  her  pains. 

On  the  same  day  that  Sanctus  and  Maturus  were  strangled  in  the  am- 
phitheatre, Blandina  was  tied  to  a  stake  in  order  that  she  might  be  de- 
voured by  wild  beasts.  But  none  of  them  touched  her  ;  she  was  untied 
again  and  carried  back  to  prison  to  be  preserved  for  another  occasion. 

She  reached  her  end  on  the  last  day  of  the  gladiatorial  exhibition  She 
was  brought  into  the  arena  along  with  a  youth,  or  rather  a  child  fifteen 
years  of  age,  named  Ponticus,  after  both  had  been  obliged  to  witness  the 
torments  of  the  martyrs  during  the  preceding  days.  The  heathen  wished 
to  compel  them  to  swear  by  the  images  of  their  gods,  counting  upon  the 
youth  of  one  and  the  sex  of  the  other.  But  in  this  calculation  they  had 
forgotten  Christ  Jesus,  who  aids  the  weak  and  puts  the  strong  to  shame. 
Both  refused  to  obey.  The  populace,  like  a  wild  beast  deprived  of  its 
prey,  demanded  that  they  should  be  exposed  to  all  manner  of  torture. 
They  began  with  Ponticus,  who,  strengthened  by  his  faithful  companion, 
underwent  the  different  steps  of  martyrdom  with  firmness  and  closed  with 
a  glorious  death.  Blandina  was  left  alone,  as  Christ  had  been  in  the 
wilderness,  with  hell  tempting,  earth  deserting,  and  heaven  sustaining 
her.  "  She  was  scourged,  torn  by  wild  beasts,  placed  upon  the  white  hot 
chair, — then  wrapped  in  a  net  and  exposed  to  a  wild,  raging- bull,  who 
tossed  her  bruised  body  into  the  air.  At  length  she  was  strangled.  The 
heathen  were  astounded  at  such  courage ;  they  acknowledged  that  no 
one  of  their  women  could  have  undergone  such  a  long  and  strange  series 
of  tortures."  , 

Eeader,  have  you  the  spirit  of  this  woman  ?  She  was  of  herself  like 
what  you  are.  Seek  where  she  sought,  and  you  will  find  where  she  found. 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong. 
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SUNDAYS  ABROAD. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


**  Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smiled, 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild — 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclosci 
The  Tillage  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear ; 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year. 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e*er  had  changed,  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place." 

Thus  wrote  Oliver  Goldsmith  about  his  father,  the  Rev.  Charles  Gold- 
smith, a  pastor  in  an  Irish  Village,  one  hundred  years  ago.  The  name  of 
the  Tillage  is  Lissoy.     All  that  remains  of 

"  Sweet  Auburn  !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain," 

consists  of  some  mouldering  walls,  amid  a  few  humble  cottages,  about  a  hun- 
dred miles  from  Dublin,  Ireland.  Few  who  read  Goldsmith's  "  Deserted 
Village/'  and  his  charming  picture  of  the  life  and  labors  of  a  village  pas- 
tor in  Ireland,  but  what  cherish  the  fond  wish  of  visiting  such  a  scene  of 
peace  and  pious  pleasure.  For  in  an  Irish  parish  and  pastor,  we  get  a 
glimpse  of  Sunday  in  Ireland. 

Let  us  to  sweet  Auburn.  The  chief  part  of  the  road  I  travel  by  rail. 
Then  walk  twelve  miles  to  Ballymahon,  a  dirty  village.  This  proved  a  long 
and  pleasing  walk,  ihrough  one  of  the  most  charming  districts  of  the 
'^  Emerald  isle."  That  is  to  say,  nature  as  God  has  made  it,  is  charming. 
The  soil  naturally  very  fertile.  The  color  of  the  grass,  grain  and  foliage 
has  a  peculiar  fresh n  jss  one  rarely  finds  elsewhere.  The  birds  and  beasts 
of  the  field  seem  iiuppy,  according  to  their  animal  capacity.  Farms  are 
cut  up  into  small  tracts.  The  farm-houses  in  size  and  arrangement,  are 
inferior  to  our  American. Rail  Road  Shanties.  The  many  that  I  passed, 
standing  by  the  wayside,  are  so  poorly  constructed,  that  kind-hearted 
American  people  would  hesitate  to  house  their  cattle  therein  in  winter 
time. 
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Seeing  tbe  door  of  one  open  I  took  the  liberty  of  viewing  the  interior. 
It  had  the  bare  earth  for  its  floor ;  on  the  unplastered  walls  hung  pots 
and  kettles,  pants  and  petticoats.  A  few  small  windows  admitted  scarcely 
light  enough  to  see  the  smaller  articles  of  furnilure.  The  lower  story  was 
all  in  one  apartment,  and  that  very  small.  A  few  pigs  and  chickens  were 
iinnting  for  crumbs  on  the  ground  inside  the  door,  not  half  as  dirty  as  the 
children  keeping  them  company.  The  ceiling  would  scarcely  have  allowed 
me  to  stand  erect.  Along  the  well,  near  the  door,  a  ladder  with  some  six  or 
eight  rounds,  answered  the  part  of  a  stairway,  leading  to  the  dark  sleeping 
place  under  the  low  straw  roof.  This  is  an  average  tenant  house  on  an 
Irish  farm.  As  for  barns,  one  seldom  sees  the  resemblance  of  one.  The 
few  cattle  must  weather  the  cold  blasts  of  winter  as  best  they  can,  with 
but  little  shelter.  Nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  the  farmers  are  renters, 
renting  from  third  and  fourth  parties,  each  of  whom  claims  his  profits, 
leaving  the  poor  tenant  nothing  for  his  labor ;  sometimes  nothing  but  milk 
and  potatoes  for  his  food.  He  can  not  afford  to  fertilize  the  land,  and 
tries  to  extort  from  it  all  he  can  to  secure  his  meagre  living.  In  spite  of 
this  impoverishing  system,  Ireland  retains  marks  of  unequalled  loveliness, 

"  Where  every  prospect  pleases,  and  only  man  is  vile." 

Traveling  afoot  gives  one  a  healthy  appetite.  So  I  found  it  here, 
without  the  means  of  satisfying  it.  Hunger  increased  my  fatigue,  until 
miles  seemed  to  stretch  out  to  three  times  their  ordinary  length.  The  fare 
of  these  so  called  farm-houses  I  could  not  enjoy.  Bread  taken  from  such 
a  larder  it  would  require  a  great  extremity  of  hunger  to  relish.  At  a  post 
station,  consisting  of  a  small  cluster  of  huts,  I  fortunately  got  a  piece  of 
bread  and  cheese  at  a  grocery. 

At  Ballymahon,  a  small  inn  gave  me  rest  and  refreshment.  A  frank- 
hearted  and  rotund  priest  was  my  messmate.  Although  ordinary  bread 
and  butter,  and  a  few  boiled  eggs  made  up  the  meal,  rarely  have  I  enjoyed 
a  feast  with  sweeter  relish.  My  friend,  the  intelligent  parish  priest,  gave 
me  interesting  information  concerning  the  religion  and  people  of  Ireland. 
After  dinner  he  happened  to  pass  along  the  street,  possibly  to  attend  to 
his  parish  duties.  •  He  had  not  gone  a  hundred  yards  when  a  crowd  of 
beggars,  ragged  men,  women  and  children,  surrounded  him,  each  extend- 
ing the  hand,  all  "  crying  for  help."  •*  Plase  your  riverence,  give  a  poor 
auld  widow  a  penny,  for  the  love  of  God."  **  Yeer  hauliness  jist  a  penny 
for  bread,  I  am  so  hungry."  ''  Dear  father,  help  me,  and  I  will  pray  the 
hauly  vargin  for  you  when  I  am  dying,  that  God  may  be  your  friend  and 
heaven  your  home."  So  the  crowd  whined  and  lamented  around  the 
patient  priest,  dogging  his  steps  as  he  tried  to  pass  along  the  street.  At 
first  he  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  dealing  out  a  penny  to  one  here  and 
there,  which  made  the  disappointed  ones  more  clamorous.  Some  even 
ohided  him  for  being  so  slow  to  relieve  them.  I  could  scarcely  blame  him 
for  bidding  the  crowd,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand,  to  open  the  way  for  him 
to  go  after  his  business.  For  what  purse  of  priest  or  parson  could  endure 
such  a  demand  long  ? 

As  both  of  us  were  going  the  same  way,  I  joined  my  intelligent  friend 
in  a  ride  on  a  ricketty  cab      After  an  hour*s  journey  we  parted,  he  for 
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Aithlone  and  I  for  "  Sweet  Auburn."  Truly  a  "  Deserted  Village"  now. 
At  one  end  of  it  are  the  ruined  walb  of  what  was  once  the  village  Inn; 
*•  The  three  Jolly  Pigeons,"  it  was  called,  where  loafing  villagers  in  bois- 
terous mirth  spent  their  long  winter  evenings  around  mugs  of  ale.  The 
remains  of  the  ^*  Modest  Mansion"  stand  back  from  the  street,  leaving 
room  for  a  garden  in  front  of  it.  While  musing  at  the  front  garden-gate  I 
was  pleased  to  see  beautiful  daisies  growing  wild.  They  seemed  all  the 
prettier  for  growing  without  the  tender  care  bestowed  on  the  more  fortu- 
nate of  their  floral  race  in  cultivated  gardens.  Strange  indeed  that  I 
should  be  allowed  to  see  precisely  what  Goldsmith  saw  one  hundred  years 
ago, — the  place  where 

"  Still  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild." 

From  the  garden-gate  I  saw  on  a  neighboring  hill,  perhaps  two  miles 
distant, 

'^  The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighboring  hill." 

A  very  old  building,  which  some  fifteen  years  previous  had  been  re- 
modeled. It  is  still  a  sanctuary  for  all  the  country  round,  to  which  the 
family  tribes  go  up  on  Sabbath  days. 

I  greatly  fear  that  poor  Oliver  Qoldsmith,  instead  of  giving  us  his  godly 
father  and  his  parish  as  they  really  were,  allowed  his  imagination  to 
create  an  ideal  pastor  and  his  people.  To  say  the  least,  we  must  make  due 
allowance  for  "  poetic  license"  and  for  the  pardonable  infirmity  of  filial 
partiality.  A  godly  man  Charles  Goldsmith  doubtless  was,  happy  and 
contented;  and  in  favor  with  God  and  man.  His  like  could. not  be  readily 
found  now. 

He  says  of  him : 

"  My  father,  the  younger  son  of  a  good  family,  was  possessed  of  a* small 
living  in  the  church.  His  education  was  alone  his  fortune,  and  his  gen- 
erosity greater  than  his  education.  Poor  as  he  was,  he  had  his  flatterers 
poorer  than  himself;  for  every  dinner  he  gave  them,  they  returned  him 
an  equivalent  in  praise ;  and  this  was  all  he  wanted.  The  same  ambition 
that  actuates  a  monarch  at  the  head  of  his  army,  influenced  my  father  at 
the  head  of  his  table.  He  told  the  story  of  the  ivy  tree^  and  that  was 
laughed  at ;  he  repeated  the  jest  of  the  two  scholars  and  one  pair  of 
breeches,  and  the  company  laughed  at  that ;  but  the  story  of  Taffy  in  the 
sedan-chair  was  sure  to  set  the  table  in  a  roar.  Thus  his  pleasure  increased 
in  proportion  to  the  pleasure  he  gave  :  beloved  all  the  world,  and  he  fancied 
all  the  world  loved  him. 

**  As  his  fortune  was  but  small,  be  lived  up  to  the  very  extent  of  it ;  he 
had  no  intention  of  leaving  his  children  money,  for  that  was  dross  ;  he 
resolved  they  should  have  learning ;  for  learning  he  used  to  observe,  was 
better  than  silver  or  gold.  For  this  purpose  he  undertook  to  instruct  us 
himself,  and  took  as  much  care  to  form  our  morals  as  to  improve  our  un- 
derstanding We  were  told  that  universal  benevolence  was  what  first 
cemented  society;  we  were  taught  to  consider  all  the  wants  of  mankind 
as  our  own ;  to  regard  the  human  face  divine  with  affection  and  esteem ; 
he  wound  us  up  to  be  mere  machines  of  pity,  and  rendered  us  incapa- 
ble of  withstanding  the  slightest  impulse  made  either  by  real  or  fictitious 
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distress.  In  a  word  we  were  perfectly  instracted  in  the  art  of  giving 
away  thousands  hefore  we  were  taught  the  necessary  qualifications  of 
getting  a  farthing." 

''At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adorn'd  the  venerable  place  ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  sway, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  scoft,  remain'd  to  pray. 
The  service  paj^s'd,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  read>  zeal,  each  honest  rustic  ran  ; 
E'en  children  follow'd  with  endearing  wile. 
And  pluck'd  bis  gowo,  to  share  the  good  man's  smile. 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  express'd, 
Their  webare  pleased  him,  and  their  cares  distressed. 
To  them  his  heart,  his  loye,  his  griefs  were  given. 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  heaven." 

Truly  a  model  pastor.  His  virtues  would  suit  the  present  age  no  less 
than  his ;  some  of  his  joking  ways,  perhaps  not  so  well.  Not  that  in  the 
proper  place  a  clerical  joke  is  sinful ;  but  in  pastor  or  layman,  the  reins 
of  a  joker's  genius  should  be  held  with  a  firm  and  cautious  hand. 

But  how  could  the  dear  pastor  keep  open  house  all  the  year  round  with 
forty  pounds  (less  than  $250)  a  year :  For  the  "vagrant  train,"  "  the  long 
remembered  beggar/*  "  the  ruined  spendthrift,"  and  "  the  broken  soldier" 
were  alike  his  guests.  Around  this  modest  village  mansion  lay  the  parish 
farm  of  seventy  acres.  The  produce  of  this  made  the  forty  pounds  go  a 
great  ways,  at  a  time  when  living  was  cheap.  In  sooth  it  is  a  pleasing  picture 
of  the  sunny  side  of  a  pastor's  life;  of  one  who  loved  and  was  beloved  of 
all ;  who  having  but  lit'tle,  was  passing  rich  ;  though  poor,  could  practice 
the  rhost  agreeable  hospitality  to  those  most  needing  and  most  capable  of 
appreciating  it ;  who  gave  alike  to  toper,  spendthrifb  or  deserving 
pauper — 

**  Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leamM  to  glow, 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  iheir  woe ; 
Careless  thvir  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan, 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 
Thus  lo  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 
And  e  en  bis  tailings  leanM  to  virtue's  side.'* 

At  eventide  I  leisurely  strolled  back  to  Ballymahon,  a  distance  of  five 
miles.  On  my  way  I  fell  in  with, a  group  of  field  laborers.  Many  a  ques- 
tion had  they  to  a^k  of  me,  and  I  as  many  of  them.  What  their  earnings, 
who  their  landlords,  what  their  profits  and  prospects  were — these  and 
other  questions  I  plied  them  with.  As  we  went  on,  others,  men,  women 
and  children  came  out  of  the  small  fields  along  the  road,  bringing  their 
rakes,  hoes  and  scythes  with  them.  They  all  went  the  same  way  with 
myself.  In  a  short  time,  I  saw  motley  processions  of  working  people 
scattered  over  a  mile,  merrily  chatting.  Stiff-jointed  old  laborers  limping 
along,  contentedly  whiffing  their  little  clay-pipes,  now  and  then  one  hand- 
ing his  pipe  to  me  to  indulge  in  a  few  whiffs ;  young  men  and  maidens 
grouping  together  and  filling  the  air  with  merry  laughter  and  boisterous 
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fun.  "  Whither  are  all  these  people  going  ?*'  I  inquired  "To  rosaries" 
was  the  reply.  "  Where  is  that?"  "  In  the  church  a  few  miles  from 
here."  **  And  you  too  are  going  there  ?"  they  asked.  I  evaded  their 
well  meant  question.  I  learned  that  these  Irish  country  people  close  every 
day  in  their  church  At  a  certain  time  in  the  evening  they  stop  working, 
and  at  once  repair  to  their  sanctuary,  to  praise  God  for  the  blessings  of 
the  day  and  pray  for  His  preserving  care  during  the  night.  Some  thus 
walk  from  three  to  six  miles  every  eveniog.  after  their  day's  work,  to  wor- 
ship God  together.  At  length  we  reached  the  church,  standing  by  the  way- 
side in  the  country.  Quite  a  pile  of  farming  tools  was  already  standing 
aside  of  the  church  door.  Others  emerged  from  the  lanes  and  roads  of  the 
surrounding  country^and  added  their  implements  to  the  general  pile,  until 
the  front  yard  of  the  sanctuary  looked,  from  a  short  distance,  like  the 
headquarters  of  a  military  detachment,  which  had  stacked  arms  against 
the  outside  wall.  It  was  a  very  plain  country  church,  but  to  these  simple- 
hearted  rustics  a  very  sacred  place.  Men  and  boys  all  entered  the  door 
with  hat  in  hand. 

This  walking  to  the  house  of  God  with  a  congregation  of  field  laborers 
in  Ireland  reminded  me  of  the  resistless  streams  of  church  goers  on  the 
streets  of  Edinburgh  on  Sunday.  Here,  however,  I  was  borne  to  church  by 
a  week  day  current  To  me  all  the  more  pleasant  for  happening  on  every 
day  of  the  week,  instead  of  being  confined  to  Sunday.  Indeed,  with  all 
the  superstition  and  degradation  of  Irish  Catholics,  there  is  much  that  we 
Protestants  might  learn  from  them.  Among  other  things  the  lesson 
promptly  and  regularly  to  worship  God  in  the  sanctuary  on  week-days 
Think  of  tired  working  people  walking  five  miles  to  church  every  evening. 
True,  it  may  be  only  a  habit ;  but  then  it  is  a  very  good  habit,  which  all 
professing  Christians  would  do  well  to  cultivate.  Whilst  Protestant 
churches  are  not  open  every  day  of  the  year,  they  are  open  on  many  week- 
day evenings.     Yet  how  few,  comparatively,  resort  thither  at  such  times. 

In  traveling  afoot  in  Catholic  countries  I  would  often  pass  a  wayside 
church,  whose  doors  were  open  all  day  long.  At  many  a  church  door  I 
saw  the  staff  and  dirty  little  knapsack  of  the  wandering  beggar,  whose 
owner  devoutly  spent  a  few  moments  on  his  knees  within,  praying  to  the 
God  of  the  poor.  Protestant  though  I  was,  I  too  at  times  laid  my  cane  and 
little  traveling  pouch  aside  the  door  of  the  plain  country  church,  and 
spent  a  brief  season  in  its  sacred  inclosure,  in  meditation  and  prayer,  ac- 
cording to  the  way  I  had  been  taught.  To  my  mind  there  is  something 
very  pleasing  in  these  wayside  countpy  churches,  whose  open  doors,  all  day 
long,  invite  every  passing  pilgrim  to  enter,  and  while  he  rests  his  weary 
limbs,  worship  bis  God  and  Redeemer. 

Longfellow  gives  a  beautiful  description  of  the  Vesper  or  evening  prayers 
in  a  Spanish  town.  Many  Catholic  villages  in  Northern  Europe  present 
a  similar  evening  scene. 

"  Just  as  the  evening  twilight  commences,  the  bell  tolls  to  pray.  In  a 
moment,  throughout  the  crowded  city,  the  hum  of  business  is  hushed;  the 
thronged  streets  are  still ;  the  gay  multitudes  that  crow<l  the  public  walks 
stand  motionless ;  the  angry  dispute  ceases ;  the  laugh  of  merriment  dies 
away  ;  life  seems  for  a  moment  to  be  arrested  in  its  career,  and  to  stand 
still.     The  multitude  uncover  their  heads,  and,  with  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
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whisper  their  eveoing  prayer  to  the  Virgio.  Then  the  bells  ring  a  merrier 
peal ;  the  crov^ds  move  again  in  the  streets,  and  the  rush  and  tarmoil  of 
business  recommence.  I  have  always  listened  with  feelings  of  solemn 
pleasure  to  the  bell  that  sounded  forth  the  Ave  Maria.  As  it  announced 
the  close  of  day,  it  seemed  also  to  call  the  soul  from  its  worldly  occupations 
to  repose  and  devotion.  There  is  something  beautiful  in  thus  measuring 
the  march  of  time.  The  hour,  too,  naturally  brings  the  heart  into  unison 
with  the  feeling8  and  sentiments  of  devotion.  The  close  of  the  day,  the 
shadows  of  evening,  the  calm  of  twilight,  inspire  a  feeling  of  tranquility ; 
and  though  I  may  differ  from  the  Catholic  in  regard  to  the  object  of  his 
supplication,  yet  it  seems  to  me  a  beautiful  and  appropriate  solemnity,  that, 
at  the  close  of  each  daily  epoch  of  life — which,  if  it  have  not  been  fruitful 
in  incidents  to  ourselves,  has,  nevertheless,  been  so  to  many  of  the  great 
human  family, — the  voice  of  a  whole  people,  and  of  the  whole  world,  should 
go  up  td  heaven  in  praise,  and  supplication  and  thankfulness/' 

I  need  not  tell  my  readers,  that,  in  praising  this  general  habit  of  daily 
evening  devotions  in  Catholic  countries,  I  do  not  thereby  approve  of  their 
worshiping  the  Virgin  Mary.  Only  the  good  and  true  in  their  services 
do  I  approve  of  and  commend.  There  is  a  "  shady  side/'  too,  to  the  pic- 
ture of  Ireland's  country  life  and  religion.  Were  I  to  describe  the 
*'  Irish  wakes,"  and  Sunday  afternoon  frolics,  I  should  have  to  portrav 
bloi'dy  faces,  black  eyes,  and  bandaged  limbs,  and  other  fruits  of  Irish 
follies. 

Can  there  be  any  strong  home  ties,  any  warm  home  affections  in  such 
miserable  famine  infested  hovels  1  Indeed  few  nations  can  boast  of 
homes  with  warmer  hearts,  than  those  of  Ireland.  Thanks  to  the  oppres- 
sive policy  of  the  British  Government,  a  large  proportion  of  Ireland's 
sturdiest  children  are  forced  to  seek  homes  in  America  Many  a  village 
retains  scarcely  half  its  former  population.  Yet  few  can  part  from  their 
native  Erin  without  a  pang. 

"  Have  we  not  seen  at  pleasure's  lordly  call 
The  emiliDg,  long-frequented  village  fall? 
Beheld  the  duteous  son,  the  sire,  decay M, 
The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 
ForcM  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train, 
To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  Western  main.'' 

Approaching  Belfast  the  train  stopped  at  the  station  of  a  small  coun- 
try village.  A  young  man,  attended  to  the  station  by  his  mother,  sisters 
and  comrades,  stood  on  the  platform,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  cars, 
which  were  to  bear  him  away  from  dear  ones  towards  America.  His  un- 
attractive home  lay  a  short  distance  from  here.  He  and  his  comrades 
were  perceptibly  heated  with  whisky,  and  tried  to  silence  the  grief  of 
parting,  with  shouts  of  drunken  mirth.  I  can  still  see  the  poor  old 
mother,  throw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  covering  his  face  with  kisses, 
and  weeping  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  Mother  and  sisters  in  turn 
embraced  the  boy,  then  tried  to  turn  away,  with  shrieks  of  grief.  When 
the  train  gave  the  signal  for  starting,  they  again  rushed  on  the  platform 
of  the  car,  re-embraced  and  kissed,  and  pressed  him  to  their  hearts,  then 
clasping  and  wringing  their  hands  in  pitiful  agony,  until  the  conductor 
by  force  closed  the  door,  and  bade  them  get  off  of  the  car. 
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Many  were  the  coantry  comrades  who  escorted  him  to  the  train — hale 
and  geDerous-Iooking  fellows.  Stroog  driok  had  made  them  insensihle 
to  the  proprieties  of  the  sad  occasion.  In  wild  hoisterous  confusion  they 
crowded  around  him,  each  reaching  for  a  parting  grasp.  As  tl\e  cars 
began  to  move,  they  shouted  him  a  last  farewell  with  uncovered  heads, 
whilst  his  mother  and  sisters  threw  up  their  clasped  hands  as  if  to  hold 
back  the  cruel  train  that  tore  him  from  their  loving  embrace. 

All  this  while  the  youth,  though  blushing  from  liquor  or  filial  love, 
shed  not  a  tear.  He  shouted  a  last  adieu  to  *^  mamma  "  aud  his  sisters. 
Then,  as  the  train  sped  him  away  towards  the  setting  sun,  he  leaned 
back  in  his  seat,  and  with  his  sleeve  wiped  away  the  tears  rapidly  rolling 
over  his  flushed  cheeks. 

They  little  thought  that  a  lonely  stranger,  far  from  his  dear  home  *^  be 
yond  the  western  main/'  was  watching  them  with  a  tender  heart  and 
moist  eyes,  thinking  of  his  dear  father  offering  his  nightly  prayers  for  his 
far  ab.^ent  son,  and  of  his  mother  gone  to  the ''sweet  home''  in  heaven. 
This  parting  scene  of  an  humble  Irish  peasant  family  gave  me  much  to 
think  about.  Perhaps  he  was  the  only  stay  of  his  aged  mother  in  this 
poverty  ridden  country,  and  the  pride  of  his  loving  sisters.  And  now 
to  give  him  up — peihaps  forever.  How  lonely  and  forsaken  their  little 
hut  will  seem.  Who  will  till  their  small  farm,  and  help  them  to  pay  their 
high  rent,  and  supply  them  with  their  wonted  food  and  raiment  ?  Per- 
haps he  solemnly  promised  to  save  his  first  earnings  in  America,  to  bring 
them  too,  to  his  new  home.  Possibly  this  hope  of  meeting  again  partly 
soothes  the  grief  of  parting. 

A  Sunday  in  Dublin. 

This  is  the  chief  city  of  Ireland,  with  300.000  inhabitants.  Like  Ed- 
inburgh, Dublin  is  comprised  of  an  old  and  a  new  town.  The  new  part  is 
regularly  and  substantially  built.  It  is  mainly  inhabited  by  persons  of 
respectability  and  wealth.  The  streets  and  dwellings  possess  an  air  of 
neatness  aud  comfort.  The  old  town  is  the  abode  of  poverty  and  filth ; 
its  houses  are  wretched  tenements,  brimful  of  filth  and  running  over. 
Their  tenants  dirty  and  degraded,  presenting  as  striking  a  contrast  to 
new  Dublin  as  Lowgate  does  to  the  new  town  of  Edinburgh.  Poor  a^  they 
are,  there  are  few  houses  where  you  do  not  find  the  purse,  pipe  and  bot- 
tle     Of  course  the  first  is  almost  always  empty ;  the  others  never. 

Dublin  is  a  Catholic  city.  To  see  its  church-going  population  you  must  at- 
tend the  Catholic  Church.  It  was  on  Whitsunday  morning,  as  I  wended 
my  way  to  the  Church  of  the  University  of  Ireland,  where  High  Mass 
was  celebrated.  Rev.  Father  Gaffey  preached  a  sermon  on  Acts  ii.  2-4. 
It  was  a  practical  and  extemporaneous  sermon,  containing  much  that  was 
edifying,  and  little  that  would  have  been  offensive  to  the  most  fastidious 
Protestant  taste.  The  music  was  charming ;  especially  the  praising  part 
of  the  service ;  reminding  one  of  thousands  of  birds  in  a  grove  on  a 
spring  morning,  skipping  cheerily  from  limb  to  limb,  warbling  their 
grated]  melodies  in  sweet  confusion  to  their  common  Father. 

The  congregation  was  mainly  composed  of  the  most  respectable  and  in- 
telligent people  of  Dublin.     During  some  parts  of  the  service,  all  seemed 
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so'emnly  impressed  Daring  others  many  were  perceptibly  undevout, 
carelessly  lipping  rapidly  over  their  prayers,  their  eyes  meanwhile  roving 
ove  *  the  congregation  and  the  church.  I  could  not  resist  the  impression 
that,  from  a  certain  part  in  the  service,  the  chief  aim  of  many  was  me- 
chanically to  get  over  the  largest  number  of  prayers  in  the  shortest  time. 

The  celebrated  Dr.  Newman,  once  a  very  prominent  and  learned  minister 
in  the  Church  of  England,  presides  over  this  University.  He  sat  on  a 
chair  opposite  the  pulpit.  He  is  old  and  looks  ore-worn.  His  whole 
bearing  is  like  that  of  an  earnest  man,  bowed  down  beneath  the  burden 
of  eventful  years.  For  his  outward  appearance  he  seems  to  have  very 
little  concern.  His  gray  hairs  hang  in  uncombed  confusion  over  his 
large  forehead,  His  furrowed  features  bear  the  impress  of  severe  soul 
conflicts.  In  walking  he  stoops  and  leans  forward,  and  steps  as  if  it 
caused  him  a  perceptible  efibrt  to  move  a  limb.  He  looks  as  artless  as  a 
child  5  and  moro  like  one  of  the  scholastics  of  the  early  Church  than  a 
Catholic  Theologian  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  He  looks  profound 
rather  than  learned,  more  disposed  to  grapple  with  one  idea  than  with 
many.  In  the  whole-souled  fervor  with  which  he  joined  in  the  service  of 
this  morning,  one  could  not  detect  the  slightest  shade  of  his  earlier  Protes- 
tant training. 

In  the  evening  I  worshiped  in  an  Episcopal  Church  A  clergyman 
preached  on  the  cleansing  of  Naaman,  the  Leper.  The  large  church  was 
not  half  filled.  The  people  seemed  devout,  and  the  services  were  solemn, 
and  the  sermon  was  not  as  instructive  and  edifying  as  the  one  I  had  heard 
in  the  morning. 

The  Dublin  Sunday  might  be  materially  improved.  Business  is  not 
wholly  suspended  Many  of  the  Groceries  and  Confectionaries  were  open. 
The  streets  swarm  with  ragged  beggars.  Despite  the  many  Asylums, 
hospitals,  and  other  charitable  institutions*  of  the  city,  trains  of  whining 
mendicants  escort  you  along  the  street,  and  beg  you  for  the  sake  of  the 
"  hauly  vargin,"  or  a  list  of  saints,  to  have  pity  on  them.  Around  church 
doors,  too,  they  congregate  to  ply  their  sad  art,  to  get  bread. 

Very  pleasant  people  are  the  better  class  of  the  Irish ;  abounding  in 
genial  kindness  of  heart.  They  have  more  heart  than  the  English  and 
less  intellect  than  the  Scotch.  All  that  an  Irishman  does  to  you.  be  it 
good  or  evil,  comes  red-hot  from  his  heart.  Their  orators  are  the  most 
stirring,  because  they  put  their  hearts  into  their  orations.  Their  poets 
are  above  all  others,  men  of  warm  hearts.  Shakespeare  and  Johnson  we 
admire  and  never  weary  of  studying  ;  Goldsmith  and  Moore  we  love  de- 
spite their  faults,  and  feel  like  pressing  them  to  our  hearts. 


The  only  Rbfuob. — When  Krishnu  Pul,  the  first  convert  to  Christ 
in  Bengal,  was  on  his  deathbed,  he  was  asked  if  he  loved  Jesns  Christ. 
**  Where  can  a  sinner  go,"  he  replied,  "  but  unto  Christ  ?  "  Soon  after 
the  same  question  was  repeated.  **  Yes,'^  said  he;  "but  He  loves  me 
more  than  I  love  Him." 

Let  prayer  be  the  key  of  the  morning,  and  the  bolt  of  the  evening. 
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WHICH? 

The  following  beautiful  home-circle  poem  is  intended  for  the  family 
circle.  It  is  founded  upon  an  incident  where  a  rich  neighbor  offered  to 
make  a  poor  family  comfortable;  and  provide  for  the  child,  if  one  of 
seven  was  given  to  him.  Some  one  who  has  felt  the  pangs  of  poverty, 
and  yet  been  a  father,  with  all  the  deep  and  holy  feelings  of  a  parent, 
has  clothed  it  in  poetical  attire,  and  breathed  into  it  a  spirit  of  love,  de- 
votion, and  faith  that  will  find  a  holy  response  in  the  breast  of  every 
father  and  mother  who  are  blessed  with  little  pledges  of  affection,  be 
they  one  or  seven. — Sunday  School  World. 

*<  Which  shall  it  be?    Which  shall  it  be?" 

I  looked  at  John — John  looked  at  me, 

(Dear  patient  John,  who  loves  me  yet, 

As  well  as  though  my  locks  were  jet). 

And  when  I  found  that  I  must  speak. 

My  voice  seemed  strangely  low  and  weak  j 
"Tell  me  again,  what  Robert  said?" 

And  then  I  listening  bent  my  hct^d. 
"  This  is  his  letter  : 

"  *  I  will  give 
A  house  and  land  while  you  shall  live, 
If  in  return,  from  out  your  seven. 
One  child  to  me  for  aye  is  given.'  " 
I  looked  at  John's  old  garments  worn, 
I  thought  of  all  that  John  had  borne 
Of  poverty,  and  work,  and  care, 
Which  I,  though  willing,  could  not  spare; 
I  thought  of  seven  mouths  to  feed, 
Ot  seven  little  children's  need, 
And  then  of  this. 

**  Come,  John,''  said  I, 
**  We'll  choose  among  them  as  they  lie 
Asleep :"  so  walking  hand  in  hand, 
Dear  John  and  I  surveyed  our  band. 
First  to  the  cradle  lightly  stepped, 
Where  Lillian,  the  baby,  slept, 
A  glory  'gainst  the  pillow  white  ; 
Softly  the  father  stooped  to  lay 
Hifl  rough  hand  down  in  loving  way, 
When  dream  or  whisper  made  her  stir, 
And  huskily  he  said,  '*  Not  her— not  her." 

We  stooped  beside  the  trundle-bed, 
Anti  one  long  ray  of  lamplight  shed 
Athwart  the  boyish  faces  there, 
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In  sleep  bo  pitiful  and  fair: 

I  saw  on  Jamie^s  rough «  red  cheek, 

A  tear  undried.     Ere  John  could  speak, 
"  He's  but  a  baby,  too,"  said  I, 

And  kissed  him,  as  we  hurried  by. 

Pale,  patient  Robbie's  angel  face 

Si  ill  in  his  sleep  bore  suffering's  trace, 
"  No,  for  a  thousand  crowns,  not  hira," 

He  whispered,  while  our  eyes  were  dim. 

Poor  Dick !  bad  Dick !  our  wayward  son. 
Turbulent,  reckless,  idle  one — 
Cnuld  he  DC  spared  ?    Nay,  He  who  gave. 
Bid  us  befriend  him  to  the  gr&ve  ; 
Only  a. mother's  heart  could  be 
Patient  enough  for  such  as  he ; 
**  And  so,"  said  John,  "  I  would  not  dare 
To  send  him  from  her  bedside  prayer." 

Then  stole  we  softly  up  above, 
And  knelt  by  Mary,  child  of  love. 
**  Perhaps  for  her  't  would  better  be," 
I  said  to  John.    Quite  silently 
He  lifted  up  a  curl  that  lay 
Across  her  cheek  in  wilful  way, 
And  shook  his  head.    **  Nay,  love,  not  thee." 
The  while  my  heart  beat  audibly. 

Only  one  more,  our  eldest  lad, 
Trusty  and  truthful,  good  and  glad — 
So  like  his  father.     -  No,  John,  no— 
I  can  not,  will  not,  let  him  go." 

And  so  we  wrote  in  courteous  way, 
We  could  not  drive  one  child  away; 
And  afterward  toil  lighter  seemed. 
Thinking  of  that  of  which  we  dreamed ; 
Happy,  m  truth,  ihat  not  one  face 
We  missed  from  its  accustomed  place; 
Thankful  to  work  for  all  the  seven. 
Trusting  the  rest  to  One  in  heaven. 


■•»  ^ 


Common  Mistakes. — There  are  three  things,  which,  if  Christians  do, 
they  will  prove  mistaken. 

1.  If  they  look  for  that  in  themselves,  which  is  to  be  had  in  another, 
viz  ,  righteousness. 

2.  If  they  look  for  that  in  the  law,  which  is  to  be  had  only  in  the  gos- 
pel, viz.,  mercy. 

3.  If  they  look  for  that  on  earth,  which  is  to  be  had  only  in  heaven, 
viz.,  perfection. 
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THE  ANNUNCIATION  OP  THE  VIRGIN  MABY. 


( March  25) 
From  the  German  of  W,  Hoffman  of  Berlin. 
BY   L.   H.   S. 

The  Christian  Church  celebrated  a  festival,  for  more  than  1200  years, 
bearing  this  name,  setting  forth — with  a  forward  glance  to  the  Christmas 
festival,  the  wonderful  glory  of  the  Father,  as  shown  in  the  Incarnation 
of  His  only  begotten  Son.  She  pierced  with  it  the  season  of  fasting,  in 
other  respects  closed  to  festivals,  and  presented,  at  the  very  door  of  the 
Easter  Season,  a  festival  belonging  to  Advent,  so  that  she  might  accom- 
pany the  wonder  of  the  Saviour's  birth  through  all  the  stages  recorded 
in  the  revealed  word.  If  the  more  careful  Evangelical  judgment  of  the 
Reformation  properly  deprived  this  day  of  its  festival  splendor,  observing 
it  wholly  in  some  countries,  in  that  the  festival  was  either  reduced  to  a 
holy  day  of  less  value  than  Sunday,  or  was  reduced  absolutely  to  the  level 
of  ordinary  working- days,  still  it  was  not  intended  to  alienate  from  the 
memory  of  Christendom,  a  sacredly  tender,  and  preciously  sublime  fact 
of  Revelation  The  festival  calendar  and  the  starry  crown  of  the 
Church  years  are  not  the  only  reminder  to  us  of  the  different  incidents 
of  the  Incarnation.  The  Church  places  the  Scriptures  in  the  hands  of 
the  confessing  Christian^  and  bids  him  follow  by  reading  and  meditation 
the  footprints  of  saving  grace  in  its  proclamation  of  the  divine  mysteries. 

In  accordance  with  such  a  command,  and  from  the  Scriptures  as  our 
source,  we  invite  our  readers  assembled  before  the  peaceful  door  of  the 
chosen  Virgin,  the  Mother  of  the  Lord,  to  enter  and  pay  devout  attention 
to  the  mighty  though  gentle  steps  of  that  grace,  in  whose  praise  millions 
of  voices  sing  upon  earth,  and  countless  hosts,  in  heavenly  tones,  before 
the  seat  of  God  and  the  Lamb  through  the  heaven  of  heavens. 

I.    THE   MISSION. 

The  Evangelist  (Luke  i.  26—38)  announces  in  very  few  words  the 
occurrence,  whose  effects  reach  through  all  periods  of  the  world's  history 
even  to  eternity.  It  is  linked  to  another  occurrence,  and  is  said  to  have 
taken  place  '*  in  the  sixth  month"  after  it.  It  is  the[same  angel  Gabriel, 
the  man  of  God,  the  mighty  servant  of  the  Lord,  who  set  forth,  in  former 
times  (Daniel  viii.  16,  ix.  21),  the  mysteries  of  the  re-establishment 
of  God's  kingdom  in  Israel  in  obscure  visions,  who  also  foretold,  in  the 
sanctuary  of  the  temple  (Luke  i.  11,  19),  the  appearance  of  the  fore- 
runner of  the  Son,  whom  you  now  see  appear  to  the  Virgin.  The  bright 
faces  of  heavenly  messengers  had  not  been  seen  for  a  long  time  upon  the 
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earth,  since  the  temple  had  been  erected  upon  Mount  Moriah,  and  the 
golden  cherubim  had  overshadowed  the  ark  of  the  covenant,  since  the 
pledges  of  Jehovah's  presence  had  been  established  in  the  golden  hall's 
of  the  temple,  the  priesthood,  the  magnificent  divine  service  and  the 
royal  city  of  Zion.  When  all  these  had  perished,  the  heavenly  faces 
again  shone  forth  majestically  in  the  dark  hours  of  Israel's  bondage, 
becoming  new  pledges  of,  and  securities  for,  that  hope  which  wa«*  ever 
springing  forth  from  the  roots  of  the  ancient  promises.  Again  the 
temple  was  raised,  although  the  Holy  of  holies  was  empty.  Its  marble 
pile  and  golden  roof  gave  courage  to  the  hopeful  Israelites  that,  at  some 
future  time,  the  Son  would  come  again  to  His  temple,  and  the  Angel  of 
the  Covenant  whom  they  had  so  longed  for.  But  during  this  long  twi- 
light period  of  half  a  thousand  years,  no  one  had  heard  the  rustling  of 
those  angelic  wings,  which  had  in  former  days  brought  to  the  fathers  and 
the  prophets  the  breezes  of  the  other  world.  But  now  the  portals  of 
heaven  are  open,  and  Gabriel,  *Hhat  stands  in  the  presence  of  God,''  has 
been  sent  by  Him;  the  natal  hour  of  a  new  divine  revelation  in  human 
history  has  arrived.  God  is  speaking  new  things  to  men,  such  as  earthly 
ear  had  never  before  heard  in  this  way.  They  were  the  old  sounds  that 
had  come  down  from  the  gates  of  Paradise,  the  lonely  journeyiu^s  of 
Abraham,  the  royal  harp  of  David,  the  watch-tower  of  Isaiah,  the  cry  of 
Micah,  the  awful  dreams  of  Ezekiel  and  Daniel,  the  wonderful  visions  of 
Zechariah,  and  Malachi's  longings  for  the  purification  of  the  temple, — 
and  yet  they  were  as  though  never  heard  before,  so  heavenly  new  and 
clear,  when  their  prophecy  was  near  its  fulfilment.  Now  He  was  coming 
— the  Trust  of  Israel ; — the  paths  had  been  prepared,  the  forerunners  had 
all  appeared,  and  "Gabriel  was  sent  from  God  unto  a  city  of  Galilee, 
named  Nazareth."  It  was  Galilee  of  the  Gentiles  that  saw  the  great  light; 
the  way  of  the  sea,  upon  which  it  dawned.  It  was  the  flourishing  city,  in 
which  the  byd  should  blossom, — it  bore  the  name  (  Nazareth  )  which  the 
Promised  one  Himself  received  in  prophetic  language  (  Nezer  or  Zernach). 
Wherefore  He  was  called  a  Nazarene. 

Gabriel  was  sent  by  God  "  to  a  Virgin  espoused  to  a  man  whose  name 
was  Joseph,  of  the  house  of  David."  The  picture  of  the  chosen  virgin 
had  shone  in  the  eyes  of  believers  from  the  mysterious  words  of  Isaiah. 
But  the  king's  house,  and  the  distant  hilly  country  of  the  Gentile^i !  the 
Idumean  Herod  governed  as  a  Gentile  upon  the  throne  of  Zion.  His 
dark  cunning  sought  to  erase  the  record  of  the  house  of  David  from  the 
rolls  of  history.  Therefore  its  remote  and  obscure  descendants  dwelt  far 
away  from  their  city  of  Bethlehem  and  from  Jerusalem,  in  the  dominion 
of  another  less  crafty  ruler.  The  espousal  of  Joseph,  the  carpenter,  to 
the  elect  of  God,  is  told  very  simply  by  Matthew  (i.  18).  We  know 
not,  whether  he  had  been  her  guardian  before  and  continued  to  be  so, 
because  they  were  both  of  the  house  of  David,  as  Luke  (iii.  22)  tes- 
tifies. 

The  Virgin  was  called  "Mary" — ^a  very  ancient  name  of  a  holy  pro- 
phetess— the  Sister  of  Moses  and  Aaron  was  so  called.  Its  sweet  sound 
— whether  its  humble  or  exalted  meaning  be  considered  ( it  means,  their 
stubbornness,  their  rebellion,  and  expresses  either  the  consciousness  of 
Israel  as  regards  its  sins,  or  the  victory  over  the  enemies  of  God),  is 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  The  Annunciation  of  the  Virgin  Mary.  81 

prominent  in  the  different  forms  it  answers  in  different  languages ;  and 
through  false  interpretation  it  has  awoke  many  a  soul  picture— such  as 
the  shining  star  of  the  sea,  or  the  rolling  waves  of  the  sea  itself  from 
which  life  takes  its  beginning — which  have  been  conjured  up  by  the 
poetic  mind; — misty  pictures  that  disappear  before  the  pure,  shining  form 
of  the  quiet  "  handmaid  of  the  Lord/'-the  blessed  Virgin  with  her  heay- 
enly-mindedness. 

11.   THE   SALUTATION. 

"  And  the  angel  came  in  unto  her  and  said : '' — a  complete  revelation 
from  the  everlasting  majesty!  "The  man  of  God''  appears  in  clear  dis- 
tinct form,  the  seal  of  his  heavenly  mission  lighting  up  his  face,  and 
speaking  in  the  language  of  men,  words,  that  can  never  disappear  from  the 
mind  or  memory ;  that  have  been  carefully  treasured  up  by  the  world, 
whose  tones  shall  linger  to  the  end  of  time  The  consecrated  solitude  of 
the  Virgin;  the  prayerful  silence  of  a  soul  trusting  in  Ood;  the  closed 
chamber  where  the  sounds  of  supplication  and  thankfulness  are  only 
heard :  the  place  where  many  a  holy  and  blessed  presentiment  may  have 
trembled  in  a  heart  for  years  prepared  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  has  been 
converted  into  a  temple,  where  the  voice  of  the  Lord  speaks.  "  Hail 
thou  that  art  highly  favored,  the  Lord  is  with  thee  I ''  "  Ave/'  thus  this 
greeting  sounds  in  Latin  through  the  halls  of  the  Christian  Church,  Ave 
Maria! 

With  these  words  from  the  mouth  of  the  angel,  the  grace  and  mercy 
of  the  everlasting  God  are  communicated  to  the  heart  of  the  timid  Vir- 
gin. She  has  also  already  trembled  in  the  presence  of  the  holy  God. 
She  is  in  the  habit,  being  sprung  from  a  sinful  race,  to  bow  herself  in 
dust  before  His  righteous  majesty.  And  now  because  she  is  the  most 
anxious  of  all  the  longing  souls,  that  hope  and  in  faith  expect  deliverance 
from  their  sins,  upon  the  assurance  of  the  promises  and  prophecies — 
being  oppressed  by  the  burden  of  the  Law,  she  is  therefore  the  one 
selected.  But  the  Creator  greets  His  creature,  and  a  new  world  is  opened 
up  to  her  old  testament,  purified,  religious  soul — as  not  prophecy  could 
have  revealed  it  It  is  the  proclamation  preliminary  to  the  publication 
of  the  new  covenant.  God's  salutation  of  grace  to  a  mortal  woman ! 
The  removal  of  the  curse  that  had  been  imposed  in  consequence  of  sin. 
The  complete  periiection  of  the  blessing  that  had  been  hinted  at  in  that 
curse!  Although  it  is  only  a  play  upon  letters,  still  it  is  worthy  of 
thought, that  "Ave"  is  but  Eva  reversed.  A  heavenly  flood  of  light 
flows  into  the  tranquil,  gentle  soul  of  the  Virgin.  All  her  holiest  long- 
ings have  been  fulfilled,  her  most  sacred  hopes  have  been  swallowed  up 
in  an  ocean  of  bliss.     "  Hail  thou ! " 

But  listen  to  the  titles  given  her  by  the  angel ! — "  H'ghly-favored" — 
"  Blessed  I " — Here  the  stream  first  breaks  upon  her  in  full  force.  Grace 
is  not  promised  to  her,  but  it  b  said  that  she  is  already  in  full  possession 
of  it.  How  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  gazing  at  those  chosen,  God- 
favored  women, — the  Mother  of  the  human  race,  that  courageous  heroine 
of  hoping  faith, — Noah's  wife;  at  Sarah,  Rebecca,  and  Kachel;  at  the 
mothers  of  kings  and  prophets  enveloped  with  the  light  of  prophecy  I  In 
what  unconscious  humility  she  had  deemed  herself  far,  far  beneath  them ! 
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Bat  now  this  word  from  the  angel's  motlth :  '^  Blessed"!  She  knew  liill 
well  that  with  it  more  had  been  said  to  her  than  had  been  received  by  all 
these  mothers  of  promise.  All  the  silver  rivnlets  of  favor  that  bad  been 
oommunicated  to  them,  were  concentrated  in  one  rich  stream  npon  her. 
As  "The  blessed  among  women"  she  has  been  eodowed  with  holy  gn- 
cionsness  and  the  splendor  of  consecrated  beauty;  as  'Hhe  highly 
favored,"  elevated  to  the  earthly  ideal  of  modest,  God-favored,  female 
loveliness^  she  is  the  recipient  of  all  those  gifts,  that  glorify  even  her 
bodily  appearance  with  the  sunlight  of  spiritual  glory.  This  innocence, 
thus  restored  by  grace  and  virginity,  shines  forth  to  the  Christian  world 
as  the  first  result  of  the  redemption. 

"The  Lord  is  with  thee  I" — the  angelic  salutation  continues;  this  was 
a  seal  to  her  faith.  How  often  may  her  soul  have  lingered  in  thought 
and  prayer  over  Isaiah's  words,  announcing  that  a  Virgin  should  bear  a 
Son,  and  beating  in  mnd,  glorious  accord  with  the  pain  and  anxiety 
connected  therewith,  have  beeo  blessed  with  the  hope  contained  io  His 
name,  Immanuel — God  with  us !  He  would  be  first  for  ooe — the  chosen 
woman  !  "  The  Lord  is  with  thee " — ^thus  was  she  designated  by  the 
mark  of  the  divine  selection,  as  were  the  holy  men  of  God  and  the  noble 
women  during  the  age  of  promise. 

But  all  these  had  a  work  to  do,  a  testimony  to  deliver,  a  battle  to  fight; 
and  with  such  a  call  hence  there  would  be  opened  up  a  path  of  sorrow. 
The  salutation  opened  a  door  for  her.  Whither?  whitner  r  The  question 
forced  itself  upon  the  heart  of  the  timid  Virgin^  so  suddenly  overcome 
by  the  flood  of  favor. 

"  And  when  she  saw  him,  she  was  troubled  at  his  saying,  and  cast  in 
her  mind  what  manner  of  salutation  this  should  be." 

The  question  is  not  uttered  by  her  lips ;  the  troubled  heart  only  speaks 
to  the  angelic  spirit,  who  reads  it  in  her  soul.  The  sweet  dread  of  a  timid 
heart  I  The  noble  surprise  of  guileless  submission  I 

III.   THE   MESSAGE. 

"Fear  not,  Mary,  for  thou  hast  found  favor  with  God."  Here  the 
Virgin  sees  her  inmost  thoughts  revealed.  Not  a  single  one  of  her  trem- 
bling, anxious,  troubled  emotions  had  escaped  the  heavenly  eye.  But 
lo !  he  finds  no  fault  with  her  weak  faith  in  the  divine  mission,  he  does 
not  reprove  her  sinful  fear  and  mortal  dread  of  the  task  which  the  God 
of  life  imposes  His  lips  utter  sweet  words  of  consolation.  He  exhibits 
to  her  more  fully  and  clearly  that  which  was  involved  in  the  salutation. 
Human  fear  may  be  silent  here;  the  blessedness  of  what  she  has  received 
and  now  possesses  drives  away  all  feelings  of  want  and  timidity.  God's 
messenger  calls  her  by  her  earthly  name — Mary,  and  thus  makes  it  sacred. 
It  is  as  though  it  had  just  been  given  her  from  heaven.  Henceforward 
it  will  always  be  connected  with  the  annunciation  of  God's  grace.  That 
certainly  is  a  baptism  when  the  name  of  a  mortal  is  called .nrom  heaven, 
and  such  a  name  is  recorded  in  heaven.  But  the  message  only  opens 
with  these  words ;  it  continues  thus  :  "  Thou  hast  found  favor  with  G<>d." 
Only  where  there  has  been  seeking  can  the  bliss  of  finding  be  secured. 
The  past  life  of  the  Virgin  was  one  of  longing,  hoping,  and  faithful  seek- 
ing.   The  royal  promises,  the  inheritance  of  the  house  of  David,  must 
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have  already  provoked  the  Excellent  Virgin  to  seekiog,  to  looking  for- 
ward to  the  future.  A  feeling  responsive  to  these  promises  was  aroused 
in  her  inmost  soul.  Persons  destined  for  distinction  have  presentiments 
of  their  future.  The  contrast  of  her  flight  into  a  strange  country  on  the 
extreme  herders  of  the  land  of  promise,  of  the  poverty  that  made  her  the 
espoused  of /a  carpenter,  and  this  descendant  of  a  king  a  craftsman,  with 
the  lustre  of  the  crown  of  her  fathers,  had  kept  alive  in  her  heart  the 
search  after  the  highest  good,  the  favor  of  God.  But  what  she  had  been 
seeking  is  new  found,  and  with  it  her  past  life  is  closed ;  the  Old  Covenant 
has  led  her  to  the  Saviour.  The  favor  of  God,  the  everlasting  favor 
which  was  shown  to  His  image-man,  to  Israel  for  all  these  centuries,  is 
now  vouchsafed  to  the  lonely  woman,  the  obscure  Virgin.  Henceforward 
she  feels  that  the  eye  of  everlasting  love  rests  upon  her;  she  receives 
light  and  life  from  its  gracious  glances ;  and  that,  which  was  only  clearly 
defined  and  confirmed  to  the  first  believers  on  Pentecost  after  the  cruci- 
fixion, burial  and  ascension,  is  given  her  in  blissful  anticipation, — the 
peace  of  God  through  grace ! 

Now  the  clouds  of  fear  are  dispelled  by  the  sunshine  of  heavenly  love  ; 
the  Old  Testament  fear  in  the  presence  of  Jehovah  is  converted  into  New 
Testameot  love  and  praise ;  even  the  tremulous  timidity  of  the  Virgin  is 
removed,  and  her  soul  is  prepared  for  the  angelio  message. 

^^  And,  behold,  thou  shalt  conceive  in  thy  womb,  and  bring  forth  a  Son, 
and  shalt  call  His  name  Jesus."  Mary,  the  daughter  of  David,  who  had 
lived  trusting  in  the  promises,  did  not  need  any  further  reference  from 
the  lips  of  the  angel  to  the  Prophet  and  his  words  touching  the  Son  of  the 
Virgin.  She  knew  that  the  honor  conferred  upon  her,  to  be  the  mother 
of  the  Son  of  the  promises,  was  something  greater  than  the  favor  shown 
to  Sarah,  or  the  maternal  dignity  of  Eve.  Mother  of  the  Messiah  !  That 
was  overpowering  I  The  name,  Jesus,  had  been  sounding  through  her 
soul  in  all  the  types  and  prophecies  from  Joshua  down, — and  this  name 
had  been  brought  to  her  from  the  lips  of  God  in  heaven. 

The  paintings,  which  represent  Mary  as  having  fainted  away  on  the 
reception  of  this  message,  might  bo  correct,  had  the  power  of  grace  and 
the  joy  of'its  accomplishment,  which  the  opening  words  had  given  her, 
not  existed  in  her  soul.  She  did  not  swoon  away,  but  clearly  and  dis- 
tinctly heard  every  sound.  She  knew  that  she  had  been  chosen  and  raised 
to  a  dignity  of  which  she  had  never  dreamed,  although  as  the  descendant 
of  David  she  might  have  had  a  claim  to  it  But  before  she  had  fully  re- 
covered herself  from  the  contemplation  of  the  magnitude  of  the  divine 
grace  as  shown  in  her  choice,  the  heavenly  sounds  of  the  message 
continued : 

"  He  shall  be  great,  and  shall  be  called  the  Son  of  the  Highest :  and 
the  Lord  God  shall  give  unto  Him  the  throne  of  His  father  David :  And 
He  shall  reign  over  the  house  of  Jacob  for  ever ;  and  of  His  kingdom 
there  shall  be  no  end" 

All  that  had  been  promised  from  the  beginning  is  embraced  here  in  a 
few  words.  The  true  Man  born  of  her — the  human  mother,  the  Son  of 
David  sprung  from  her — the  daughter  of  David,  but  still  the  Everlasting 
King,  the  Eternal  Ruler,  the  Gbd  of  Heaven,  Jehovah,  before  whom  she 
had  bf  en  accustomed  to  bow  herself  with  reverence  in  the  dust.    All  this 
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she  had  heard,  had  read  in  the  prophets,  wondered  at,  prayed  for ;  her 
heart  had  longed  for  and  rejoiced  at  it.  But  now  to  know  suddenly  ithat 
all  this  majesty  and  glory  was  in  such  close,  peculiar,  exclusive  contact 
with  herself,  her  own  life,  her  own  body,  her  whole  person,  this  was  some- 
thing that  the  men  of  old  had  longed  for  in  vain.  Was  it  not  a  dream  ? 
Did  she  dare  to  receive  such  glory  ?  But  God  had  spoken.  As  she  raised 
her  eyes  again,  the  shining  angelic  form  still  stood  there,  and  any  doubt 
was  impossible. 

IV.    THE   WONDER. 

"  Then  said  Mary  unto  the  angel.  How  shall  this  be,  seeing  I  know  not 
a  man  T  There  is  no  longer  doubt  as  to  her  having  been  chosen  as  the 
mother  of  the  Saviour,  only  astonishment  that  one  unmarried  had  been 
chosen,  simply  an  exclamation  of  the  soul  in  the  presence  of  the  incom- 
prehensible. From  the  time  of  Eve  down,  the  birth  of  a  child  had  only  oc- 
curred where  there  were  two  parents.  Now  for  the  first  time  a  man  was 
to  spring  from  a  woman  as  at  the  beginning  Eve  from  Adam,  a  new  crea- 
tion !  Religious  art  introduces,  in  nearly  all  the  representations  of  the 
Annunciation,  at  this  moment,  the  blooming  of  a  lily  in  the  Virgin's 
chamber,  either  to  remind  her  .of  God's  creative  power  that  could  produce 
it  from  nothing  in  an  instant,  or  to  show  the  flower  of  innocence  as  the 
emblem  of  the  mother  of  Christ.  She  was  herself  a  visible  manifestation 
of  the  angel's  words :  '^  With  God  nothing  shall  be  impossible.'' 

Here  we  encounter  a  mystery,  which  even  an  angel's  lips  cannot  explain 
in  human  speech,  but  can  only  cover  with  a  semi  transparent  veil.  ^'The 
Holy  Ghost  shall  come  upon  thee,  and  the  power  of  the  Highest  shall  over- 
shadow thee."  What  words  I  That  the  Spirit  of  God  from  the  begin- 
ning, when  He  moved  upon  the  waters,  acted  as  a  creative  power, — that 
He  was  afterwards,  as  regards  all  material  representations  of  ideas  in  ac- 
cordance with  their  divine  prototypes,  the  inmost  productive  power,  and 
middle-point,  and  the  consecrator  of  all  natural  human  powers, — that  He 
stimulated  the  depths  of  the  soul  to  holy  feelings,  heavenly  knowledge, 
and  godly  deeds, — that  He  was  the.  fullness  of  light,  the  might  of  the 
Word  as  well  as  the  efficient  cause  of  the  deed  and  the  miracle  in  the 
apostolic  Church, — must  be  certain  to  every  one  acquainted  with  the  de- 
tails of  revelation.  The  Holy  Ghost  is  the  divine  personal  efficient  agent 
in  the  spiritual^  as  well  as  the  natural  world.  But  it  is  He  especially  who 
exercises  all  the  divine  activity  upon  man,  created  in  His  own  likeness, 
who  became  a  living  soul  through  the  breathing  of  the  living  Odem 
(Spirit)  of  God  upon  his  earthly  form.  All  the  activity  of  God  in  the 
world,  since  the  fall  of  the  human  race,  has  had  reference  to  the  redemp- 
tion of  the  latter;  and  all  physical  powers  as  well  as  all  spiritual  move- 
ments connected  therewith  have  been  derived  from,  controlled,  gathered 
together  and  governed  by  Him. 

In  the  Incarnation  of  God,  in  the  birth  of  the  God-man,  all  these 
powers,'  these  movements  find  a  centre,  towards  which  they  converge. 
Hence  the  operatic  h  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was  shown  here  upon  the  chosen 
woman,  body,  soul  and  spirit, — upon  her  who  had  been  long  since  made 
ready  by  family  descent,  habit  of  life,  and  internal  religious  experience, 
but  who  was  now  perfectly  prepared  by  the  mission,  salutation,  and  mess- 
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age  of  the  aogel.  This  holy  operation  was  to  he  shown  in  all  the  func- 
tions and  proclivities  of  her  mental  and  spiritual  life,  which  indeed  at- 
tained a  sublime  poetioo-prophetic  character  as  shown  in  Luke  i.  46-55, 
and  also  in  a  holj  creative  effect  upon  her  bodily  life.  That  which  would 
"  come  upon"  the  Virgin  was  the  all-glorious  power  of  Eternal  life,  as  it 
here  entered  into  the  sphere  of  time  and  brought  with  it  a  rapturous  ex- 
perience, the  perfect  fullness  of  communion  with  God,  the  exultation  of 
holy  joy,  the  possession  and  enjoyment  of  that  which  heretofore  had  only 
been  approximated  through  faith  and  hope.  God  was  thus  present,  and 
the  Incarnation  of  God  was  completed  by  the  generation  of  His  only  be- 
gotten Son. 

^^  The  power  of  the  Highest  shall  overshadow  thee,'' — is  this  something 
besides  the  coming  of  the  Holy  Ghost  ?  Most  assuredly.  The  Holy 
Ghost  is  a  divine  life,  that  is  felt  in  the  soul,  spiritually  experienced.  But 
the  power  of  the  Highest, — this  creative,  constantly-wonder-working  om- 
nipotence, whose  nature  and  essence  it  is  to  surpass  all  human  conception 
of  its  operation  J  and  only  to  make  itself  known  in  its  works^  which  acts 
invisibly,  calling  upon  that,  which  is  not,  to  appear, — of  this  man  can  have 
no  adequate  idea.  And  yet  they  are  one  and  the  same.  For  the  creative 
operation  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in  the  material  as  connected  with  the  spiritual 
world,  is  inseparably  united  with  the  power  of  the  Highest. 

Thus  a  new  beginning  is  established  for  humanity;  the  second  Adam  is 
the  descendant  of  the  first  Adam,  and  is  yet  at  the  same  time  directly  from 
God  like  the  first.  The  Saviour  is  a  descendant  from  the  fathers  accord- 
ing to  the  flesh,  but  is  shown  also  to  be  the  Son  of  God  according  to  the 
Spirit. 

*^  Therefore  also  that  holy  Thing  which  shall  be  born  of  thee,  shall  be 
called  the  Son  of  God." 

The  angel  announces  reverently  the  divinity  of  the  Eternal  Son,  even 
in  His  Incarnation  and  in  His  Humanity.  Mary  waste  give  birth  to  God 
in  human  form,  and  the  Church  has  warmly  contended  for  her  claims  to 
the  honorable  title  of  Ss6toxo^,  although  it  has  indeed  been  much  mis- 
understood even  in  her  midst.  The  angel's  words  are,  however,  sure,  that, 
to  that  which  should  be  born  of  the  woman — to  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
the  name,  ^'Son  of  God,"  belonged  in  fullest  measure  and  sense,  because  He 
had  His  earthly  existence  from  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  power  of  the 
Highest  On  the  authority  of  this  passage,  the  Church  of  Christ  pours 
forth  her  lameutations  at  the  cross  and  grave  of  the  Lord,  shouts  her  jubi- 
lant songs  on  Ascension  and  her  other  festival  days. 

And  the  Child  is  called  "holy"  before  His  birth, — ^th  us  announcing  the 
sinlessness  of  our  Lord  in  His  human  form.  We  have  here  declared 
aa  God's  will,  that  which  apostolical  inspiration  afterwards  stated,  that  He 
"  was  in  all  points  tempted  like  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin,"  and  what 
Satan  himEelf  was  obliged  to  acknowledge  in  the  wilderness. 

From  that  time,  for  this  "  holy  Thing,"  all  the  feelings  of  the  soul,  all 
the  movements  of  the  spirit  and  even  her  bodily  life  were  so  gathered 
together  and  hallowed,  that  the  peccability,  with  which  she  was  born, 
could  not  be  communicated  to  Him,  but  rather  that  she  might  derive  holy 
powers  from  His  holy  life  so  as  to  preserve  her,  until  His  birth,  in  holy 
tran<j^uility,  and  to  enable  her,  through  divine  power,  to  resist  the  de* 
grading  influences  of  a  sin-polluted  earth. 
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y.    THK  OBBDIBNGB. 

'^  And  Mary  said,  Bebold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord ;  be  it  unto  me 
according  to  Thy  word.  And  the  angel  departed  from  her/'  In  the 
presence  of  this  wonder  of  wonders,  every  doubt,  every  question  is  silenced. 
See,  the  power  and  grace  of  God  I  The  enraptured  heart  humbly  sub- 
mits I  Even  her  own  poverty  disappears  in  the  presence  of  such  abun- 
dance. This  delicate  humility,  this  tranquil,  gentle  spirit — are  manifestly 
the  results  of  the  operation  of  the  Holy  Ghost :  Behold  the  handmaid  of 
the  Lord.  She  knows  only  one  thing — the  joyous,  blessed  privilege  of 
obeying  the  will  of  God.  This  humility  is  her  dignity  and  majesty, — a 
new  royal  glory  in  addition  to  those  inherited  from  David.  As  she  was 
the  lovely  Virgin  in  the  holy  beauty  of  God*s  favor,  so  is  she  now  the 
consecrated  Mother  in  the  noblest  union  of  dignity  and  obedience,  and 
henceforward  she  will  remain  the  type  of  pure  motherliness  for  all  time 
and  all  the  world,  wherever  there  is  faith  in  the  only-begotten  Son,  to 
whom  she  gave  birth  for  mankind. 

And  now  although  the  splendor  of  heaven  has  departed  from  her  quiet 
chamber,  and  the  glory  has  disappeared  that  transformed  it  from  an  earthly 
habitation  into  the  portals  of  heaven, — ^although  the  celestial  tones  that 
brought  from  the  divine  heart  greeting  and  tidings  to  her  are  now  silent, 
the  wonder  still  remains,  and  henceforward  her  angel  shall  be  the  Child 
given  to  her  by  God's  gracious  power,  and  through  her  to  the  world.  And 
she  followed  the  steps  of  that  Son  ;  saw  with  her  eyes  His  glory  as  that 
of  the  only-begotten  Son  of  the  Father,  full  of  grace  and  truth ;  her  soul 
was  pierced  with  the  sword, — while  through  faith  in  the  Son  of  God  she 
waited  for  the  redemption  of  her  body,  living  to  see  the  mighty  power  of 
God  perfected.  She  remains,  in  our  days,  as  a  shining  image  of  female 
grace,  as  the  Virgin  Mother,  the  chosen  one,  the  princely  humble  soul, 
as  the  first  diamond  in  the  crown  of  her  Saviour,  and  every  Christian 
heart  honors  and  loves  her,  although  it  may  devote  no  festival  day  (and 
no  worship)  to  her  honor,  attribute  to  her  no  intercessory  power  or  authori- 
ty in  heaven,  invest  her  with  none  of  the  fictitious  colorings  of  human 
poetry,  nor  interweave  with  the  incidents  of  her  own  birth  those  marvels 
which  she  lived  to  experience  Her  lovely  image,  freed  from  the  gaudy 
adornments  of  an  impure  human  heart,  open  and  clear,  biblically  true  and 
sharply  defined,  confronts  the  Evangelical  Christian  as  a  living  manifesta- 
tion of  what  God's  grace  can  make  out  of  His  creatures  here  below. 


Strong  in  Christ. — I  am  not  tired  of  my  work,  neither  am  I  tired 
of  the  world;  yet  when  Christ  calls  me  home,  I  shall  go  with  the  glad- 
ness of  a  boy  bounding  away  from  his  school.  Perhaps  I  feel  something 
like  the  young  bride,  when  she  contemplates  resigning  the  pleasant 
associations  of  her  childhood  for  a  yet  dearer  home — though  only  a  very 
little  like  her,  for  tJiere  is  no  doubt  resting  on  my  future, 

"Then  death  would  not  take  you/by  surprise,"  I  remarked,  "if  it 
should  come  even  before  you  could  get  on  board  ship?"  "Oh!  no,"  she 
said;  "death  will  never  take  me  by  surprise;  do  not  be  afraid  of  that; 
I  feel  so  strong  in  Christ.  He  has  not  led  me  so  teoderly  thus  far,  to 
forsake  me  at  the  very  gate  of  heaven  1 " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  The  IMe  Btnf  thai  Vied.  87 


THE  LITTLE  BOY  THAT  DIED. 

I  am  all  alone  in  my  chamber  now, 

And  the  midnight  hour  is  near ; 
And  the  fagot's  crack,  and  the  clock's  dull  tick, 

Are  the  only  sounds  I  hear ; 
And  oyer  my  sonl,  in  its  solitnde, 

Sweet  Peelings  of  sadness  glide ; 
For  my  heart  and  my  eyes  are  full  when  I  think 

Of  the  little  boy  that  died. 

I  went  one  night  to  my  father's  house — 

Went  home  to  the  dear  ones,  all, 
And  softly  I  opened  the  garden  gate, 

And  sohly  tne  door  of  the  hail. 
My  mother  came  oat  to  meet  her  son — 

She  kissed  me,  and  then  she  sighed, 
And  her  head  fell  on  my  neck,  and  she  wept 

For  the  little  boy  that  died. 

And  when  I  gazed  on  his  innocent  face, 

As  still  and  cold  he  lay, 
And  thought  what  a  lovely  child  he  had  been, 

And  how  soon  he  must  decay, 
'*0h,  death,  thou  lovest  the  beautiful," 

In  the  woe  of  my  spirit  I  cried; 
For  sparkled  the  eyes,  and  the  forehead  was  fair. 

Of  the  little  boy  that  died. 

Again  I  will  go  to  my  father's  house — 

Go  home  t«  the  dear  ones  all — 
And  sadly  I'll  open  the  garden  sate, 

And  sadly  the  door  of  the  hall. 
I  shall  meet  my  mother,  but  nefer  more 

With  her  darling  by  her  side ; 
But  she'll  kiss  me,  and  sigh,  and  weiep  again 

For  the  little  boy  that  died. 

I  shall  miss  him  when  the  flowers  come 

In  the  garden  where  he  played ; 
I  shall  miss  him  more  by  the  fireside, 

When  the  flowers  have  all  decayed. 
I  shall  see  his  toys  and  his  empty  chair, 

And  the  horse  he  used  to  ride, 
And  they  will  speak  with  a  silent  speech. 

Of  the  little  boy  that  died. 

I  shall  see  his  little  sister  again, 
With  her  playmates  about  the  door : 

And  I'll  watch  the  children  in  their  eport 
Ae  I  neyer  did  before ; 
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And  if  in  the  eroup  I  see  a  child 

That's  dimpTed  and  laughing  eyed, 
I'd  look  to  see  if  it  Diav  not  be 

The  little  boy  that  died. 

We  shall  f^o  hooie  to  our  Father's  house — 

To  our  Father's  house  in  the  skies — 
Where  the  hope  of  our  souls  shall  have  no  blight, 

And  our  lore  no  broken  ties : 
We  shall  roam  on  the  banks  of  the  river  of  Peace, 

And  bathe  in  its  blissful  tide, 
And  one  of  the  joys  of  our  heaven  shall  be 

The  little  boy  that  died. 

And  therefore  when  I  am  sitting  alone, 

And  the  midnight  hour  is  near, 
When  the  fagot's  crack,  and  the  clock*8  dull  tick. 

Are  the  only  sounds  I  hear, 
Oh,  sweet  o'er  my  soul  in  its  solitude, 

Are  the  feelings  of  sadness  that  glide ; 
Though  my  heart  and  my  eyes  are  full,  when  I  think 

Of  the  little  boy  that  died. 


A  COUNTBY  FASTOB  AND  A  BAINY  SUNDAY. 


BT   PIRKIOMEN. 


I  awoke  early — I  always  do  on  Lord's  Day  morniog,  and  am  therefore 
di£Perent  in  this  respect  too^from  a  notorious  revivalist,  whom  his  confiding 
parishioners  cannot  succeed  to  bring  to  church  in  time  for  a  regular  morning 
service.  I  have  never  been  two  minutes  late  in  meeting  my  appointment. 
I  claim  no  meed  of  honor — none  whatever.  It  is  all  owing  to  getting  up 
early  on  Sunday  morning. 

Well — it  rained — it  blowed,  and  did  some  other  disagreeable  things,  on 
this  particular  morning.  My  first  half-awake  thoughts  were,  not  to  go 
four  mile9  away  to  preach.  Something  said: — ^^  What's  the  use?  The 
congregation  won't  venture  out. — Nobody  will  come.— The  people  will 
think  the  Parson  foolish. — ^The  sermon  will  be  profligately  spent  on  a 
few,  at  most — ^yea  wasted."  And  having  administered  such  soporifics  to 
my  but  partially  roused  conscience,  I  turned  over  with  the  hopeful  expec- 
tation of  sleeping  *  till  broad  day  light/  [Why  does  sleep  seem  so  much 
sweeter  on  Sunday  morning,  than  on  any  oth^r  ?  Is  it  because  that  is  a 
day  of  rest,  par  excellence  I    Or,  is  it  because  stolen  waters  are  sweet  ?] 

fiut  a  man's  moral  nature  sometimes  seems  not  to  sleep  '  a  purpose,'  no 
less  than  his  physical  constitution.  Duty  seemed  to  me,  on  this  occasion, 
just  determined  to  battle  with  and  overcome  inclination,  in  spite  even 
of  all  the  aid  and  comfort  I,  as  an  ally  afforded  the  latter.  Of  course  I 
wished  to  feel,  during  the  oonfltot,  that  I  was  perfectly  honest,  fair,  im- 
partial and  conscientious,  in  the  matter  of  goiqg  or  not  going  to  preach 
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four  miles  away,  on  a  rainy  Sanday  morning.  I  rose  and  went  to  the 
window,  in  order  to  take  the  bearings  of  the  weather  from  all  its  four 
great  points.  I  knew,  nevertheless,  that  through  window  panes^  all  bad 
weather  appears  as  under  a  magnifier.  It  always  did  deceive  me,  and  every- 
body else  too.  An  old  practitioner  once  gave  it  as  his,  experience,  that 
when  once  actually  and  fally  out,  a  tornado  even  seemed  more  tolerable, 
than  a  Summer  gust  appeared  through  a  window.  Another  physician,  of 
twenty  years'  practice,  told  us  one  morning  after  a  black  night  full  of 
weather  that  seemed  to  us  fearful  enough  to  alarm  a  brigand,  that  he  had 
been  out  all  night,  and,  that  *  the  elements  had  simply  been  masquerading 
a  little.* 

I  had  not  been  unmindful  of  the  miraging  power  of  window  glasses 
generally ;  but  such  a  morning  really  was  too  bad  to  go  and  preach,  four 
miles  away.  And  such  a  chattering  as  inclination  had  with  me,  on  the 
subject — by  the  way  inclination  wants  no  fairer  field  than  a  soil,  warm 
bed,  on  a  cold,  rainy  morning.  It  is  almost  certain  of  a  victory  then 
and  there.  It  whispered  the  most  plausible  things  into  my  ear,  that 
morning  :  "  You  risk  a  spell  of  sickness.  An  upset  or  some  accident 
will  happen  you.  Pity  your  horse,  carriage  and  harness.  No  good  to 
come  from  all  the  sacrifice,  besides.'^  And  all  this  seemed  so  reasonable 
to  my  delicate  and  partial  self. 

But  then  duty  spoke  up  curtly,  bluntly,  and  imperiously,  as  is  her  way. 
And  thus  she  spoke  :  It  is  the  first  Lord's  Day  in  1870.  It  is  no  time 
to  shirk  obligations,  in  the  very  opening  of  the  New  Year.  Would  you 
not  go,  were  there  a  prospect  of  making  the  sum  of  $25  to  loom  up  ? 
Would  a  physician  remain  away  from  his  patients  to-day  ?  Would  not  a 
coachman  venture  out  ?  A  teamster  ?  A  huckster  ?  Any  man  of  mer- 
chandise — trade— or,  business  ?  Did  you  ever  meet  any  of  your  appoint- 
ments— no  matter  how  the  weather  stood — without  finding,  at  least,  more 
than  our  Lord*s  fixed  number — **  two  or  three  gathered  in  His  name  ?" 
Did  you  never  read  how  Lyman  Beecher  met  but  one  man^  on  a  rainy 
Sunday ;  how  he  and  his  single  hearer  held  a  full  round  service  ;  how  the 
man  was  converted  then  and  there ;  how  he  became  a  Minister  of  God ; 
how  the  incident  became  a  story ;  how  the  story  is  read  and  told  from 
time  to  time,  and  how  it  is  believed  too  ?  If  you  would  show  yourself  a 
man,  and  enter  the  New  Year  in  a  manly  way,  then  no  parleying,  but  go 
about  your  Father's  business.  But  do  you  wish  to  prove  a  coward  and 
hang  a  millstone  to  your  heart  for  365  days  and  6  hours — then,  stay.*' 
Duty  has  a  fashion  of  putting  her  sayings  over  short  formulas^  such  as — 
"  Entweder^  oderJ^ 

In  the  mean  time,  worship  and  breakfast  came  between.  But  still, 
"the  conflict  rages,"  and  amid  the  din  the  voice  of  duty  was  heard  to 
cry  :  "  On  ye  brave  I"  whilst  in  an  undertone  inclination  responded  : — 
*'  But  it  is  really  too  bad  a  day.  *  Self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  na- 
ture.' *  Unnecessary  exposure  is  bronchitis — consumption,  suicide.'  ^  An 
ounce  of  prevention  is  better  than  a  pound  of  cure.'  Punctiliousness  is 
not  necessarily  punctuality.  To  be  governed  by  notion  is  not  to  be  swayed 
by  principle.  Head-strongness  is  not  courage.  It  is  not  death  that  makes 
the  martyr,  but  the  cause !" 

For  a  time  the  conflict  might  issue  either  way,  for  all  I  knew.     It  ap- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


90  A  Country  Pastor  and  a  Rainy  Sunday.  [March  , 

peared  now  this  way — now  that  way.  At  a  certain  juncture  duty  actually 
had  her  way,  and  compelled  me  to  don  wrappings  and  overalls,  and  forth 
I  went,  with  rohe  in  arms,  towards  the  stable,  to  set '  Harry'  on  his  well- 
known  church-road.  I  felt  as  a  man  invariably  feels  who  does  his  duty 
and  obeys  his  conscience.  Still,  it  rained— it  blowed  and  did  many  other 
disagreeable  things — and  not  now  against  the  window  panes,  but  into  my 
very  face  and  eyes.  How  could  I  help  communing  with  flesh  and  blood, 
standing  in  the  srall  door  and  hearing  and  seeing  it  pouring  and  roaring 
around  me.  Now  was  the  time  for  inclination  to  charge  vigorously  once 
more.  *  Pity  Harry !' — said  she — *  if  you  care  not  for  yourself.  Horse, 
carriage,  harness,  to  be  soiled  and  ruined,  perhaps — ^and  for  no  earthly 
good !'     We  heard  the  tempter ;  we  listened  and  surrendered. 

In  the  house  and  disrobed  once  more,  duty  again  endeavored  to  make 
its  claims  felt  severely.  She  had  a  better  foot- hold,  doubtless,  than  in 
those  '  slippery  places*  out  doors.  There  I  sat,  not  comfortable,  by  any 
means,  but  very  much  like  one  who  had  been  conquered  by  the  Evil  One. 
Angels  came  and  ministered  unto  me;  but  what  kind  of  angels  were 
they? 

As  gladiators  and  combatants  like  to  contend  before  witnesses  and  in 
company,  I  too  drew  another  character  into  the  conflict — an  old,  forked 
out  *  Land'Prediger*  who  had  faced  and  braved  many  a  storm,  during  a 
forty  years'  service,  and  whose  advice  might  well  be  taken  as  an  authority. 
I  had  a  colloquy  with  him,  consequently.  Thus  it  ran  : — *'  I  believe  I 
won't  go  I  Am  afraid  of  an  up  set.  Nobody  will  be  there  anyhow.  It's 
imprudent  to  venture  out.  It's  dangerous !" 

If  you  seek  advice  from  a  disinterested  party,  don't  proclaim  your  own 
feeling,  bias,  or  inclination  ahead.  The  party  will  be  apt  to  catch  the 
spark  of  sympathy  and  then  advise  you  as  you  wish  to  be  advised.  The 
parties  are  scarce  indeed, who  are  really  sufficiently  friendly  enough  towards 
you,  to  counsel  you  against  your  own  desires,  unless  they  should  per- 
chance see  an  evil  immediately  impending.  On  this  principle  the  old 
Parson  replied  to  our  mind  : 

**  Of  course  don't  go  !  I'm  sure  you  won't  find  any  people  there.  The 
folks  will  laugh  at  you  for  going  out  to-day." 

^*  But  didn't  yon  go  still  ?  Don't  you  boast  even  yet,  that  weather 
never  kept  you  back  ?  And  wouldn't  you  go,  if  you  were  still  in  the  ser- 
vice, as  I  am  ?" 

**  I  used  to  ^0,  I  know ;  but  often  regretted  my  going  afterwards.  I  see 
the  folly  of  it  now." 

"  But  didn't  you  feel  better  on  it — I  don't  mean,  on  getting  drenched, 
but  on  doing  your  duty  ?" 

"  No  !  I  felt  all  the  worse  on  it.  It  was  an  unnecessary  exposure.  I 
had  often  a  severe  cold  on  it." 

<^  But  how  does  the  commission  read  :  Go  ye,  and  preach  the  G-ospel? 
That  implies — No  postponement  on  account  of  the  weather,** 

The  old  Parson  retreated  under  the  subterfuge — *  Do  as  you  like, — and 
muttering  something  about  young  men  wanting  to  know  more  than  their 
fathers/  and  the  like. 

It  was  very  foolish  to  ask  an  old  man  of  three-score  years  and  ten, 
whether  a  young  man  ought  to  venture  out  on  a  rainy  Sunday.     Besides, 
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how  can  another  man,  he  he  young  or  old,  speak  for  your  conscience  7 
Just  as  well  ask  another  stomach  to  take  in  food  to  still  your  own  hunger. 
Others  can  at  roost  only  help  us  to  think — ^but  not  think  for  us.  The  old 
Parson  saw  and  felt  that,  and  so  told  me  to  ^  do  as  I  liked.' 

There  I  was  again — left  to  be  torn  now  right,  now  left — no  one  being 
able  to  tell  my  conscience  what  it  should  s»y  to  me.  Both  duty  and  in- 
clination had  now  left  me,  and  I  was  wholly  in  the  power  of  a  swarm  of 
conflicting  impulses^  which,  turn  and  turn  about,  said  :  **  Go ! — ^Don't  so  I 
— rdgo!  I  wouldn't  go  I  You'd  better  go!  You'd  better  not !  it's 
your  duty  to  go  and  preach !  It's  your  duty  to  obey  Providence  and  stay 
at  home !" 

If  it  had  been  at  all  possible,  I  surely  would  have  done  both — ^gone  and 
not  gone. 

I  soon  learned,  that  not  much  good  would  likely  come  out  of  such  a  series 
of  fits  and  starts,  and  as  if  to  get  out  of  their  meshes  and  chase  then)  out 
of  the  window,  I  walked  to  and  fro.  But  stirring  about  is  not  the  best 
way  to  calm  down  either,  so  I  sat  down  and  tried  to  settle  the  matter  on 
principle,  [Why  did  I  not  do  that  before  f  I  don't  know.  Why  don't 
you  do  so,  still  ?] 

As  soon  as  principle  is  consulted,  duty  stands  forth  armed  with  argu- 
ments cap<i'pie,  and  drives  inclination  to  the  wall  at  once.  On  went 
overcoat,  wrapps,  overall,  and  with  robe  in  arms,  a  second  time,  we  sallied 
forth  again. 

There  stood  Harry,  glistening  and  dry,  with  harness  clean  and  pliable. 
"  How  di£Perent  all  that  will  be  by  evening,"  whispered  sympathy  in  a 
mawkish  way. 

Did  you  ever  hear  a  horse's  soliloquy  ?  Here's  Harry's,  as  he  looked 
archly  out  of  the  stable  door  into  the  btorm : — '  I  am  glad  my  master  does 
not  ask  me  to  splash,  be- patter  and  drench  myself  on  such  a  day  as  this  is. 
A  horse  has  feelings  too.  The  driver  can  sit  high  and  dry,  if  he  chooses  ; 
but  I  must  wade  along  far  down  and  in  the  mud.  He  can  exchange  his 
coat,  if  dampened ;  but  I  must  wear  mine  dry.  Besides,  drivers  generally 
hurry  all  the  more  on  such  days,  forgetting  that  it  is  all  the  more  burden- 
some for  our  race,  to  make  speed  in  rain  and  mud.  They  let  us  pleasure 
along  frequently  in  fine  weather  and  on  solid  road  ;  but  on  such  trips,  it's 
forever — *  O'long  there  I'  But,  my  master  is  a  Parson,  and  knows  what 
the  Bible  says  about  the  merciful  man  and  his  beast." 

Thus  far  we  heard  the  soliloquy,  which,  on  the  principle  of  ventriloquism, 
we  interpreted  as  Harry's  speech.  Wherever  it  may  have  come  from,  I 
heard  or  felt  it,  from  some  quarter  or  other. 

Principle  and  duty  had  retired  to  the  interior  of  the  stable  and  hid 
themselves  under  the  hay  and  straw^  I  guess  At  all  events,  I  saw  nothing 
of  them  for  some  ten  minutes. 

The  old  Parson  would  every  now  and  then  cry  out,  like  some  worn-out 
Court-crier — "  I  wouldn't  go  I"  Inclination  responded — ^**  Amen  !"  Im- 
pulses beset  me  again  as  thickly  as  the  falling  rain-drops,  and  using  the 
howling  storm  as  a  tongue,  re-echoed  the  Parson's  only  speech — I  would- 
n't go  1"  Now,  as  I  would  sooner  contend  with  a  swarm  of  bees  than  with 
a  brood  of  impulses^  I  deliberately  walked  away,  turning  my  back  on  the 
whole  multitude,  and  looked  about  to  see  whether  principle  and  duty  could 
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again  make  themselves  visible  in  the  dark  stable  and  audible  in  the  storm, 
saying  to  myself: — "Well — I  don't  know  what  to  do.  I  certainly  want 
to  do  right.  It's  the  first  Lord's  Day  in  1870.  I  woald  rather  go  than 
stay — rain  or  no  rain — storm  or  no  storm.  But  will  there  be  any  people 
there?" 

Then  it  was  that  principle  and  duty  spoke  up :  "  You  are  not  called 
upon  to  decide  on  their  going — only  on  yours.  What  thou  doest,  do 
quickly  !" 

That  sharp,  short  and  decisive  speech  settled  the  controversy,  and  out 
went  horse  and  man. 

One  mile  on  the  way.  "  It's  folly  to. go,  I  know.  But  then,  it*s  not  as 
bad  as  it  seemed  awhile  ago.  Then  too,  you  can  keep  dry.  How  the  old 
Parsons  used  to  split  the  weather  on  horse  back,  for  ten,  twenty  and  thirty 
miles.  Those  old  Parsons  would  almost  be  willing  to  come  back  and 
make  their  pilgrimage  over  again,  just  for  the  sake  of  trying  modern  con- 
veniences and  comforts  And,  after  all,  it  is  worth  something  to  have- 
started  in  bravely  on  the  first  Sunday  in  1870.  No  compunctions  of  con- 
science—to-night— anyhow.     G'long,  Harry!" 

Two  miles  on  the  way  *'  But  it  does  rain  !  How  it  blows  !  There's 
that  long  woods  too.  Those  trees  might  fall  on  a  fellow  and  crush  horoe 
— man  and  all !  Some  bear  right  across  the  road  too.  I  wish  I  were  at 
home  again. 

But  then,  better  to  perish  with  harness  on,  than  to  loaf  lazily  by  the 
hot  stove.  I  will  return  with  the  shield  of  faith,  or  on  it.  ^  Befitl  du 
deine  Wege^  &c.   G'long,  Harry  !" 

Three  miles  on  the  way.  "  Not  a  soul  will  be  there.  Well — I'll  just 
drive  to  the  church — turn  back  and  go  home  again.  Can  say,  that  I  had 
been  there,  at  all  events.  Can  reprimand  my  people  with  more  grace  then, 
for  being  afraid  of  a  little  rain.     G'long,  Harry  I" 

The  last  milt  on  the  way.  '^  There's  the  church !  It  looks  deserted. 
But — lo  ! — what's  that  ?  A  carriage  I  Two  carriages  !  Still  more  car- 
riages !  As  I  live  I  twenty — carriages  I  Did  you  ever  f  Who  would  have 
thought  it  ?  Ain't  I  glad  I  came  ?  Not  for  much  would  I  not  have  come  I" 

I  entered — held  service  and  preached  a  New  Year's  Sermon,  to  over 
one  hundred  and  twenty  souls — a  greater  number  than  had  gathered  in 
that  upper  room  in  Jerusalem,  on  the  primitive  Pentecost  of  the  Christian 
Church. 

All  seemed  to  think  the  weather  fearful ;  but  all  were  glad  to  be  there  ; 
and  the  gladdest  was  I — unless  an  aged  mother  of  more  than  seventy,  who 
said  '  she  would  not  have  been  absent  for  anything^  since  it  was  doubtless 
her  last  New  Year's  Lord's  Day  on  Earth  I' 

COROLLARIES. 

1.  Whenever  God  wishes  to  especially  bless  the  inner  ring  of  the  Chris- 
tian circle — the  *  Peter — James — and  John'  fraternity — then  it  is  that 
He  permits  a  rainy  Sunday  to  intervene.  What  Pastor  has  not  felt  a  pe-  - 
culiar  atmosphere  to  pervade  the  House  of  God  on  such  days,  when  the 
^  two  or  three'  are  assembled  in  the  name  of  Christ  ?  They  are  such  con- 
fidential days ! — those  rainy  Sundays.  Pastor  and  people  come  so  near 
together ;  the  services  are  participated  in  by  all ;  the  homily  becomes  so 
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poiDted  and  direct ;  eyery  exercise  has  so  much  of  the  'Hhoa-art-the-man'' 
ahoat  it,  that  do  one  has  any  margin  left  for  his  neighbor.  If  yours  is  a 
church -soul,  you  must  have  felt  your  religious  life  to  have  risen  to  such  a 
comfortable  heat  in  God's  House  on  a  rainy  Sunday,  as  to  enjoy  such  days, 
rather  than  abominate  them,  fie  sure  that  it  is  wholly  impossible  for  you 
to  be  there,  ere  you  absent  yourself,  for  the  '  Lord  has  something  to  say 
unto  thee.' 

2.  I  know  of  no  rule  by  which  clergymen  can  regulate  their  going  or 
not  going  to  duty  on  a  rainy  Sunday — save  that  of  the  impossible.  My 
authority — for  such  a  declaration  is,  the  illustrious  example  of  the  Rev- 
erend Apostle  Paul,  a  very  punctual  minister  of  the  Early  Church. 
In  one  of  his  letters  he  tells  us,  that  he  had  often  l^n  '^  in  perils  of 
waters,"  from  which  I  infer  that  he  was  not  frightened  off  on  a  rainy 
Sunday. 

To  concede  anything  short  of  the  insurmountable  as  sufficient  excuse 
for  remaining  away  from  your  post,  is  only  to  open  the  door  to  the  ques- 
tion : — How  hard  must  it  rain,  snow  or  blow,  to  absolve  or  convict  me  of 
guilt  for  the  failure  in  duty  ?  fietter,  therefore,  make  the  impossible  de- 
gree, the  positive,  and  you  will  have  no  comparative  or  superlative  be- 
yond it. 

Besides,  pastors,  who  by  the  improvidence  of  man  rather  than  in  the 
Providence  of  God,  are  permitted  to  visit  their  flocks  lunarly  or  semi- 
lunarly^  stand  in  danger  of  making  their  ministerial  trips  few  and  far  be- 
tween, indeed,  if  they  suffer  any  and  every  coarse  drizzle,  or  any  extra 
inclemency,  to  be  a  sufficient  excuse  for  non-attendance. 

People  tell  me,  ^  a  rainy  night  is  a  g|ood  night  to  sleep.'  I  know  a 
country  Pastor,  who  sleeps  best  on  the  night  following  a  rainy  Sunday — 
provided  he  has  been  out  in  the  rain  ex-officio. 


Unostentatious  Benevolence. — Florence  Nightingale,  who  is  a 
great  invalid,  writes  a  letter  to  Lemuel  Moss,  in  this  country,  who  sent  to 
her  for  her  likeness  and  some  account  of  her  life.  In  the  course  of  her 
letter  she  says:  '^Nothing,  with  the  approval  of  my  own  judgment,  has 
been  made  public,  or  I  would  send  it.  I  have  a  strong  objection  to  send- 
ing my  own  likeness  for  the  same  reason.  Some  of  the  most  valuable 
works  the  world  has  ever  seen  we  know  not  who  is  .the  author  of;  we 
only  know  that  God  is  the  author  of  all.  I  do  not  urge  this  example 
upon  others,  but  it  is  a  deep  seated  religious  scruple  in  myself.  I  do  not 
wish  my  name  to  remain,  nor  my  likeness.  That  God  alone  should  be 
remembered,  I  wish.  If  I  could  really  give  the  lessons  of  my  life  to  my 
country- women  and  yours,  (indeed  I  fain  look  upon  us  as  all  one  nation) 
-*the  lessons  of  my  mistakes  as  well  as  of  the  rest — ^I  would ;  but  for 
this  there  is  no  time.  I  would  only  say,  work — work  in  silence  at  first, 
in  silence  for  years — it  will  not  be  time  wasted.  Perhaps  in  ail  your 
life  it  will  be  the  time  you  will  afterward  find  to  have  been  best  spent  ] 
and  it  is  very  certain  that,  without  it,  you  will  be  no  worker.  You  will 
not  produce  one  *•  perfect  work,  but  only  a  botch,  in  the  service  of  God." 
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A  TRXBUTE  OF  AFFECTIOIT. 


(TO  THE  MBMOST  OF  JACOB  8.  KACHLIJCB,  AOKD  22  TKABS). 

Heart- memories  are  the  most  sacred.  ThinkiDg  it  more  in  harmony 
with  his  modest,  retiring  disposition,  we  had  intended  to  preserve  only 
these,  of  the  dear,  departed  one,  whose  name  is  recorded  above  and  the 
number  that  expresses  the  period  of  his  earthly  existence.  Bnt-if  one 
dies,  leaving  behind  him  such  a  lovely  example  and  blessed  hope  of  a 
glorious  immortality,  it  seems  but  right  to  reveal  it.  To  have  the  sym- 
pathy of  others  in  the  hour  of  sorrow,  affords  a  melancholy  satisfaction. 
Viewed  in  this  light,  a  sister's  humble  tribute  will  be  regarded  only  with 
feelings  of  charity. 

Since  the  tender  age  of  four  years,  he  suffered  more  or  less  from  a 
pulmonic  disease,  contracted  by  a  fbver  with  which  he  was  then  afflicted. 
The  best  medical  skill  was  timely  sought  to  check  it,  but  of  no  avail.  In 
the  latter  stages  of  the  disease,  the  bright,  lustrous  eye  and  hectic  flush 
upon  the  cheek,  told  but  too  well  the  melancholy  tale.  Like  the  sunset 
brightness  of  the  west,  it  proved  the  harbinger  of  approaching  night — the 
night  of  death.  Fell  consumption  blinded  us  with  her  delusive  vail,  and 
we  thought  him  of  late  greatly  improving  in  health.  These  flattering 
hopes  for  the  present  life,  were  doomed  to  perish.  When  brightest, 
eternity  was  nearest. 

Early  on  Monday  morning,  November  15thy  he  was  suddenly  attacked 
with  clonic  spasms,  which  the  family  physician,  on  being  summoned,  pro- 
nounced cramp  in  the  nerves.  He  quickly  called  for  motJier,  and  soon 
the  members  of  the  household  were  gathered  around  his  couoh,  which 
even  then  seemed  his  dying-bed.  It  was  evident,  that  he  too  thought  his 
end  nearer ;  the  name  of  an  absent  one  being  mentioned,  he  gave  a  beau- 
tiful message  of  love.  He  lingered  until  Friday  aflernoon,  November 
26th,  when  just  as  the  hour  hand  pointed  to  four,  his  pure,  faith-winged 
spirit  was  gently  released  from  the  frail  earthly  mold,  and  took  its  hea- 
venward flight.  So  like  sinking  intp  a  deep  slumber,  his  death  was  as 
peaceful  and  lovely,  as  has  always  been  his  life. 

During  all  the  years  of  patient  suffering,  he  was  never  known  to  mur- 
mur, or  in  a  single  instance  to  express  a  wish  for  the  boon  of  health  de- 
nied him.  How  many  a  weary,  restless  night  he  passed,  of  which  no  one 
around  him,  would  ever  have  been  conscious,  had  they  not  heard  his 
deep  coughing  during  the  pauses  of  sleep  !  His  reply  to  the  question  in 
the  morning  was  invariably  "  well  !*'  The  thought  of  his  sweet  resigna- 
tion during  all  his  spells  of  sickness  and  of  the  suave,  ever-cheerful  dis-*" 
position  he  manifested  during  the  time  intervening,  will  ever  be  cherished 
by  us,  as  a  dear  reminiscence  in  memory.     How  often  his  fresh,  witty 
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sayings  wonid  dispel  the  monotoDj  of  every-day  life,  and  light  with  the 
smile  of  cheer,  the  features  of  the  group  that  gathered  around  the  family 
hearth  I 

That  which  above  all  now  sweetens  the  bitter  cup  of  sorrow,  is  the 
beautiful  evidence  he  gave  of  a  meek,  child-like  faith  in  the  all-atoning 
blood  of  a  crucified  Redeemer.  During  his  severe  iilness  he  spoke  but 
little;  but  all  he  uttered  in  reference  to  eternity  conveyed  the  language 
of  a  sweet  trust  in  our  dear  Saviour.  During  his  greatest  suffering  he 
said  with  deep  feeling,  "  It  will  be  all  well ;  dear  Jesus  suffered  far  more 
on  the  cross  for  sinners."  To  his  younger  and  only  brother  he  said : 
"Alio,  do  not  weep  so  We  shall  all  meet  agaih,  I  hope."  Clasping  her 
in  his  thin  arm,  through  whose  heart  his  smile  had  ever  shed  warm  sun- 
light, and  who  ministered  to  his  comfort  with  ceaseless,  untiring  devotion, 
so  tenderly,  so  affectionately,  during  all  the  years  from  his  infancy,  he 
whispered  "  My  poor,  dear  mother  I  "  then  as  if  to  speak  words  of  con- 
solation to  her,  he  said  "  Do  not  grieve  so, — I  know  my  Saviour  will  not 
forsake  me  in  my  weakness. — He  has  been  with  me  so  many  thousand 
times,  and  I  have  prayed  so  earnestly  to  Him,  that  it  seei&s  to  me  I  can 
see  Heaven  opening." 

He  early  manifested  a  desire  to  join  the  Church,  which  he  attended 
faithfully,  whenever  circumstances  would  permit.  That  he  listened  at- 
tentively and  devoutly,  while  there,  our  own  treacherous  memory  too 
often  tested  in  afterwards  looking  for  the  text  together.  Owing  to  his 
physical  infirmity,  be  could  enjoy  educational  advantages,  but  to  a  limited 
extent.  The  progress  he  had  made  notwithstanding,  may  well  cause 
those  of  us  to  blush;  who  are  favored  with  the  blessing  of  perfect  health. 
If  his  cUss-mates  at  the  Academy  he  attended  in  earlier  years,  ever  think 
of  him,  we  know  it  will  be  kindly  as  of  a  quiet,  but  ever-pleasant  and 
obliging  companion.  Their  pictures,  which  among  other  mementoes  he 
kept  so  neatly,  speak  of  his  abiding  interest  in  their  remembrance.  That 
he  engaged  not  freely  in  their  outdoor  amusements  and  hardy  exercise, 
was  owing  to  his  pectoral  weakness  and  not  to  any  motive  of  selfishness. 
A  more  generous,  unselfish  disposition,  is  rarely  enshrined  in  the  bosom 
of  human  nature.  On  his  dying  bed  he  prayed  not  for  himself  alone, 
but  for  those  around  him.  His  last  breath  went  out  in  prayer.  ^'I  love 
you  all;  I  love  everybody,"  was  the  language  that  ever  beamed  from  his 
great,  thoughtful  eye ;  but  was  not  expressed  in  words,  until  the  morning 
of  his  sudden  illness,  when  he  felt  his  end  approaching.  How  sweet  is 
the  memory  of  one,  who,  in  life  was  ever  above  speaking  ill  of  another ! 
Love,  naturally  heightens  the  beauty  of  every  virtue ;  grief  as  naturally 
softens  every  fault ;  but  thrice  lovely  is  that  walk  of  life,  be  the  circle 
ever  so  narrow,  where  virtues  bloom  so  luxuriantly,  that  no  faults  are 
visible. 

After  a  dark,  rainy  night,  on  a  beautiful  day  December  1st,  1869,  the 
feeble  body  that  once  encased  a  soul  so  true  and  faithful,  was  borne  to 
rest  in  "  Mount  Peace  Cemetery*'  by  Egypt  Church,  Lehigh  Co.,  Pa., 
while  the  passing-bell  was  tolling  a  requiem.  Earth  no  longer  wears  her 
mourning  weed;  already  his  grave  is  thickly  covered  with  a  snow  blanket 
in  the  beautiful  starlight.     The  wintry  winds  are  soughing  over  it.     He 
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beeds  them  Dot.  Neither  will  wo  ;  but  look  away  to  heayen  with  thank- 
ful hearts  for  the  sweet  assurance,  that  another  is  added  to  the  glorious 
throng  of  the  redeemed.  They  wear  the  white  robes  of  rejoicing, 
while  we  on  earth,  move  as  shadows  in  the  sable  garments  of  grief. 

Beautiful  and  meet  to  die,  is  the  season,  the  day,  the  hour !  Aye, 
everything  connected  with  his  departure,  seems  a  source  of  rejoicing  ;  yet 
so  many  fond,  tender,  recollections  rise  to  the  mind,  that  tears  will  un- 
bidden start.  I  sadly  feel  that  I  did  not  sufficiently  appreciate  the  angel- 
spirit  that  tarried  so  long  with  us  here,  enveloped  in  mortality.  I  might 
have  read  it  all  in  those  clear  dark-brown  eyes  that  so  often  gazed  in  mine, 
with  yearning  tenderness,  and  then  again  seemed  to  look  away  into  dis- 
tant futurity.  But  so  little  prescient  we  are  in  life  3  so  utterly  blind, 
until  the  portals  of  eternity,  which  are  being  silently  opened  by  unseen 
fingers,  have  suddenly  closed. 

Instead  of  the  emblems  of  mourning,  I  would  cherish,  fresh  and  bright 
in  the  soul,  the  wreath  of  memory.  It  will  ever  have  a  purifying  influ- 
ence. Thioe,  dear  brother,  is  the  first  death  scene  I  have  ever  witnessed; 
but  if  it  be  thus  to  die,  I  shall  never  fear.  It  is  but  going  home.  While 
we  mourn  thee,  and  our  eyes,  so  used  to  weeping,  weep  again — thou  art 
at  home.  "  It  is  well  with  thee  I "  Oh  I  that  we  may  all  so  live  that, 
when  sooner  or  later,  the  pale  angel  is  sent  to  summon  us  from  the  tran- 
sient scenes  of  time,  we  may  also  have  *^  a  desire  to  depart,  and  be  with 
Christ,  which  is  far  better  ! ''  E.  M.  Kaohline. 


EDITH. 

TBAN8LATBD  FBOM   THE  aiRKAK. 

I.  Am  I  Baptized  ? 

'<  Mother,  have  I  ever  been  baptized?"  asked  Edith  Brecht,  one  Sun- 
day afternoon  during  Lent,  after  her  return  from  Sunday  school. 

"  Baptized,  child  f  Why  do  you  ask  that  question  ?  " 

"  Because  to-day  in  Sunday-school  Pastor  Norton  went  to  all  the 
classes,  and  asked  the  teachers  whether  they  had  any  unbaptized  children 
in  their  classes,  and  if  so  he  wanted  their  names.  When  he  left,  Mrs. 
Stiers  asked  each  girl  in  the  class  whether  she  was  baptized.  All 
answered  yes,  except  myself.  I  did  not  know,  and  had  to  say  that  I  did  not 
know  whether  I  was  or  not.  You  should  have  seen  how  the  girls  looked 
at  me  !  They  were  so  much  surprised.  Then  they  began  to  talk  about 
it.  One  said  she  thought  all  children  had  to  be  baptized ;  another,  that 
I  should  at  least  have  known  whether  or  not  I  was  baptized.  But  the 
teacher  told  them  to  be  quiet,  and  went  on  with  the  lesson.  When 
school  was  out  she  told  me  to  ask  you,  and  to  tell  her  next  Sunday.'' 

'^  Tou  can  tell  your  teacher  that  you  are  not  baptized,  neither  is  your 
father  or  mother." 

"  Oh  mother,  I  am  so  sorry  ! " 
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"Whj?" 

*^  Because — ^beoanse  then  I  am  do  child  of  Ghxl/'  and  Edith's  eyes  filled 
with  tears  as  she  looked  upon  her  mother. 

*<  I  do  not  know  what  yon  mean/'  said  the  mother.  ''  What  kind  of 
notion  has  got  into  your  head  ?  " 

^'  Do  you  not  know,  mother,  what  the  Bible  says?  " 

*^  No,  I  have  never  read  much  in  the  Bible." 

Edith  brought  the  New  Testament^  and  turning  to  Gal.  iii.  26,  27, 
read  to  her  mother  these  words:— "For  ye  are  all  the  children  of  God 
by  faith  in  Christ  Jesus.  For  as  many  of  you  as  haye  been  baptized  into 
Christ  have  put  on  Christ.'' 

''  This  passage,"  said  Edith,  "  Mrs.  Stiers  had  us  to  commit  to  memo- 
ry, and  often  talked  to  us  about  it.  She  says  that  if  we  are  baptized,  and 
believe  in  Christ,  we  are  one  with  Him,  children  of  God  and  heirs  of 
Heaven.  I  used  often  to  repeat  the  words,  and  rejoiced  over  them;  but 
now  it  is  all  over.  I  am  not  baptized,  am  no  child  of  God  and  no  heir 
of  Heaven."     And  Edith,  while  yet  speaking,  broke  out  i|i  sobs. 

"  I  cannot  at  all  see  why  you  weep  over  this  matter.  Many  people 
live  and  die  without  ever  being  baptized.  Go  out  now  and  play,  and  let 
such  things  alone  till  you  are  older.  Such  things  have  never  troubled  me  " 

Edith  went  out,  but  could  not  dismiss  the  subject  from  her  mind.  The 
thought  that  she  was  not  baptized  came  again  aod  again.  She  had  not 
long  been  a  Sunday-school  scholar.  Only  a  few  months  before  she  went 
along  with  a  playmate,  and  was  so  well  pleased  that  from  that  time  on- 
ward ^he  attended  regularly.  She  was  twelve  years  old,  a  thoughtful  and 
sensible  child. 

Sunday  again  came,  and  Edith  with  downcast  eyes  told  her  teacher 
that  she  was  not  baptized.  *'  Then,  my  dear  child,"  said  the  teacher, 
"you  must  ask  your  parents  to  allow  you  yet  during  this  Lenten  fast  to 
come  forward  and  be  baptized.  Pastor  Norton  wishes  that  all  who  be- 
long to  his  Sunday-school,  shall  before  Easter  become  members  of  Christ's 
flock.  I  think  he  will  himself  speak  to  your  parents.  I  will  give  him 
your  name." 

What  Pastor  Norton  said  to  Edith's  parents  made  no  great  impression 
on  them.  They  were  disposed  to  regard  his  visit  as  an  obtrusion  or 
interference,  as  they  did  not  belong  to  his  congregation.  But  the  child 
took  the  matter  so  sorely  to  heart,  that  they  at  length  consented  that  she 
might  be  baptized. 

"  It  certainly  cannot  hurt  her,"  said  the  father. 

"  Nor  yet  do  her  any  good,"  said  the  mother,  "  except  to  satisfy  her 
mind.  I  told  her  to  leave  that  Sunday-school  and  go  to  another  where 
they  would  not  trouble  her  with  such  things ;  but  she  cried  over  this 
also." 

<'  It  is  only  a  child's  notion ;  but  better  that  she  have  her  wish  than 
that  she  grieve  over  it." 

So  it  was  arranged  that  Edith  should  receive  holy  Baptism ;  and  her 
parents,  out  of  curiosity,  were  present  when  she  was  thus  received  into 
the  congregation  of  Christ  and  became  a  child  of  God.  As  indi£Perent 
as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brecht  were,  the  solemn  transaction  yet  made  an  im- 
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pression  upon  them,  and  thej  with  aBtonishment  noticed  the  joyful  conn- 
tenanoe  of  their  daughter,  as  she  returned  to  her  place  beside  them. 

Edith  was  now  truly  happy.  With  unusual  joy  she  attended  Sunday- 
school,  and  studied  her  lesson  with  the  sweet  consciousness,  that  she  her- 
self had  part  and  lot  in  the  heavenly  inheritance. 

Her  teacher,  Mrs.  StierSi  took  great  interest  in  her,  and  sought  more 
zealously  than  ever  to  impress  upon  her  mind  texts  of  Scripture ;  and 
those  she  carefully  studied  and  kept. 

II.  "  Tb  also  shall  Beae  Witness." 

Several  weeks  later,  on  Sunday  before  Whitsuntide,  Edith  learned  a 
text  from  John  xv.  27,  "Ye  also  shall  bear  witness."  In  her  Scripture 
Catechism  was  added  the  question, "  Has  Jesus  witnesses  on  earth  now?" 
But  no  answer  was  given,  and  Edith,  who  could  not  rightly  understand 
the  matter,  brought  the  question  to  her  mother. 

"  Witnesses  on  earth  now  ?  What  a  foolish  question  I "  said  her 
mother.  '*  His  disciples  who  lived  in  His  time  died  more  than  eighteen 
hundred  years  a^o.     I  surely  thought  you  knew  so  much." 

Edith  did  not  feel  fully  satisfied  with  this  explanation ;  stOl,  at  Sun- 
day-school when  the  question  came  to  her  she  answered,  though  timidly, 
"  No." 

The  teacher  asked  every  girl  in  the  class.  They  did  not  know  whether 
to  answer  yes,  or  no. 

"  I  did  not  know  where  to  find  the  answer,"  said  one. 

"  I  think  you  could  easily  have  found  the  answer,  if  you  had  thought 
carefully  over  the  question  that  follows  :  *  What  is  the  duty  of  every 
disciple  of  Christ?' — Luke  xii.  8.  '  Whosoever  shall  confess  me  before 
men,  him  shall  the  Son  of  man  also  confess  before  the  angels  of  God.' 
Therefore  to  confess  Christ  before  men,  that  is  the  duty  of  every  disciple 
or  follower  of  Christ.  Do  you  not  now  see  that  the  answer  to  the  other 
question  must  be :  *  Every  disciple  of  Christ  is  a  witness  for  Him  ? '  If 
we  confess  Christ  before  men,  we  bear  witness  for  Him  that  He  is  our 
Saviour  and  God.  Therefore  Jesus  has  even  now  many  witnesses  on 
earth.  All  who  in  faith  receive  holy  Baptism,  and  in  faith  receive  the 
holy  Communion,  and  by  both  word  and  act  follow  Christ  in  holy  obedi- 
ence,— these  are  His  witnesses." 

'^And  can  also  baptized  children  be  witnesses  for  Christ?''  asked  Edith. 

"  Yes,  even  children  are  His  disciples  and  witnesses,  if  they  are  true 
to  the  solemn  baptismal  vows  which  were  made  in  their  behalf  This 
thought  should  make  us  very  watchful  over  ourselves.  So  often  as  we 
by  faith  overcome  any  temptation  to  do  or  speak  evil,  we  bear  witness  for 
Chrbt.  When  you  are  tempted  to  be  angry,  fretful  or  impatient,  then 
recollect  that  you  are  disciples  of  Christ.  Ask  Him  to  make  you  patient, 
gentle  and  kind  as  He  was  when  He  lived  on  earth,  and  He  will  give 
you  grace  to  be  true  disciples  or  witnesses.  Think  of  this  when  you  are 
with  your  brothers,  sisters  and  playmates.  You  will  find  plenty  of  oppor- 
tunities to  return  good  for  evil,  and  that  itself  is  being  a  witness  for 
Christ." 
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Edith  went  home  filled  with  a  new  thought.  She  tried^  to  impart  it 
to  her  mother,  hut  her  mother  seemed  to  oare  nothing  ahout  it.  This 
indifference  oheoked  the  zeal  of  Edith  a  little ;  but  she  tried  to  follow 
the  teaching  she  had  received,  and  her  parents  soon  noticed  a  change  in 
her.  She  was  alwajs  ready  to  leave  her  own  work  or  play  in  order  to 
assist  her  mother  or  other  friends.  When  her  father  returned  home  at 
night,  she  was  always  ready  to  do  him  any  service.  It  became  a  common 
thing  in  the  family  to  call  Edith  when  any  thing  was  wrong ;  and  often 
during  the  day  would  she  leave  her  lesson,  sewing  or  music,  to  hunt  some- 
thing that  was  lost,  or  in  any  other  way  help  the  rest. 

^'  I  am  a  disciple  of  Christ,"  she  would  say  to  herself,  when  becoming 
impatient  at  being  so  much  disturbed.  '^  He  was  meek  and  lowly  in 
heart,  and  so  also  must  I  be,  or  else  I  cannot  be  a  witness  for  Him." 
Then,  when  trying  to  deny  herself,  she  would  sing  the  beautiful  hymn 
she  had  learned  in  Sunday-school, 

"Jesus,  I  live  to  Thee, 

The  loveliest  and  the  best; 

My  life  in  Thee,  Thy  life  in  me, 

In  Thy  blest  love  I  rest.'' 

So  oflen  did  she  sing  this  hymn,  especially  when  putting  her  little 
sister  to  sleep,  that  the  other  children  learned  it  from  her  and  often  sang 
it  with  her.  Through  her  a  new'life  and  spirit  seemed  to  have  come  into 
their  home. 

'^  However  much  or  little  there  may  be  in  Baptism,"  said  Mr.  Brecht 
one  day  to  his  wife,  '*it  seems  at  least  not  to  have  hurt  Edith;  she  is  al- 
ways in  a  good  numor,  friendly  and  obliging." 

^'  The  instruction  in  the  Suadiy-sohool,"  answered  her  mother,  '^  makes 
her  both  good  and  happy ;  she  helps  me  whenever  she  can.  I  would  by 
no  means  know  how  to  do  without  her.  She  knows  so  well  how  to  quiet 
and  take  care  of  the  children." 

In  this  way  Edith  confessed  Christ,  not  only  in  her  Baptism,  but  also 
in  her  everyday  life  at  home,  and  became  a  worthy  witness  to  the  power 
of  His  grace.  Her  light  so  shone  that  others  seeing  it  were  led  to  confess 
Christ.  AmoDg  these  were  her  parents ;  and  the  younger  children  grew 
up  in  the  knowledge  and  love  of  God.  How  blessed  it  was  for  her  to  be 
a  faithful  witness! 


HOW  OUR  ANOSSTOES  LIVED. 


The  improvement  in  social  comfort  and  refinement  over  past  ages  is 
strictly  shown  in  the  following  paragraph : 

'*  Erasmus,  who  visited  England  in  the  earlv  part  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  gives  a  curious  description  of  an  English  interior  of  the  better 
class.  The  furniture  was  rough,  the  walls  unplastei^d,  but  sometimes 
wainscoted  or  hung  with  tapestry,  and  the  floor  covered  with  rushes, 
leaving  what  they  could  not  eat  to  rot  there,  with  the  draining  of  beer- 
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vessels  and  all  manDer  of  unmentianable  abominatioos.  There  was  no- 
thing like  refinement  or  elegance  in  the  luxury  of  the  higher  ranks ;  the 
indulgences  which  their  wealth  permitted  consisted  in  rough  and  wasteful 
profusion.  Salt  beef  and  strong  ale  constituted  the  principal  part  of 
Queen  Elizabeth's  breakfast,  and  similar  refreshments  were  served  to  her 
in  bed  for  supper.  At  a  series  of  entertainments  given  by  the  nobility 
in  1689,  where  each  exhausted  his  invention  to  outdo  the  others,  it  was 
universally  admitted  that  Lord  Goring  won  the  palm  for  the  magnificence 
of  his  fancy.  The  description  of  his  supper  will  give  us  an  idea  of  what 
was  then  thought  magnificent.  It  coosbted  of  four  huge,  brawny  pigs, 
piping  hot,  bitted  and  harnessed,  with  ropes  of  sausages^  to  a  huge  pud- 
diog  bag,  which  served  for  a  chariot.'' 


WEDDING  DBESS  A  CENTUBY  AGO. 


To  begin  with  the  lady;  her  locks  were  strained  upwards  over  an  im- 
mense cushion  that  sat  like  an  incubus  on  her  head,  and  plastered  over  with 
pomatum,  and  then  sprinkled  over  with  a  shower  of  white  powder.  The 
height  of  this  tower  was  somewhat  over  a  foot.  One  single  white  rosebud 
lay  00  its  top  like  an  eagle  on  a  haystack.  Over  her  neck  and  bosom  was 
folded  a  lace  handkerchief,  fastened  by  a  breast-pin  rather  larger  than  a  cop- 
per cent,  containing  her  grandfather's  miniature  set  in  virgin  gold.  Her 
airy  form  was  braced  up  in  a  satin  dress,  the  sleeves  as  tight  as  the  natural 
skin  of  the  arm,  with  a  waist  formed  by  a  bodice,  worn  outside,  whence 
the  skirt  flowed  off,  and  was  distended  at  the  top  of  an  ample  hoop. 
Shoes  of  white  kid,  with  peaked  toes,  and  heels  of  two  or  three  inches 
elevation,  enclosed  her  feet,  and  glittered  with  spangles,  as  her  little 
pedal  members  peeped  cautiously  out.  Now  for  the  swain  :  his  hair  was 
sleeked  back  and  plentifully  befioured,  while  bis  queue  projected  like  the 
handle  of  a  skillet.  His  coat  was  a  sky-blue  silk,  lined  with  yellow;  his 
long  vest  of  white  satin,  embroidered  with  gold  lace ;  his  breeches  of  the 
ssme  material,  and  tied  at  the  knee  with  pink  ribbon.  White  silk  stock- 
ings and  pumps  with  laces,  and  ties  of  the  same  hue,  completed  the  habili- 
ments of  his  nether  limbs.  Lace  ruffles  clustered  his  wrist,  and  a  porten- 
tous frill,  worked  in  correspondence,  and  bearing  the  miniature  of  his 
beloved,  finished  his  truly  genteel  appearance. 
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SUNDAYS  ABROAD. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


A   Sunday  in  Birmingham, 

This  is  the  most  important  manufacturing  town  in  England,  situated 
nearly  in  its  centre.  For  centuries  it  has  been  a  place  of  note,  where  all 
manner  of  goods  and  metallic  ware  was  produced.  It  has  nearly  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  inhabitants.  A  busy,  boiling,  clattering 
population  it  has.  Evon  under  a  clear  sky  the  smoke  of  its  numerous 
tall  chimneys,  often  veils  the  cheerful  light  of  the  sun.  I  reached  Birm- 
ingham late  at  night.  Stepping  oflf  the  train,  I  found  neither  cab  nor 
police  officer  to  direct  me  to  a  hotel.  The  night  was  dark  and  rainy.  I 
felt  sadly  forsaken,  as  I  trudged  through  one  of  the  principal  streets, 
folding  my  cloak  closely  around  my  person.  It  was  wholly  deserted  and 
silent  as  the  grave.  Who  knows  whither  it  will  lead  me  ?  At  length  I 
spied  some  one  through  the  dim  light  of  the  street  lamps ;  dressed  in  black, 
seemiog  to  be  a  female,  most  likely  a  street  robber.  The  figure  hailed  me, 
and  crossing  the  street  towards  me,  asked  permission  to  be  sheltered  by  my 
cloak.  To  which  I  of  course  sternly  objected,  meanwhile  laying  firm 
hold  of  my  cane,  with  the  determination  that  be  it  man,  ghost  or  satan, 
I  would,  in  case  of  necessity,  for  once  use  an  arm  of  flesh  to  reform  the 
wicked.  Scarcely  had  I  escaped  from  this  ill-designing  street  prowler, 
before  I  was  accosted  by  a  second  and  a  third  one.  How  thankfully  I 
at  length  entered  a  very  comfortable  hotel. 

Like  the  most  manufacturing  cities,  Birmingham  has  a  class  of  very 
industrious  people,  and  another  class  of  idlers  and  street  loungers.  These 
congregate  wherever  there  is  anything  to  excite  or  amuse.  A  street  show- 
man, or  sort  of  a  mountebank  behind  a  curtained  box,  amused  crowds  of 
dirty  men,  women  and  children,  from  the  top  of  which  he  made  a  rooster 
entertain  his  audience.  Monkeys,  minstrels  and  organ-grinders  seem  to 
be  liberally  patronized  here. 

By  Sunday  morning  the  showmen  had  disappeared.  The  streets  were 
quiet.  Towards  the  middle  of  the  forenoon,  streams  of  neatly  clad  order- 
ly people,  crowded  the  pavements.  I  attended  worship  in  an  Episcopal 
Church,  where  a  Rev.  Mr.  Miller  preached  a  much  more  pointed  and 
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practical  sermon  than  one  ordiDarily  hears  of  ADglicaD  miDisters.  His 
theme  was  *'  The  dispersion  and  destiny  of  the  Jews/'  The  congregation 
was  large  and  devout,  but  almost  entirely  composed  of  the  higher  classes. 
Therein  lies  the  great  weakness  of  the  Church  of  England.  She  does 
not.  or  perhaps  cannot,  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  poor.  Were  it  not  for 
the  Dissenting  Churches  of  England,  those  who  are  not  connected  with 
the  State  Church,  her  laboring  classes,  would  be  almost  wholly  neglected. 
At  this  time,  one  of  the  most  earnest  and  influential  ministers  among  the 
latter  was  John  Angell  James,  of  Birmingham.  To  my  regret  he  was 
absent  from  the  city. 

In  the  evening  I  attended  services  at  a  so  called  church,  or  chapel, 
presided  over  by  George  Dawson,  Esq.  He  seemed  to  be  the  chief  of  a 
tribe  of  Mammon  Birmingham  worshipers,  whom  he  entertained  on 
Sundays  with  spicy  lectures  He  and  his  followers  would  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  Church  of  Christ  as  a  body  of  believers,  preferring  that 
every  man  should  be  his  own  Church,  and  his  own  Saviour,  too.  Tbey 
met  in  a  large  plain  building,  with  a  platform  instead  of  a  pulpit.  Daw- 
son was  a  man  of  no  mean  presence,  in  citizen's  dress  and  citizen's  beard. 

His  finely  trimmed  black  moustache  and  flowing  bushy  beard  gave  his 
face  quite  a  classical  caste.  The  chapel  was  large,  and  crowded  with 
attentive  hearers.  I  was  surprised  that  a  man  of  such  impudent  unbelief 
should  allow  any  singing  and  praying  in  his  presence.  But  he  did  pray  ; 
to  be  sure,  it  sounded  somewhat  as  if  he  talked  to  his  equal,  on  a  subject 
about  which  he  claimed  the  right  to  hold  his  own  opinion.  The  singing, 
apart  from  the  miserable  sentiment  of  the  hymns,  was  excellent,  the 
large  congregation  joining  in  song  to  an  extent  that  is  rarely  found  in 
England. 

Dawson  was  doubtless  a  very  scholarly  gentleman — a  man  possessed  of 
great  talents  and  of  a  very  corrupt  theology.  He  had  a  fine  voice,  and 
knew  how  to  use  it ;  was  remarkably  self-possessed  ;  made  use  of  plain 
Saxon,  eschewing  '^  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound,"  such 
as  are  too  often  used  in  more  orthodox  pulpits.  He  was  a  sort  of  an  eccle- 
siastical  Ishmaelite,  waging  war  on  all  forms  of  biblical  belief;  indeed 
seemingly  delighting  in  nothing  so  much  as  in  fight.  And  yet  evidently 
not  without  a  kind  and  tender  heart. 

His  lecture  this  evening  was  on  the  introduction  of  Christianity  into 
England  by  Augustine.  Not  a  sermon,  but  a  lecture.  With  Dawson  a 
text  from  history  is  as  good  as  one  from  the  Bible.  It  was  a  bold  and 
spicy  discourse.  He  showed  that  Christianity  was  first  brought  among 
the  Saxons  in  England  by  the  Pope.  That  it  was  unhistorical  for  the 
Church  of  England  to  torture  her  succession,  if  such  she  have,  through 
any  channel  but  that  of  the  Catholic  Church.  He  says  that  the  Monas- 
teries and  Monks  have  been  the  promoters  and  preservers  of  learning; 
that  the  priests  have  been  the  mediators  between  the  rich  and  the  poor, 
humbling  the  proud  and  exalting  the  low ;  that  Papal  errors  have  origi- 
nated in  truth ;  and  that  the  Popes  have  been  among  the  worst  men  that 
ever  lived.  He  treats  Protestants  and  Papists  with  equal  fairness  and  equal 
fury ;  treats  them  as  the  anatomist  treats  his  subject,  dissecting  the  parts 
for  the  instruction  rather  than  edification  of  his  hearers.  He  alleges  that 
in  the  Roman  and  Protestant  Churches,  Priestcraft  and  Kingcrafl  have 
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usurped    dominioD,    and    now   he    sLouts:     <^At    them^    je   men    of 
Dawson ! " 

This  man  is  brimful  of  learning,  and  understands  how  to  use  it.  He 
leads  his  hearers  through  the  fields  of  Poetry,  Philosophy  and  History, 
and  plucks  for  them  choicest  flowers  at  will.  He  uses  Poets  and  Prophets, 
History  and  the  Bible,  Homer  and  Herodotus,  Plato  and  Paul,  Socrates 
and  Christ,  as  well  as  all  Martyrs  and  Confessors,  as  sources  of  informa- 
tion— to  him  all  equally  reliable.  His  lecture  bristled  with  sarcasm ; 
was  full  of  faith  and  levity,  of  ridicule  and  religious  earnestness.  Withal, 
Dawson,  with  his  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  Birmingham  followers,  gave 
me  much  to  think  about.  Alas !  he  entertains  and  amuses  them,  but 
strips  them  of  every  vestige  of  faith,  if  such  they  still  have.  No  soul  or 
sinner  can  such  a  mind  lead  to  the  Lamb  of  God.  He  serves  his  disci- 
ples as  Theodore  Parker  served  his.  One  day  an  intelligent  lady  admirer 
of  Parker  remarked  to  him,  weeping :  '*  0  Mr.  Parker,  you  have  taken 
away  my  Lord,  and  I  know  not  where  you  have  laid  Him."  And  Parker 
could  give  her  no  comfort.  Neither  could  Dawson  have  given  her 
any. 

Sunday  in  Loudon, 

Now  let  us  to  London,  the  largest  city  in  the  world.  In  no  other  one 
place  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  are  there  four  millions  of  human  beings 
hived  together.  Like  a  municipal  Lambert,  it  is  an  overgrown  city,  the 
diseases  and  corruptions  of  whose  corpulent  body  seem  beyond  the  reach 
of  a  remedy. 

It  was  a  charming  Sunday  morning.  Well,  now,  after  careful  reflec- 
tion, I  remember  that  its  beginning  was  after  all  not  so  pleasant.  The 
London  sky  is  treacherous.  Often  when  it  seems  the  fairest,  it  is  the 
foulest.  The  clearest  sky  can  improvise  a  shower  in  five  minutes.  There 
are  few  rainless  days  in  the  year  in  this  city.  On  the  fairest  morning 
you  see  Londoners  leave  home  with  an  umbrella.  Foolish  people,  you 
think,  as  you  complacently  walk  the  streets  without  yours.  Ere  long 
your  dripping  garments  remind  you,  that  of  the  two  you  are  the  less  wise. 
What  with  us  would  be  an  ordinary  morning  fog  will  there  give  you  a 
thorough  soaking.  Emerson  says  of  the  London  climate :  '*  In  a  fine 
day  you  are  looking  up  a  chimney,  in  a  ^ul  day  down  one." 

Alas,  that  I  should  have  to  endure  a  rainy  London  Sunday,  I  thought 
in  the  morning.  For  a  while  the  fickle  sky  became  charming,  just  long 
enough  to  entice  the  strangers  in  the  city  into  the  streets,  to  give  them  a 
refreshing  bath.  Despite  this  deceitful  climate,  the  Londoners  spend  a 
great  part  of  the  Sunday  out  of  doors.  The  sidewalks  of  the  principal 
thoroughfares— Cheapside,  Piccadilly,  Fleet  Street,  the  Grand  Oxford 
Street,  Ac.,  are  crowded  with  people  of  all  ranks  and  conditions.  Crowds 
stream  towards  the  large  Parks,  around  the  edge  of  the  city.  Laboring 
people  with  their  families,  who  are  confined  to  their  shops  and  hovels  on 
week  days,  seek  the  shade  trees  and  grass- bordered  walks  of  Hyde  or 
Regent's  Park.  Into  the  darker  places  of  London — the  neglected  lanes 
and  alleys  of  the  degraded — I  did  not  venture.  The  reports  of  others  tell 
us,  that  hundreds  of  thousands  of  the  poorer  Londoners  lead  a  worse  than 
Pagan  life. 
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I  am  living  in  King  Street,  near  the  famous  Gaild  Hall — near  St. 
Paul's,  too.  To  St.  Paal's  we  will  go  What  a  grand  Christian  Temple 
this  is ;  five  hundred  feet  long,  one  hundred  wide,  with  a  dome  surmount- 
ing the  centre,  whose  cross  is  four  hundred  and  four  feet  above  the  pave- 
ment in  the  street.  Almost  two  hundred  years  ago  the  first  stone  for  the 
erection  of  the  present  building  was  laid — for  there  was  a  Cathedral  here 
before.  Its  celebrated  architect,  Sir  Christopher  Wren,  was  thirty-five 
years  in  building  it.  It  cost  over  $3,700,000.  The  great  builder  lies 
buried  in  a  cell  of  the  Cathedral.  A  black  marble  slab  marks  his  place 
of  rest,  with  the  inscription  :  "  J/, yon  $e€k  his  monument,  look  around 
you*'  That  is  to  say,  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  which  his  genius  planned 
and  built,  is  his  monument.  And  a  nobler  one  few  mortals  have  ever 
had.  On  this  black  marble  slab  I  read  this  lesson,  too,  that  every  one 
must  build  his  own  monument,  if  it  is  to  publish  anything  about  him 
worth  remembering.  A  Christian's  noblest  and  most  enduring  monument 
is  a  noble,  useful  and  pure  life. 

Strange  that  such  a  world- renowned  Cathedral  should  be  hedged  in  by 
short,  narrow^  crooked  streets.  The  massive  wall  looks  quite  dark,  almost 
black,  from  age.  People  say  it  is  no  wonder,  since  it  was  built  by  taxing 
the  coal  brought  to  London.  We  will  step  in.  You  see  how  the  floor, 
columns,  roof— all  are  carved  out  of  stone.  Room  there  is  here,  as  much 
as  ten  large  churches  ordinarily  furnish.  From  ten  to  fifteen  thousand 
people  could  find  standing  room  here.  Hows  of  thick  lofty  columns  sup- 
port the  roof  Along  the  wall  han^:  rare  and  costly  paintings,  and  statues 
of  some  of  England's  great  men  look  down  from  many  a  niche.  A  dim 
dreary  light  gives  it  a  cheerless  aspect. 

We  faintly  hear  the  voice  of  some  one.  Yonder,  at  the  extreme  end 
of  the  church,  the  people  seem  to  be  engaging  in  worship.  We  will  join 
them.  There  at  one  end  of  the  building,  is  an  apartment,  but  partly  en- 
closed, as  large  as  an  ordinary  sized  church,  where  the  usual  services  of 
St.  Paul  are  held.  It  is  a  church  within  a  church.  Along  the  sides, 
near  the  pulpit^  are  stationary  seats,  called  ^^  stalls/'  There  a  few  dozen 
boys,  in  white  robes,  are  seated.  They  sing  part  of  the  service.  Plain 
seats  are  occupied  by  a  few  hundred  people.  I,  along  with  a  few  dozen 
others,  have  to  stand  during  the  service  The  clergyman  officiating 
preaches  an  earnest  sermon  ]  reads  it  closely.  The  majority  of  the  con- 
gregation are  ladies ;  and  evidently  very  few,  if  any,  of  the  lower  or 
laboring  classes  are  among  them. 

There  daily  religious  services  are  held,  morning  and  evening ;  only 
the  usual  service  of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer  is  read  without  a  sermon. 
While  this  is  held  at  one  end  of  the  church,  travelers  and  others  walk 
through  the  building,  and  see  its  sights ;  chatting  freely  with  one  another, 
without  seeming  to  disturb  the  worshipers  or  the  worshipers  them. 
Among  these  high  columns  and  arches  the  voice  of  the  preacher  and  of 
the  singers,  is  soon  lost.  Cathedrals  are  grand  structures ;  sermons  hewn 
out  of  stone,  preaching  to  the  ages.  But  for  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel 
through  human  speech,  they  are  ill  adapted. 

It  is  a  pleasant  Sunday  afternoon  ;  I  think  we  can  trust  the  sky.  We 
will  attend  worship  at  Westminster  Abbey.  We  stroll  by  St.  Paul's, 
through  Fleet  Street.     We  shall  have  to  take  our  time  through  the 
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crowds  that  throng  the  sidewalks.  Yonder  you  see  an  old  arch  spans  the 
street.  This  with  its  entire  building  is  the  famous  Temple  Bar,  on 
which  England  hung  the  heads  of  her  rebels,  as  a  terror  to  evil-doers ; 
the  heads  of  some  of  her  martyrs,  too,  were  exposed  here.  The  Bar  is 
the  limit  of  the  old  city — the  end  of  Fleet  Street ;  beyond  this  the  street 
is  called  The  Strand.  You  see  that  the  stream  bearing  us  along  can 
carry  tens  of  thousands  of  people  through  this  street  in  one  day.  Many 
look  like  hard  working  people,  and  some  are  of  noble  blood.  Would  you 
believe  it,   that  yonder  gentleman,  with  iron  gray  whiskers,  in  a  plain 

black  suit,  is  Lord  ,  and  the  lady  at  his  arm,  with  a  plain  neat 

dress,  is  his  wife ;  both  walking  meekly  along  with  the  common  crowd  ? 
Do  noble  people  then  look  like  ordinary  mortals  ?  Indeed  they  do,  and 
some  more  so.  Many  have  just  as  good  sense  as  those  of  more  common 
blood.  Indeed  not  a  few  of  them  are  good  Christian  people,  who  would 
not  designedly  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  beggars  on  the  street.  Many  of 
these  fine  coaches  rolling  along  the  street,  bear  the  families  of  the  nobility. 
A  liveried  driver,  on  the  elevated  front  seat,  and  two  other  servants  on  a 
high  seat  in  the  rear,  all  dressed  in  uniform — tall  hats,  short  breeches, 
and  red  round  bodied,  broad-skirted  coits — have  charge  of  a  few  of  the 
titled  gentry  within.  They,  too — well,  indeed,  they  have  many  wants 
and  woes  in  common  with  the  servants  outside.  Toothache  hurts  them 
as  badly,  and  when  they  are  hungry,  good  food  tastes  as  sweetly  to  them 
as  it  does  to  the  man  that  holds  the  reins.  The  most  of  the  gayest  peo- 
ple you  see  on  the  Strand,  this  Sunday  afternoon,  are  wealthy  shop- 
keepers, and  some  that  are  not  wealthy.  Among  the  plainest-looking  and 
least  showy  of  all  the  wealthier  people  seen  here,  are  the  noble  families. 
Altogether  there  is  far  less  extravagance  and  gaiety  in  dress  seen  here 
than  one  sees  in  the  principal  streets  of  our  American  cities. 

But  where  are  all  these  people  going  to  ?  Nine  out  of  ten  are  going 
to  Kensington  Gardens  or  Hyde  Park,  whither  many  thousand  people 
resort  on  pleasant  Sunday  atlernoons.  Of  course,  the  more  earnest 
Christian  people  spend  the  day  in  acts  of  Christian  piety  and  worship. 

But  our  gadding  about  after  the  fashions  and  follies  of  London  people 
on  the  Strand,  is  very  unbecoming  on  our  way  to  church.  Here  we 
are  approaching  Westminster  Abbey,  whose  walls  and  finely  tshiseled 
statues  and  turrets  are  almost  as  black  as  the  inner  wall  of  a  chimney. 
You  see  it  is  built  in  the  form  of  a  cross.  We  will  enter  the  cross-beam 
or  south  transept.  The  service  has  commenced.  We  wil  here  be  near 
the  pulpit,  where  we  can  hear  the  word  of  Gad,  before  it  loses  its  sound 
among  the  lofty  arches.  The  minister  reads  his  sermon,  written  in  a 
finished  style.  He  says  nothing  new,  yet  the  old  truth  is  ever  new.  His 
sentences  are  all  carefully  rounded.  At  least  two  thousand  people  are 
present;  aU  hearing  with  close  attention.  Though  large,  it  is  a  select 
congregation,  composed  chiefly  of  travelers,  literary  and  wealthy  people. 

Doubtless  this  clergyman  is  one  of  London's  great  men;  for  no  ordi- 
nary man  is  allowed  to  officiate  in  Westminster  Abbey.  He  has  sense 
enough  not  unduly  to  parade  his  scholarship  before  a  worshiping  con- 
gregation. Very  singular  it  is,  that  he  announces  the  hymns,  reads  the 
prayers  and  Scripture  lessons,  and  his  sermon,  all  with  the  same  tone  and 
modulation  of  voice.     This  one  finds  in  the   most  Church-of-England 
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ministers.  Thej  seem  to  have  acquired  a  certain  sing-song  monotonona 
manner  of  expression,  from  the  reading  of  their  Liturgical  services,  which 
they  exhibit  in  all  their  public  ministrations. 

St.  Paul's  and  Westminster  Abbey  are  used  mainly  by  a  certain  class  of 
the  aristocracy.  All  large  cities  have  such  establishments.  The  Church 
of  England  has  more  than  any  other  denomination.  Emerson  says  : 
'*  Their  religion  is  a  quotation,  their  church  a  doll.  Their  Gospel  is  : 
*  By  taste  are  ye  saved.'"  Emerson  is  an  unbeliever,  yet  in  this  critique, 
he  is  not  far  from  the  truth.  A  certain  member  of  the  British  Parlia- 
ment declared,  that  he  had  never  seen  a  poor  man  in  a  ragged  coat  inside 
of  a  church.  As  for  the  ragged  coat,  its  absence  from  church  might  be 
more  to  the  credit  than  blame  of  a  religious  community^  if  it  supplied  its 
people  with  better  garments.  Tet  that  the  Church  of  England  has  lost 
its  hold  upon  the  masses  of  the  people,  is  acknowledged  and  deplored  by 
many  of  her  best  men.  There  you  feel  that  you  are  among  a  kid-gloved 
religion,  suited  only  for  a  very  select  class  of  people. 

Now  that  the  services  in  the  Abbey  are  ended,  there  will  be  no  harm 
to  stroll  through  this  venerable  sanctuary.  You  see,  during  the  services, 
we  have  been  standing  in  "  The  Poet's  Corner."  Here  are  gathered  the 
busts  and  dust  of  many  of  England's  great  men.  Some  are  buried  beneath 
this  pavement ;  others  have  tablets  here.  Spenser,  Chaucer,  Shakspeare, 
Southey,  Campbell,  Goldsmith,  and  a  host  of  others  are  immortalized  Id 
this  Poet's  Corner.  Some  have  epitaphs  in  English,  others  in  Latin. 
Johnson  wrote  Goldsmith's  in  Latin,  saying  that  he  would  never  consent 
to  disgrace  the  walls  of  Westminster  Abbey  with  an  English  inscription. 
Spenser  died  *'  from  lack  of  bread,"  and  was  buried  here  by  the  then  Earl 
of  Essex.  Thns  after  the  world  has  starved  the  men,  who  give  her  light 
and  glory,  she  builds  their  monuments.  Many  a  British  Scholar  cheer- 
fully endures  persecution  and  poverty,  and  toils  to  the  end  of  life  like  a 
Titan,  with  the  inciting  hope,  that  he  can  fight  his  way  into  "  The  Poet*8 
Corner."  Like  St.  Paul's,  you  see  the  Abbey  has  many  cell-like  chapels 
along  the  side  of  the  building,  in  which  reposes  the  dusi  of  some  of  Eng- 
land's kings  and  nobility. 

Back  of  the  high  altar  you  see  a  chapel,  whose  floor  is  elevated.  It  is 
reached  by  a  back  stairway.  It  is  called  the  "  Chapel  of  the  Kings." 
Here  Queen  Victoria  was  crowned.  Indeed  the  last  twenty  four  Sover- 
eigns of  England  were  crowned  in  this  Boyal  Chapel.  Think  of  the  im- 
mense labor  required  to  cut  such  a  building  out  of  stone — columns,  roof, 
floor  all  of  stone — ;  a  building  with  more  than  a  dozen  smaller  churches 
under  its  roof  I 

Now  we  have  seen  how  and  where  the  learned  and  wealthy  worship 
God.  Where  can  we  find  the  poor  at  worship  ?  This  evening  there  is 
to  be  a  service  at  Exeter  Hall,  for  the  special  benefit  of  poor  people. 
Many  earnest  Christians  see  full  well,  that  it  is  hard  for  the  London  poor 
to  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven  For  the  la::t  few  days  posters  and  the 
newspapers  have  called  upon  the  neglected  poor  to  attend  this  service,  no 
matter  how  ragged  and  dirty  their  garments.  Exeter  Hall  is  a  large  edi- 
fice, where  all  manner  of  mass  meetings  are  held.  The  hall  is  filled  with 
a  crowd  of  people — perhaps  three  or  four  thousand.  Possibly  one-tenth 
are  perceptibly  poor — dirty  and  poorly  clad.     As  these  cannot  afford  to 
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have  hymn  books^  a  prioted  slip  is  circulated  among  the  congregatioD, 
ooDtaining  eight  hymns ;  and  beautiful  hymns  they  are.  Such  as  : 
*'  Come  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs ;"  *'  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus' 
name  ;*'  "  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne ;"  **  When  I  survey  the  won- 
drous cross;"  *'From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies."  On  the  large  plat- 
form the  preacher,  with*  several  dozen  of  Christian  friends,  is  seated.  He 
seems  to  be  a  middle-aged  man,  bent  on  making  himself  understood. 
"  What  think  ye  of  Christ?"  is  his  text,  on  which  he  discourses  in  a  sim- 
ple, affectionate  way.  Here,  all  around  us  poor  hard-working  mechanics 
arc  seated  in  their  greasy  working  clothes,  attentive  and  devout.  How  I 
pity  them.  They  look  sad,  like  men  who  rarely  have  any  pleasure  ;  to 
whom  the  hope  of  heaven  would  be  a  great  relief.  Alas,  Exeter  Hall  can- 
not save  them.  These  poor  people  need  sympathizing  pastors,  plain  com- 
modious churches,  and  Sunday  Schools  for  them  and  their  children. 

On  another  evening  I  attended  a  temperance  meeting  at  Exeter  Hall. 
A  number  of  distinguished  and  able  speakers  were  present.  The  most 
effective  speech  was  delivered  by  an  uneducated  sailor.  He  told  the  large 
congregation  in  his  blunt  sailor's  brogue,  how  he  had  been  a  poor  drunken 
"  tar,"  spending  all  his  earnings  for  liquor,  and  leaving  his  wife  and 
children  to  suffer  want.  His  family  lived  in  wretchedness,  of  which  he 
was  the  cause.  And  a  sense  of  his  sin  against  them  made  him  take  to 
his  cups  all  the  more.  At  length  by  the  mercy  of  God  he  was  enabled 
to  reform.  "  Do  you  ask  me  what  I  have  gained  ?"  he  said.  "  I  have 
gained  my  true  manhood ;  I  feel  proud,  under  God,  that  I  am  a  kind 
husband  and  father.  I  have  a  neat  little  cottage  home^  all  paid  for  ;  I 
can  clothe  my  wife  and  children  tidily,  and  walk  with  them  to  the  house 
of  God  ;  instead  of  my  former  rags,  you  see  I  am  decently  clad  and  in  my 
right  mind ;"  holding  up  a  gold  watch  he  said,  ^'  instead  of  my  flask  I 
have  a  gold  watch  in  my  pocket;  I  have  the  dearest  wife  and  children 
you  have  ever  seen ;  instead  of  spending  my  time  in  dram  shops  I  find 
an  earthly  heaven  at  home.  Do  you  still  ask  what  I  have  gained  :  I  have 
gained  character,  faith  in  Christ,  and  a  hope  of  heaven ;  I  have  become 
a  man,  a  Christian  husband  and  a  father,  of  whom  my  children  need  not 
blush."  This  was  an  effective  speech— equal  to  the  best  that  Lord 
Shaftesbury  has  delivered  on  this  platform.  Many  a  poor  tempted 
brother  man  had  tears  in  his  eyes  when  the  simple  sailor  took  his  seat ; 
and  with  a  sigh  perhaps  resolved  for  the  hundredth  time  to  abandon  his 
cups. 

The  late  Dr.  J.  W.  Alexander  says :  '*  I  think  Baptist  Noel's  preaching 
the  right  thing;  just  talking  over  the  Word."  Alexander  is  good 
authority.  I  must  hear  a  man  whose  preaching  is  "  the  right  thing" — 
especially  as  I  find  from  experience  how  difficult  it  is  to  acquire  this 
"  right  thing." 

Noel  is  the  son  of  an  English  Nobleman ;  was  for  many  years  a 
prominent  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England ;  at  length  withdrew  and 
became  a  Baptist  minister ;  since  then,  for  twenty  years  he  has  been 
Pastor  of  John's  Street  Chapel,  Bedford  Row. 

Now  for  Bedford  Row,  which  I  had  a  great  diflSculty  to  find.  It  was 
Sunday  morning,  just  after  the  usual  morning  London  shower.  After 
tracing  the  route  on  the  map,  I  started.     It  seemod  a  great  way  off. 
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towards  the  outskirts  of  the  city.  Yainly  I  inquired  in  neighhoring 
streets  for  Baptist  Noel's  Church.  People  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic 
know  more  about  Noel  than  those  living  under  the  shadow  of  his 
church. 

Noel  was  then  already  a  man  past  the  meridian  of  life,  very  plain  in 
his  dress,  simple  in  his  style  of  preaching,  and  unassuming  in  his  man- 
ner;  yet  withal  showing  a  certain  courtly  gentility,  which  reminded  one 
of  his  character,  when  he  was  the  idol  of  the  most  aristocratic  circles.  His 
text  was  Isaiah  xliv.  16,  17.  He  showed  what  weapons  had  been 
formed  against  the  Church,  such  as  superstition,  ecclesiastical  authority, 
the  learning  and  criticism  of  biblical  skepticism;  other  weapons  too  he 
described  as  existing  in  the  Catholic  and  Protestant  Churches,  which 
have  not  prospered.  He  spoke  of  the  slanders  of  the  world  against  Chris- 
tians, imputing  hypocrisy  and  rebellion  to  those,  who  obey  God  rather 
than  man,  and  whose  pure  lives  disprove  and  silence  them. 

This  sermon  was  a  talking  over  the  text  rather  than  an  elaborate,  clearly 
divided  discourse ;  just  the  opposite  from  'what  is  heard  in  St.  Paul's  and 
Westminster  Abbey.  Nothing  new  or  specially  striking,  but  pointed  and 
practical  throughout,  like  a  man  talking  with  his  coachman,  and  whose 
every  word  the  coachman  can  understand. 

The  very  plain  large  church  was  well  filled  with  a  plain-looking  con- 
gregation, having  a  larger  proportion  of  men  than  one  usually  finds  in 
London  churches.  Noel  looks  like  a  very  humble  and  very  earnest  man. 
He  preached  without  a  manuscript,  of  course,  otherwise  he  could  not  have 
"  talked  over  the  Word." 

For  twenty  years  Dr.  Gumming  has  been  one  of  the  noted  London 
preachers.  He  is  famous  as  the  most  audacious  Millenarian  Prophet  of 
modern  times.  I  forget  how  often  he  has  proclaimed  the  near  approach 
of  the  world's  end,  and  still  the  end  is  not  yet.  A  man,  whose  published 
calculations  so  oflen  turn  out  fallacious,  must  have  an  unconquerable  faith 
in  his  mathematics.  Ordinary  men  would  long  since  have  become  dis- 
gusted with  the  tenacious  vitality  of  the  world  as  it  is,  refusing  to  end 
when  its  doom  has  been  so  clearly  fixed  and  defined  by  figures  and  facts. 

In  his  own  way  Cumming  is  unquestionably  a  man  of  mark.  What 
that  way  precisely  is,  I  have  never  been  able  to  see.  He  is  a  born  Scotoh 
Presbyterian,  and  has  been  pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  Church,  in  Crown 
Court,  Drury  Lane.  In  the  dusk  of  a  Sunday  evening  I  cautiously 
hunted  my  way  through  narrow  streets  to  Cumming's  church.  Before 
one  of  the  must  unattractive  churches  which  I  saw  in  London,  a  crowd 
of  one  or  two  hundred  people  were  standing.  The  doors  were  guarded.  I 
pushed  my  way  towards  one  of  the  doors.  Why  can  other  people  enter 
as  they  come,  and  we  are  kept  standing  without  ?  They  are  pew-holders, 
and  we  happen  to  be  strangers.  When  the  hour  for  worship  had  arrived, 
the  doors  were  opened,  and  we  were  taken  to  pews  whose  owners  had  not 
come.  The  interior  of  the  church  is  little  more  attractive  than  the  ex- 
terior. Cumming  now  is  about  sixty  years  of  age.  He  wears  a  black 
robe,  is  tall  and  well  built ;  a  man  of  fine  presence,  and  possessing  the 
elements  of  a  popular  preacher.  He  has  a  pleasing  voice,  fluent  delivery, 
uses  choice  simple  language,  and  preaches  without  a  manuscript  His 
text  from  2  Cor.  x.  4,  gave  him  an  opportunity  to  belabor  the  Church  of 
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Rome  for  her  using  *'  Carnal  weapons."  His  sermon  delivered  in  a  free 
and  somewhat  conversational  way,  commanded  the  closest  attention  of  the 
larjie  congregation.  Though  ministering  in  an  unusually  common-looking 
church,  at  an  obscure  place,  in  a  narrow  street,  Gumming  never  lacks 
hearers,  even  the  aisles  back  into  the  doorways  being  frequently  crowded. 
Among  his  worshipers  all  classes,  from  the  Queen  down  to  London  la- 
borers, have  been  represented. 

We  must  hear  Spurgeon.  At  this  time  he  preached  across  the  Thames, 
in  Surrey  Music  Hall.  Fortunately  it  is  a  rainless  Sunday  morning;  for 
I  must  stand  at  least  half  an  hour,  among  hundreds  of  people  before  the 
church  door.  Crowds  with  pew  tickets  are  admitted  ;  we  patiently  bide 
our  time.  At  length  a  cab  is  cautiously  driven  through  the  crowd  to  the 
door.  A  number  of  liveried  policemen  at  once  step  up  to  it.  An  oval- 
faced,  somewhat  stout  young  man,  of  medium  height,  in  a  plain  black 
dress,  steps  out  and  follows  the  police,  who  open  a  way  for  him  through 
the  crowd.  How  young  he  looks,  a  little  stooping  like  a  true  English- 
man, fond  of  roast  beef,  plump  and  well  fed.  A  few  minutes  later  the 
church  doors  open.  I  happened  to  be  near  a  door  and  was  pressed  through 
it  by  a  crushing  crowd  in  a  most  ungraceful  and  undevout  style  I 
landed  on  the  window  sill  of  one  of  the  galleries,  from  which  I  had  a 
view  of  the  greater  part  of  the  building.  The  aisles,  stairways,  door- 
ways, up  to  the  third  gallery,  were  crowded,  and  a  considerable  number 
were  hanging  around  the  outside  of  the  doors  and  windows. 

What  brings  this  multitude  of  people  here?  The  transient  flash  of 
an  ambitious  theatrical  preacher  ?  So  I  had  suspected.  But  my  mind 
was  disabused  before  I  left  the  building.  Spurgeon  possesses  rare  gifts 
as  a  pulpit  orator.  He  has  a  kind  face  ;  as  closely  shaven  as  that  of  a 
Catholic  priest;  his  black  hair  neatly  enough  arranged  not  to  betray  an 
undue  use  of  the  brush.  In  black  citizen's  dress — Spurgeon  abhors  a 
robe.  He  ascends  the  pulpit  as  though  unconscious  of  the  immense 
crowd  watching  him  with  a  fixed  gaze.  Every  available  space  in  the  vast 
building  crowded  even  up  to  the  pulpit  stairs,  and  in  the  rear  of  the  pulpit 
— what  a  sea  of  faces.  He  seems  far  off  from  me  on  his  little  pulpit,  (^an 
I,  can  the  people  throughout  this  building  heir  him  ?  hear  him  when 
those  standing  become  tired  and  restless?  He  announces  a  hymn;  his 
clear  voice  rings  every  syllable  through  the  entire  building ;  a  voice  used 
in  a  natural  tone,  without  the  least  perceptible  exertion.  A  sudden  hush 
ensues.  Not  a  whisper  is  heard.  Among  these  thousands  of  people, 
*'  roughs"  and  low-bred,  refined  and  well-bred,  I  saw  not  an  instance  of 
undevout  demeanor;  save  the  dashing  of  the  crowd  pell-mell  into  the 
church,  when  the  doors  were  opened,  bearing  me  before  them  like  a  bark 
amid  the  broken  blocks  of  ice  during  a  spring  freshet.  I  do  not  wish  to 
be  held  responsible  for  entering  a  place  of  worship  so  undevoutly.  So 
much  for  riding  on  the  crest  of  the  wave. 

The  singing  was  grand.  Thousands  of  voices  joining  in  hymns,  with 
whose  words  and  music  they  were  familiar.  Spurgeon  understands  the 
power  of  sacred  song.  Without  this  his  sermons  would  lose  part  of  their 
power.  On  a  certain  occasion  some  of  the  congregation  failed  to  join  in 
the  hymn.  At  the  end  of  the  first  verse  he  remarked  :  "  Do  you  think 
1  am  going  to  be  put  off  with  such  singing  ?     Nay,  verily.     Neither  will 
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the  Lord  accept  of  it.  Begin  this  verse  again,  and  let  all  help  to  sing." 
I  need  hardly  say  that  his  rebuke  was  followed  with  a  storm  of  song. 

His  prayer  reminded  me  of  a  child  begging  its  mother  to  forgive  a 
naughty  act,  knowing  that  the  mother  would  press  it  in  her  arms  and 
bosom,  and  kiss  it.  There  is  no  attempt  at  eloquence,  but  a  simple  child- 
like pleading  with  God.  But  little  to  which  all  of  his  congregation  could 
not  say,  amen ;  a  rare  thing  in  free  prayers. 

His  sermon  was  very  simple,  abounding  in  homely  and  telling  illustra- 
tions. He  is  a  born  actor.  His  manner  and  style  are  perfectly  natural ; 
no  studied  gestures  or  simpering  affectation  ;  no  overstrained  putting  on 
of  piety ;  no  cant ;  no  highly  wrought  figures  or  sentimental  bombast,  but 
the  earnest  direct  speech  of  a  soul  that  is  conscious  of  the  solemnity  of 
having  charge  of  immortal  beings.  This  sermon  was  perfectly  transpa- 
rent. There  was  no  nibbling  at  disputed  questions  of  theology,  nothing 
equivocal,  not  much  to  excite  future  reflection  and  investigation,  no  points 
which  he  led  his  hearers  to  analyze  or  disentangle.  The  dish  had  just 
enough  nourishment  for  the  occasion,  without  giving  you  a  supply  for 
future  use.  He  made  me  feel  that  he  felt  an  interest  in  his  hearers — in 
me.  Several  times  unbidden  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks,  which  he 
seemed  desirous  to  conceal.  Occasionally  a  simple  common-place  sentence 
seemed  to  thrill  every  heart  and  set  rough  and  dirty  day  laborers  around 
me  to  weeping.  Here  and  there  a  droll  way  of  putting  a  solemn  truth, 
started  a  smile  on  many  a  face.  His  published  sermons  give  you  a  poor 
idea  of  the  man.  They  look  tame  on  paper.  You  must  hear  them 
preached  by  himself;  through  his  musical  ringing  voice ;  putting  yourself 
in  sympathy  with  him ;  letting  him  touch  you  with  his  psychological 
wand  ;  watching  the  glow  of  his  heart  and  mind  playing  on  his  face,  now 
in  smiles  through  glistening  tears,  then  in  frowns. 

Who  are  all  these  people  ?  Members  of  Parliament  and  street  sweepers. 
The  great  bulk  are  laboring  people.  I  saw  colliers  over  whose  dusty 
faces  penitent  tears  left  perceptible  traces.  I  don't  wonder  that  this  man 
refuses  to  visi*  America  or  any  other  place.  Ko  man  can  wish  for  a 
more  enjoyable  place  than  such  a  field  of  usefulness  with  such  a  power  to 
cultivate  it. 


A  Test  Applied. — A  correspondent  of  one  of  our  religious  exchanges 
sajs: 

*' I  once  heard  a  conversation  between  a  church  member  and  an  infi- 
del. After  arguments  were  urged  at  some  length  on  both  sides,  the 
infidel  observed  to  his  friend,  that  he  might  as  well  drop  the  subject  of 
conversation  ;  *  for,'  said  he,  *  I  do  not  believe  a  single  word  you  say,  and 
more  than  this,  I  am  satisfied,  that  you  do  not  really  believe  it  yourself. 
For  to  my  certain  knowledge  you  have  not  given,  for  the  last  twenty 
years,  as  much  for  the  spread  of  Christianity — such  as  the  building  of 
churches,  foreign  and  domestic  missions — as  your  last  Durham  cow  cost. 
Why,  sir,  if  I  believed  one-half  of  what  you  say  you  believe,  I  would 
make  the  Church  my  rule  for  giving,  and  my  farm  the  exception,' " 
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ALABAMA. 


BT   PERKIOMBN. 


Alabama  signifies  in  the  Indian  tongue — "  Here  ice  rest.*'  A  legend 
is  current  of  a  tribe,  who  fled  before  a  relentless  foe  in  the  trackless 
forest  of  the  Southwest  Weary  and  travel-worn,  they  reached  a  noble 
river,  which  flowed  through  a  beautiful  country.  The  Chieftain  struck 
bis  tent-pole  in  the  ground  and  exclaimed — **  Alabama  /"  *'  Alabama  /" 

In  a  domain,  South  and  West, 

Of  our  vast  Columbia  States, 
Lies  the  Province  :  **  Here  we  rest — " 

(As  the  Indian  tongue  relates) 
Alabama  I   Alabama ! 

There,  saith  Legendary  lore, 

Near  a  dense  primeval  wood, 
That  a  Tribe  erst  halted  sore, 

Where  its  Chief  cried,  where  he  stood  :  — 
"  Alabama  !"  "  Alabama !" 

Chased  and  hunted  mile  on  league. 

O'er  savannahs,  cliffs  and  stones. 
Here,  a  solace  to  fatigue, 

He  spoke  to  their  aching  bones  : 
"  Alabama  !"  "  Alabama !" 

By  the  river  dark  and  deep, 

Sat  the  dusky  children  down — 
Like  a  priest  in  his  retreat — 

In  their  wigwammed  Indian  Town — 
Alabama!  Alabama! 

"The  Great  Spirit,"  kind  and  good, 

Watched  their  babes,  their  parents  blest ; 
Gave  them  sunshine,  rain  and  food, 

Whilst  they  thank'd  Him  for  their  rest — 
Alabama!  Alabama! 

But  the  Chieftain  and  his  host 

Are  no  longer  found  to-day. 
What  they  found  they  also  lost — 

Fate  and  white  men  took  away. 
Alabama!  Alabama! 

Yet  there  is  a  surer  lot 
For  the  roving  Indian  breast, 
'*  Where  the  wicked  trouble  not, 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest." 
Alabama !  Alabama ! 
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*BUT  DELIVER  US  PROM  EVIL." 

FROM   THE  GERMAN.      BY  K.  B.  H. 


It  was  cold,  cold  winter  ;  snow  covered  the  ground.  In  the  woods  the 
trees  looked  as  though  they  were  covered  with  sugar,  and  glittered  in  the 
bright  winter  sunshine  like  thousands  and  thousands  of  crystals.  If  the 
least  breeze  disturbed  them,  they  shook  down  millions  of  flakes  from 
their  sparkling  branches.  All  the  wild  beasts  lay  hid  in  their  winter- 
holes  ;  it  was  still  as  death,  as  though  the  whole  creation  were  dead,  and 
the  earth  9ne  wide  grave;  and  the  great  wood,  with  its  crystal  pillars,  its 
flaky  veil  and  its  deep,  holy  silence,  were  one  great  charnel-house,  and  the 
spirit  of  the  dead  earth  was  passing  silently  over  it,  hurrying  to  that 
land  where  reigns  eternal  spring. 

Something  creaked  in  the  deep  snow  5  a  light  foot  hurried  over  it  into 
the  deep,  quiet  wood.  Now  the  glittering  branches  shook  down  a  shower 
of  precious  stones,  that  cracked  and  snapped  under  the  stiff",  but  nimble 
hands  of  a  trembling  boy,  who  heaped  up  a  heavy  bundle  of  wood,  which 
he  could  hardly  carry  away. 

Alas  !  for  poor  Anthony.  A  merciless  step-faiher  had  driven  him  into 
the  bitter  cold,  that  he  might  gather  wood  to  warm  the  family.  He  paid 
no  atteotion  to  Anthony's  earnest  prayer ;  the  poor  boy's  tears  turned  to 
ice  on  his  cheek.  His  own  father  would  never  have  been  so  cruel,  if  he  had 
lived  to  love  and  care  for  his  little  boy.  His  hard  step- father  threatened 
him  with  blows,  if  he  did  not  return  soon  with  a  large  bundle  of  wood. 
Anthony  returned  half  frozen,  and  the  family  had  wood  enough  to  keep 
them  from  freezing  for  several  days.  The  poor  boy's  heart  was  very  sad. 
He  worked  willingly,  and  was  always  industrious ;  all  he  desired  was  a 
piece  of  bread,  and  a  place  by  the  warm  fire,  where  often  blows  and  re- 
proaches awaited  him. 

No  one  was  friendly  to  the  poor  boy ;  no  heart  loved  him  ;  no  eye  wept 
for  him ;  he  felt  utterly  alone.  To-day  his  step- father  would  not  listen 
to  his  grief.  The  family  was  well  provided  against  the  extreme  cold,  but 
he  had  to  struggle  against  another  by  no  means  insignificant  enemy;  this 
was  hunger. 

The  father  could  not  earn  anything  during  the  winter,  yet  his  family 
must  eat,  and  he  did  not  know  where  to  get  food.  Then,  it  was  the  first 
time,  and  want  drove  him  to  it,  he  encouraged  poor  Anthony  to  steal. 

It  was  the  blessed  Christmas  evening;  he  was  to  go  to  the  home  of  a 
rich  man,  where  he  sometimes  went  to  do  work  in  the  house  ;  where  he 
had  often  received  alms  when  he  was  hungry.  There  all  the  men  and 
maids  were  very  busy.  There  was  roasted  meat,  cakes,  wine  and  every- 
thing that  heart  could  wish.  Anthony  was  to  creep  into  the  house,  and 
at  a  good  opportunity,  to  take  what  he  could  find. 
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Poor  Anthony's  heart  was  full  of  sorrow  and  pain  ;  he  coujd  bear  hun- 
ger, blows,  anjthin<^,  everything  rather  than  steal.  But  his  step-father 
had  no  pity.  He  drove  him  away  and  said  he  would  never  see  or  open 
the  door  to  him  again,  if  he  did  not  bring  home  something  that  evening ; 
something  that  they  could  turn  into  money,  and  buy  provisions. 

So  the  weeping  boy  stood  again  in  the  bitter  cold,  his  shivering  limbs 
scarcely  covered  by  his  rags.  His  heart  was  so  pious  that  he  trembled 
at  the  thought  of  committing  so  great  a  sin.  Yet  he  dared  not  return 
with  empty  hands.  Where  should  he  go  if  his  bard  step-iather  would 
not  take  him  in.  Oh  !  thought  he,  if  only  there  was  one  man  who  sym- 
pathized with  me,  who  would  listen  to  my  story,  and  give  me  a  little  piece 
of  bread  and  a  warm  place,  1  would  work  all  day.  1  will  ask  the  man 
from  whom  I  am  to  steal,  .to  take  me  into  his  house.  Then  I  will  not 
need  to  commit  a  sin. 

He  hurried  through  the  snow  and  ice,  into  a  distant  street,  where  the 
large,  brilliantly  lighted  windows  of  the  well-known  house  greeted  his 
anxious  gaze.  As  if  he  had  received  strength  through  his  good  resolu- 
tion, he  went  quickly  into  the  kitchen  to  a  servant,  to  whom  he  soon 
made  known  his  wish  ;  for  he  saw  that  on  this  evening  no  one  had  time 
to  listen  long.  But  they  drove  him  to  the  door,  ainl  when  he  wept  and 
resisted,  they  made  motions  to  throw  him  down  the  steps,  and  over- 
whelmed him  with  abuse,  that  he  might  not  hinder  them  by  his  sense- 
less desires. 

Once  more  he  stood  in  the  open  street;  it  became  later  and  darker,  and 
.the  cold  grew  more  and  more  intense.    Above  many  millions  of  stars  shone 
in  the  pure,  bright  light,  and  the  heaven,  with  its  dark  blue,  was  like  a 
polished  shield,  from  which  all  the  wishes  and  longings  of  earth  re- 
bounded, unfelt  and  unanswered. 

The  poor  boy  stood  under  this  cold  heaven,  and  raised  his  sorrowful 
eyes  to  ihe  One  Heart  that  loved  him.  Men  drove  him  from  them,  yet 
he  would  do  them  no  wrong.  "God,  deliver  Thou  me  from  all  evil,"  was 
his  prayer,  and  he  wished  that  God  would  deliver  him,  by  death,  from 
the  whole  world,  from  the  sorrow  and  want  that  he  must  endure,  from 
the  hardness  of  men  who  wished  him  to  do  evil.  He  sat  down  on  a 
stone,  folded  his  arms  and  rested  his  tear-stained  face  upon  them,  to 
freeze ;  for  he  dared  not  venture  to  return  to  his  step- father,  and  he  had 
lost  the  courage  to  go  to  strangers  and  ask  for  shelter. 

**  Who  is  sitting  here  in  this  terrible  cold  V*  He  listened  to  the  gentle 
voice,  and  looked  up.  Before  him  stood  a  tall  man  wrapped  in  a  fur 
coat.  On  his  arm  was  a  lady  whom  one  could  scarcely  recognize  for  her 
thick,  warm  wrappings. 

How  full  of  astonishment  and  sympathy  they  were,  when  Anthony 
told  his  sorrowful  story,  and  said  he  was  waiting  for  God  to  take  him 
home. 

"  Poor  boy,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  He  has  sent  us  to  you;  come  with 
us;   no  one  shall  ever  tempt  you  to  steal,  and  you  shall  never  want." 

The  gentleman  and  lady  went  into  the  public  hall,  which  to-day  beamed 
with  light.  They  took  Anthony  with  them,  and  he  was  quite  blinded 
by  its  magnificence.  In  the  midst  of  the  hall  was  a  long  table  covered 
with  a  white  cloth,  and  upon  it  stood  a  shining  Christmas-tree  with  golden 
apples  and  nuts,  sugar-fruit  and  gay  flickering  lights. 
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Under  tl^e  tree  lay  maDy  beautiful  thiugS;  warm  shoes,  stockiDgs,  caps, 
cloth,  clothes.  Anthony  could  not  understand  it  all.  First  he  had  wept 
from  sorrow  and  pain ;  now  in  the  midst  of  this  splendor,  he  felt  so  hap- 
py, it  seemed  as  though  his  heart  must  burst;  his  eyes  grew  dim  and 
he  trembled.  It  seemed  as  though  all  the  lights  had  melted  into  one 
great  sun,  and  the  men  were  angels,  performing  heavenly  actions  to  the 
well-pleasing  of  the  everlasting  Creator. 

Suddenly  the  doors  opened  wide,  and  a  long  train  of  poor  children  en- 
tered, followed  by  their  parents.  All  these  children,  who  had  never 
smiled  with  Christmas-joy,  had  been  brought  here  by  good  men^  who  had 
prepared  this  pleasure  for  them,  that  they  might  rejoice  with  God  and 
the  angels.  Each  child  now  took  its  place  by  the  presents,  but  before 
they  touched  them,  all  joined  in  a  beautiful  Christmas* hymn.  After 
which  the  mirth  broke  out  on  all  sides. 

Anthony  was  led  to  the  table  by  his  kind  protector,  and  a  warm  out- 
fit was  given  him.  Never  had  he  called  so  much  his  own.  He  kissed 
the  hand  stretched  out  to  him,  and  vowed  to  be  grateful  all  his  life.  The 
kind  man  said,  "  I  will  never  leave  you,  but  will  always  care  for  you." 
And  so  he  did.  Anthony  was  sent  to  an  Orphans'  Home,  where  he 
was  lovingly  cared  for.  Every  Sabbath  he  was  allowed  to  go  to  his  bene- 
factor, and  tell  him  all  that  he  had  learned  during  the  week. 

He  was  sent  to  a  great  master,  and  became  his  most  attentive  and  in- 
dustrious scholar.  Here  and  in  after-life  he  met  many  temptations;  calls 
to  evil  and  sin,  but  God  kept  him. 

When  trouble  and  sickness  came  upon  him,  he  thought,  "  God  sends 
it  for  my  good,  that  I  may  never  forget  how  poor  I  was,  and  from  what 
great  want  He  delivered  me.''  He  was  industrious  and  pious,  and  so  wise 
and  virtuous,  that  all  men  were  pleased  with  him,  but  he  never  forgot  the 
prayer  of  his  childhood,  and  when  temptation  came  near  his  heart,  he 
glanced  up  to  Heaven  with  the  confiding  prayer, 

"Deliver  us  from  evil." 


JOHANNES  FALE. 


FROM  THB  GERMAN,  BY  J.  W.  EBBINGHAUS. 


Falk  Johannes  von  der  Oshsee  was  born  on  the  day  of  Simon  Judah, 
1768,  and  died  on  the  14th  of  February,  1826.  Born — died,  two  words, 
between  them  a  stroke ;  that  is  every  body's  history  of  life,  only  the  dates 
differ  and  the  length  of  the  stroke  between.  There  are  only  two  kinds  of 
men  on  earth  :  fools  and  wise ;  fools,  who  never  think  of  the  end  of  the 
stroke  or  line,  and  wise,  who  think  of  it  every  day  and  pray:  "  So  teach 
us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom." 

But  Johannes  Falk  was  born  in  the  ancient  City  of  Danzig,  and  his 
father  was  a  wig-maker.  That  was  no  dishonorable  trade ;  for  at  that  time 
everybody  carried  a  wig  on  his  head  in  place  of  his  own  hair,  and  behind 
was  a  long  cue.    This  has  gone  out  of  fashion  now,  although  they  say  that 
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cues  never  get  oat  of  fafihion.  Old  Mr.  Falk,  however,  had  to  maiDtaiD 
hy  hb  art  his  family,  which  consisted  of  his  wife  and  eight  children,  and 
to  satisfy  so  many  little  mouths  day  after  day  was  for  the  poor  wig-maker 
not  an  easy  task,  and  he  had  to  work  hard,  that  "  the  meal  in  the  barrel 
might  not  waste  and  the  cruse  of  oil  fail  not/'  He  lived  near  the  fisher- 
gate  opposite  the  wharf,  in  a  small  cottage,  and  the  little  Johannes  had 
always  the  ships  before  his  eyes,  and  often  thought  of  the  ^reat  distance 
they  had  come,  and  the  foreign  countries  they  had  visited.  He  often  looked 
too  at  the  quaint  and  old  houses  with  their  curious  windows  and  roofs,  and 
wondered  about  the  strange  and  ugly-looking  faces  and  figures  of  the  an- 
cient fountain  in  the  middle  of  the  market-place.  Occasionally  he  got 
into  boyish  scrapes  and  difficulties,  and  his  father  inflicted  upon  him  the 
punishment  they  merited,  which  was  very  wholesome  to  little  Johannes. 

Books  and  learning  in  general  stood  not  high  in  the  estimation  of  the 
old  gentleman,  but  he  considered  his  trade  a  very  good  one,  and  resolved 
that  his  son  should  also  become  a  wig- maker.  And  so  it  happened  that 
when  Johannes  was  ten  years  old,  he  was  taken  from  school  and  put  into 
his  father's  work -shop,  so  that  he  might  learn  early  to  make  wigs  and  to  twist 
cues.  This  turn  in  his  life  displeased  the  little  fellow  exceedingly,  and 
the  more  he  disliked  the  occupation  which  his  father  had  chosen  for  him, 
the  less  he  was  able  to  comprehend  the  art,  and  the  more  numerous  were 
the  reproaches  and  punishments,  which  he  received  from  his  stern  parent 
for  his  dullness. 

But  for  one  thing  he  longed,  for  his  books;  an  insatiable  thirst  for  know- 
ledge burnt  within  him ;  to  satisfy  this  he  would  have  endured  anything, 
and  all  his  little  earnings  he  treasured  up  to  buy  books.  As  ho  received 
no  light  in  the  evening  at  home,  he  read  on  his  errands  in  the  streets, 
standing  in  the  bitter  cold  of  winter  time,  under  the  lamp-posts  until  his 
hands  were  stiff  and  his  body  shivering  from  the  effects  of  his  uncomfor- 
table study.  Had  not  his  dear  mother  early  planted  into  him  the  fear  of 
God  and  love  to  his  Saviour,  he  would  have  given  great  trouble  to  his  pa- 
rents; for  he  was  wild  and  impatient^  like  a  young  colt  ready  to  kick  against 
the  pricks,  and  the  temptations  of  youth  were  besetting  his  way.  To  study 
he  wanted,  and  could  he  have  bought  the  fulfilling  of  this  wish  with  half 
of  his  life,  he  would  have  done  it  gladly. 

In  a  letter  he  wrote  to  his  cousin  in  1781,  he  says :  ''God  willing  I  will 
soon  be  thirteen  years  old,  and  am  growing  taller  every  year,  and  all  our 
friends  rejoice  to  see  me  growing  so  much.  I  cannot  say  that  I  rejoice 
about  it ;  for  I  see  many  tall  ones  who  are  donkeys  in  the  bargain,  and  I 
am  sad  that  I  am  growing  and  cannot  study.  0  that  I  could  become  a 
scholar  !  that  would  be  my  pleasure.  But  my  father  will  not  consent  to 
it.  My  mother  would  be  willing,  but  she  cannot  do  what  she  would  like. 
Now  I  must  wait  and  be  patient,  and  commend  the  rest  to  God." 

Under  such  circumstances  we  need  not  wonder,  that,  having  made  an 
unfortunate  fall  from  a  wagon  and  broken  his  leg,  he  considered  the  time 
which  he  was  compelled  to  spend  in  bed  to  heal  the  same,  the  best  he  ever 
had,  because  he  could  now  read  and  study  as  much  as  he  wanted,  and  he 
would  cheerfully  have  submitted  to  another  such  accident,  could  he  have 
been  relieved  thereby  from  those  dreadful  wigs,  and  returned  to  the  com- 
pany of  his  beloved  books.     However,  as  this  did  not  happen,  and  his 
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father's  hazel-stick  coDtinuallj  debarred  him  from  enjoying  his  pleasure, 
he  became  more  and  more  tired  of  his  life,  and  came  near  runninj]:  away, 
had  he  not  just,  when  he  was  about  to  make  the  attempt,  passed  by  an 
open  church-door,  where  the  sweet  and  softening  peals  of  the  organ  touched 
his  ear,  penetrated  his  soul,  and  reminded  his  impatient  heart  of  the  fifth 
commandment,  and  of  the  grief  with  which  he  would  fill  the  hearts  of  his 
parents  would  he  execute  his  rash  intention.  Then  he  returned  home  and 
worked  on  quietly,  but  his  soul  was  full  of  grief  about  his  troubled  boy 
life.  To  this  grief  he  gave  expression  in  a  pretty  little  poem,  full  of  sad 
thoughts.  I  am  too  sorry  that  1  cannot  translate  it.  I  will,  however,  give 
it  as  I  find  it,  for  the  benefit  of  those  of  my  readers,  who  are  able  to  read 
the  German. 

Vogelein  ! 
Jabr  aus — Jahr  ein, 
Icb,  ich  an  der  Ostsee  komroen. 
'  Keiner  hat  mich  mitgenommen 
In  ein  fremdes  Land  hinein. 
Vogelein !  Vogelein ! 

Vogelein  I 

Jahr  au8 — Jahr  ein, 

JSiiz  ich  hier ;  ich  armer  Xnabe, 

Auf  der  Welt  ich  Niemand  habe  ; 

Hier  auf  diepem  harten  Stein. 

Vogelein  !  Vogelein  ! 

Vogelein  I 

Jahr  aus — .Jahr  ein, 

8ollt  ihr  kommen,  sollt  ihr  fliegen, 

Und  ich  werde  schlafen  liegen 

Unter  dieseni  harten  Stein. 

Vogelein  I  Vogelein  I 

But  it  was  not  the  will  of  God,  that  the  poor  boy  should  find  nothing 
but  a  stone.  He  had  for  him  the  bread  of  life,  and  had  selected  him  for 
a  chosen  instrument  to  impart  His  heavenly  mercy.  The  first  sunshine 
fell  into  his  troubled  soul,  when  his  father  permitted  him,  in  the  year  1784% 
to  attend  the  instruction  of  a  teacher  of  the  English  language,  twice  a 
week,  on  the  condition,  that  Johannes  would  promise  to  work 
several  hours  in  the  work-shop.  Now  he  set  to  work  in  good  earnest,  and 
soon  advanced  far  beyond  his  fellow-students,  who  were  the  sons  of  rich 
citizens,  and  did  not  like  to  associate  with  him  on  account  of  the  hiAnble 
position  of  his  father.  Especially  did  he  excel  in  writing.  The  attention 
of  influential  men,  among  others  of  his  minister,  the  pastor  of  St.  Peter's, 
in  Danzig,  was  directed  to  him,  who  persuaded  his  father  to  give  him  all 
his  time  for  study,  so  that  he  might  prepare  himself  for  the  study  of 
theology.  Day  and  night  he  now  studied.  To  keep  himself  awake  during 
the  night,  he  would  put  his  feet  into  a  bucket  of  cold  water.  Thus  he  sat 
many  a  night  and  studied. 

The  second  day  of  Christmas,  1785,  well  nigh  became  the  day  ^f  his 
death.     He  went  with  his  younger  brother  Charles  to  the  river  to  skate. 
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The  ice  being  in  a  good  coDdition,  he  careered  swiftly  aloDg.  All  at  once, 
when  looking  about  for  his  brother,  and  not  watching  his  way,  he  fell  into 
a  hole,  which  the  fishermen  had  made.  Down  he  went,  and  as  the  waters 
were  closing  upon  him,  he  commended  his  soul  to  the  Lord,  and,  as  he 
afterwards  related,  his  first  thought  was  :  "  In  this  way  shall  I  perish !" 
and  his  second :  '*  My  dear  parents,  my  poor  mother,  my  dearest  father, 
0  that  I  could  have  spared  you  this  grief,"  and  then  *^  if  only  Charles 
will  not  fall  in  too,"  and  then  "  Lord  Jesus  unto  Thee  I  live,  unto  Thee  I 
die,  Thine  I  am  now  and  forever."  Just  as  he  was  about  to  say  amen,  he 
felt  a  hand  which  drew  him  forth  from  the  deep,  and  this  was  the  hand  of 
his  brother,  who,  in  spite  of  the  warnings  of  the  fishermen^  went  to  him,  in 
order  to  save  his  life.  After  great  exertions  and  danger  for  his  own  lii'e, 
he  succeeded  with  the  help  of  the  fishermen  to  save  his  brother.  And 
when  both  had  safely  been  brought  home,  all  friends  and  relatives  came 
and  congratulated  the  parents  on  the  happy  rescue  of  their  sons.  For  a 
season  they  sat  together  praising  and  thanking  God  with  one  mind  for  His 
goodness  and  loving-kindness.  But  one  of  the  visitors,  his  aunt,  Mrs. 
Anna  Martens,  a  pious  woman  and  member  of  the  Moravian  Church,  laid  her 
hand  upon  the  head  of  Johannes  and  said  :  '^  John,  God  has  again  been  with 
thee,  and  He  will  never  leave  thee,  unless  thou  dost  leave  Him ;  for  I  am 
certain  of  this  in  my  mind,  that  the  Lord  has  chosen  thee  for  His  service." 
She  was  right.  He  was  saved  from  death  to  bring  life  to  many  in  the 
future.  From  this  time  forth  there  began  to  grow  within  the  soul  of  the 
youth  the  seed  of  godliness,  and  germ  after  germ  broke  open  the  earth,  to 
greet  the  rays  of  the  sun  of  heaven,  which  alone  is  able  to  warm  man's 
heart  and  educate  him  for  his  heavenly  calling.  There  are  many  children 
of  God  in  this  world,  whose  life  in  peace  and  quietness  passeth  silently 
along,  like  the  quiet  stream  flowing  over  a  plain,  until  it  reaches  the  great 
ocean.  The  life  of  others  is  stormy,  the  waves  rolling  high,  over  rock 
and  precipice,  in  much  danger,  fear  and  trouble.  Naught  but  the  cross, 
the  compass  of  the  human  sea  of  life,  saves  them  from  shipwreck.  The  life 
of  Johannes  was  such  a  storm  life.  After  every  storm  comes  a  calm,  and 
in  the  solemn  silence  of  the  subdued  elements,  the  voice  of  the  human 
heart  sings  praises  to  the  Lord,  who  rebukes  the  storm  and  says :  Peace^ 
be  still.  Johannes  now  attended  the  Latin  school  in  his  native  place,  and 
the  progress  he  made  here  was  really  astonishing.  He  stood  among  the 
best  in  the  languages  and  history,  and  would  have  commenced  to  study  phi- 
losophy, had  it  not  appeared  to  him  exceedingly  difficult.  Having  heard, 
that  a  professor  of  philosophy  actually  died  from  the  efifccts  of  this  study, 
it  having  fatally  damaged  his  nerves,  he  resolved  to  wait  a  while  yet.  But 
he  desired  to  study  the  sacred  art  of  poetry.  In  his  heart  there  was  a 
fountain  pouring  forth  songs  and  melodies.  As  by  a  charm  he  was  drawn 
into  the  wonder  world  of  poetry  and  song.  One  morning  he  went  to  a 
learned  professor,  who  taught  this  sacred  art.  Here  he  was  doomed  to 
disappointment.  The  professor  told  him  after  the  lecture,  when  the  boy 
asked  his  opinion  about  writing  poetry,  that  he  had  been  a  teacher  of  poetry 
for  more  than  eighteen  years,  and  that  in  all  this  time  the  Lord  had  merci- 
fully preserved  him  from  writing  any  verses,  and  that  he  had  always  warned 
his  pupils  against  it,  because  his  experience  had  taught  him,  that  those  who 
wrote  poetry  generally  became  good  for  nothing.  Johannes  stood  there, 
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as  if  struck  by  lightDing.  If  any  body  had  asked  him  afterwards  :  Did 
you  ever  make  verses  ?  he  would  have  felt  like  answering :  God  preserve 
me !  No,  so  mean  I  have  never  made  myself.  But  a  curious  thing  it  seems 
to  me  (he  writes  to  his  cousin  shortly  afterwards)  to  find  a  professor  of  the 
science  of  reason,  whose  nerves  are  affected  by  philosophy,  and  a  professor 
of  the  art  of  poetry,  who  warns  his  pupils  against  making  verses.  For- 
tunately, Johannes  was  led  by  a  spirit  within  him,  which  was  not  to  be 
subdued  by  pedantry.  As  he  formerly  strove  to  free  himself  from  the 
power  that  bound  him  to  the  wigsand  cues,  so  now  heshook  off  the  fetters, 
with  which  the  pedantic  spirit  of  the  age  tried  to  chain  him  and  to  keep 
him  from  the  source  of  truth. 

The  noble  Danzig  City  Council,  who  had  generously  promised  to  sup- 
port him  while  a  student,  kept  their  promise,  and  after  two  years  of  dili- 
gent preparation  for  the  university,  he  was  furnished  by  them  with  all 
the  necessary  means,  and  was  ordered  to  appear  before  the  august  session 
of  the  council.  And  when  the  youth  stood  before  them,  his  heart  moved 
with  grateful  feelings,  his  eyes  with  tears.  They  all  shook  hands  with  him, 
and  blessed  him.  One  of  them,  a  venerable  aged  man,  took  him  by  the 
hand  and  solemnly  said  to  him:  ''Johannes,  you  are  going  away;  go 
with  God ;  you  remain  our  debtor,  for  we  have  cared  and  provided  for 
you  when  you  were  a  poor  child.  You  must  pay  this  debt.  Wherever 
God  will  lead  you,  and  whatever  your  destiny  may  be,  always  remember, 
that  you  were  once  a  poor  boy.  And  whenever,  sooner  or  later,  a  poor 
child  knocks  at  your  door,  then  think,  that  wC;  the  aged  gray-headed 
Burgomasters  and  Counsellors  of  Danzig  are  knocking,  and  turn  it  not 
away  from  your  door."  And  Johannes  vowed  with  sacred  tears  that 
dropped  into  the  hands  of  these  noble  souls,  to  remember  and  do  this,  and 
went  away  attended  by  a  thousand  blessings. 


HOW  TO  LIVE. 


BY  H.  BONAR. 


He  liveth  long  who  liveth  well  I 
All  other  life  is  short  and  vain ; 

He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  living  most  for  heavenly  gain. 

He  liveth  long  who  liveth  welll 
All  else  is  being  flung  away ; 

He  liveth  longest  who  can  tell 
Of  true  things  truly  done  each  day. 

Waste  not  thy  being ;  back  to  Him 
Who  freelv  ^ave  it,  freely  give; 

Else  is  that  being  but  a  dream ; 
'  Tis  but  to  be,  and  not  to  live. 
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Be  what  thou  seemest ;  live  thjr  creed  I 

Hold  up  to  earth  the  torch  divine  ; 
Be  what  thou  pravest  to  be  made ; 

Let  the  great  Master's  steps  be  thine. 

Fill  up  each  hour  with  what  will  last; 

Buy  up  the  moments  as  they  go; 
The  life  above,  when  this  is  past, 

Is  the  ripe  fruit  of  life  below. 

Sow  Truth,  if  thou  the  true  wouldst  reap ; 

Who  sows  the  false,  shall  reap  the  vain ; 
Erect  and  sound  thy  conscience  keep, 

From  hollow  words  and  deeds  refrain. 

Sow  love,  and  taste  its  fruitage  pure ; 

Sow  peace,  and  reap  its  harvests  bright ; 
Sow  sunbeams  on  the  rock  and  moor, 

And  find  a  harvest  home  of  light. 


GIVING  AND  TAKING. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 


Giving  and  taking  are  complements — each  to  the  other.  A  donor 
wants  a  recipient;  a  recipient  argues  a  donor.  They  are  mutually  re- 
lated and  reciprocally  afiected.  An  ethics  attaches  to  both  exercises, 
which  renders  them  good,  bad,  or  neither,  accordingly  as  may  be  the  mo- 
tive from  which,  the  circumstances  under  which,  the  rule  by  which,  and 
the  end  for  which  either  is  done.  It  is  the  way  by  which  these  acts  are 
performed  truly  and  well,  that  we  are  now  concerned  for — the  morality 
of  giving  and  taking. 

It  is  right  to  give,  for  Grod  gives.  He  giveth  liberally  and  upbraideth 
not.  Jesus  gives — wine,  bread,  health,  life,  and  salvation.  All  God- 
like and  Christ-like  minds  give. 

It  is  right  to  receive,  too,  for  God  receives.  He  receives  our  tepid 
worship,  our  poor  services,  and  our  unworthy  selves.  Jesus  receives 
8inners--6^^on(i  that  He  cannot  well  condescend.  So  we,  as  dependent 
creatures,  are  ever  under  the  necessity  of  receiving. 

Our  Lord  embraces  and  commends  both  exercises — giving  and  receiv- 
ing— in  those  ever-memorable  words,  ^^  It  is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive."  We  take  the  divine  proposition,  not  as  a  commending  of  the 
one  and  a  condemning  of  the  other ;  but  as  a  comparing  of  both — each 
with  the  other — and  as  a  preferring  of  the  former  over  the  latter.  "  It 
is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive."  Both  are  impliedly  beneficiary 
in  their  exercising  and  efi'ects;  but,  lest  the  selfishness  of  nature  should 
incline  us  too  largely  towards  taking,  He  would  counsel  us  to  be  more 
concerned  for  the  giving  as  the  more  excellent  thing. 
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And  were  these  not  the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  even,  who  would 
question  the  truth  of  the  declaration,  notwithstanding?  "  To  give  "  im- 
plies superiority,  elevation,  ahilitj,  property,  and  a  motion  of  grace. 
"  To  receive  "  means  dependence,  deprivation,  selfishness,  and  a  coveting 
of  nature.  What  delicate  spirit  would  not  a  hundred  times  rather  stand 
as  proprietor  and  dispenser  of  gifts,  than  he  obliged  to  act  only  in  the 
subordinate  capacity  of  a  mere  receiving  clerk  ?  This  nobler  position 
St.  Paul  has  in  mind,  when  he  exhorts  the  Ephesians :  ^'  Let  him  that 
stole  "  (which  is  the  lowest  form  of  taking !)  ^'  steal  no  more ;  but  rather 
let  him  labor,  working  with  his  hands  the  thing  which  is  good,  that  he 
may  have  to  give  to  him  that  needeth"  Every  upright,  generous  mind 
rejoiceth  over  every  opportunity  for  benefaction;  whilst  the  lop  sided  and 
selfishly  deformed  alone  are  gratified  in  playing  the  mendicant  and  pocket- 
ing the  offal  of  donating  hands.  An  independent  spirit  finds  it  a  severer 
trial  to  live  on  the  bounty  of  another,  than  to  maintain  a  whole  poor- 
house  full  of  paupers.  Any  true  almoner  is  happier,  by  much,  ovei:.  his 
givings,  than  all  the  filthy  misers,  who  never  got  beyond  the  lesser  act  of 
taking,  and  died  amid  rags  and  lice.  The  miser  and  misery  are  one  in 
the  root.  Only  the  Lazaroni-souls,  whose  native  EhrenfUhl  had  either 
never  been  awakened,  or  awakened,  has  been  stupified  by  idleness  and 
vice,  can  realize  any  gratification  over  the  act  of  taking,  per  se. 

God  gives  far  more  than  He  receives.  It  is  His  chief  employ.  Jesus 
spent  Himself  as  the  "  unspeakable  gift,"  and  receives  but  little  in  return, 
all  told.  Yet  God,  the  Father,  and  Jesus,  His  Son,  are  more  happy,  we 
reverently  venture  to  affirm,  in  dispensing  good  gifts  among  needy 
mortals,  than  over  the  sacrifices  and  offerings  of  ours,  however  pleasing 
these  may  prove.  And  in  every  instance  of  rightful  giving  among  men, 
the  donor  is  always  the  obliged  party,  he  having  the  greater  reward  and 
the  larger  joy.  Who  has  not  seen  and  pitied  the  dependent  recipient, 
standing  as  awkward  as  a  foreigner  over  his  lately  made  "present," 
blushing  and  stuttering  apologies,  staring  at  and  away  from  you,  fum- 
bling with  his  hands,  agonizing  for  some  suitable  response,  falling  at  last 
on  the  formal  *^  Much  obliged  ! "  and,  when  once  delivered  out  of  his 
humiliation,  striding  lightly  off,  like  some  emancipated  slave  from  Dixie ! 
It  is  easy  to  see  that  the  giver  has  the  "  better  half"  of  every  such  bar- 
gain, whilst  the  receiver  has  the  remainder  only.  It  is  good,  right,  and 
proper  both  to  give  and  take ;  but  it  is  better  to  give  than  to  take  ! 

That  we  may  not  vitiate  our  doings,  then,  in  either  direction,  or  rob 
both  giver  and  receiver  of  their  several  proper  gains,  it  is  all  important 
that  such  transactions  should  be  gracefully  consummated. 

Mow  "  to  give  "  and  how  "  to  receive  " — that's  the  theme. 

A  good  almoner  is  a  qniet  giver.  It  is  a  perfect  legerdemain^  or 
sleightof hand  feat.  It  is  so  dexterously  done  as  not  to  *Met  the  left 
hand  know  what  the  right  hand  doeth."  It  is  the  only  "under-handed" 
trick  the  most  rigid  code  of  mora^&  tolerates.  He  is  still  as  a  death- 
chamber,  in  order  to  hear  his  own  heart  beat  in  the  work,  lest  nine-tenths 
of  the  grace  which  oils  the  gift  should  slip  away.  The  stillness  of  the 
act  renders  it  so  surprisingly  effectual. 

Whenever  God  would  give  right  bountifully,  He  first  makes  the  wind 
and  storm  be  still  and  works  a  calm.  All  the  boisterous  overtures  of 
Heaven  men  regard  in  the  light  of  "  visitations,"  and  deprecate  them  ia 
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the  Litany.  But  tho  gifts  of  God  come  as  slyly  as  the  falling  dew  by 
night.     Tamalt  and  noise  seem  to  prove  fatal  to  their  efficacy. 

Jesas  is  the  quietest  donor  we  know  of,  saVe  His  Father.  When  He 
presented  the  wine  to  the  marriage  company,  none  in  the  house  became 
aware  of  the  deed  until  it  was  ready  to  be  served.  All  His  precious 
overtures  seem  to  wear  this  caveat :  "  See  thou  tell  no  man  !  " 

So  is  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  emblemized  by  a  dove — a  bird  as  sly 
and  quiet  as  the  still-life  in  a  picture. 

All  true  disciples  of  Jesus  have  learned  of  Him  how  to  'give.  They 
discard  the  sound  of  trumpets,  of  rams'  horns,  of  pipes,  of  Jews-harps, 
and  of  all  other  harps.  One  of  our  parishioners  clandestinely  dropped  a 
fifty  dollar  bill  on  the  altar,  as  a  communion  offering,  two  years  ago,  and 
we  only  know  him  by  surmise  at  this  hour.  That  man  is  not  far  from 
the  kingdom  of  God's  way  of  giving. 

The  word  give  means,  in  ifs  deepest  ground,  to  cast — to  throw,  like  an 
arrow  or  javelin.  It  implies  a  quick  an/i  quiet  doing,  since  a  dart  that 
whizzes  loudly  and  flies  slowly  is  sure  to  miss  the  game.  So,  too,  will  all 
loud-mouthed  and  fussy  donors  miss  the  aim  in  giving.  The  plants  of 
grace  are  mostly  of  the  cri/ptogamous  kind,  however  open  to  the  senses 
they  may  be  in  their  odor  and  effects.  The  three  personal  acts  of  devo- 
tion, especially,  our  Lord  tells  us,  are  done  in  secret  with  the  very  best 
effect — prayer,  fasting,  and  alms-giving. 

An  almoner's  heart  must  act  spontaneously.  Cisterns  and  wells  are 
artificial  reservoirs.  Pumps  and  engines  are  mechanical  forces.  Springs 
and  fountains  are  very  different,  and  their  waters  are  natural  issues. 
They  are  self  acting.  It  is  the  same  with  all  legitimate  and  genuine 
charity.  We  greatly  fear  one-half  our  alms  are  "  pumped."  Now  a 
pump,  even,  is  to  be  preferred  to  no  well  at  all.  So  will  such  forced 
contributions  answer  a  purpose,  and  prove  beneficial.  But  to  the  donors 
they  are  not  the  *'  more  ble.«^ed  "  acts,  since  these  waters  have  not  issued 
readily,  freely,  and  naturally,  as  the  blood  springs  from  the  physical 
centre  from  its  native  impulse.  Out  of  the  "  fulness  of  the  heart "  the 
genuine  gifb  must  emanate.  Virtue  went  forth  from  the  Saviour  under 
the  mere  slight  touch  of  a  needy  woman.  Under  just  so  delicate  a  spring 
will  every  good  and  perfect  gift  come  from  us,  so  far  as  it  is  possible  at 
all.  All  our  modern  systems  of  constraint,  pressure,  or  artifice  may  not 
generate  a  single  gift,  however  many  "  presents  "  may  come  by  them. 

The  Lord  "  loveth  a  cheerful  giver."  The  music  of  good  cheer  is  the 
'necessary  accompanying  overture  of  every  good  gift.  This  is  the  only 
music  allowed  in  the  act,  instrumental  or  vocal.  God  hateth  a  grudger. 
Whenever  alms  are  drawn  as  teeth  are,  there  is  less  pleasure  than  pain 
experienced.  There  is  fire  in  a  flint  stone^  but  still  the  stone  is  cold  and 
lifeless.  You  must  fish  it  out  with  hooks  of  steel.  It  must  be  beaten 
out,  besides,  as  men  chase  fishes  from  out  of  their  hiding-places  ere  they 
net  them.  But  even  then  it  is  a  "  wild-fire,"  as  never  a  flint  has  warmed 
a  single  heart,  with  all  its  latent  heat. 

The  **  benefits "  of  the  Lodge,  the  Circle,  and  the  Order  are  all 
"  drawn,"  not  given.  Most  of  the  charity  money  which  drops  into  beg- 
gars' hands  at  the  door  sill,  is  doled  out  in  this  unwilling  and  sullen  way. 
No  wonder  one  of  them  oast  back  for  us  our  **  two  cents  " — rather  be- 
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cause  of  the  quality  of  our  charity  than  its  quantity.  We  venture  to 
call  three  fourths  of  our  gifts  mere  '*  grudgeons." 

*'  The  liberal  giver  shall  grow  fat."  To  give  liberally  does  not  always 
imply  a  big  sum,  a  large  amount,  or  a  striking  quantity.  There  is  a 
nearer  "  out "  than  George  Peabody  took,  though  not  an  easier  one.  A 
certain  poor  widow  gave  mite-y  little,  and  yet  her's  was  a  liberal  gift. 
We  do  not  believe,  however,  that  the  venerable  matron  would  be  likely 
to  own  the  vast  swarms  of  *'  Mite  Societies  "  as  her  legitimate  progeny. 
There  must  always  be  preserved  a  due  proportion  between  the  water  in 
the  well  and  the  water  in  the  bucket,  on  the  one  side,  and  the  purpose 
for  which  it  is  wanted,  on  the  other.  Peter  understood  this,  and  hence 
his  declaration  :  **  Such  as  I  have,  give  I  thee  ! "  The  Prophets  could 
not  give  as  the  Apostles  gave ;  neither  did  the  Apostles  give  as  Jesus 
gave.  Still,  all  gave  liberally.  Neither  can  we  give  as  any  of  those ; 
nor  must  we  give  to  one  as  we  are  called  to  give  to  the  many,  and  yet 
be  liberal  givers.  The  wherewith  and  the  whereto  are  to  be  properly 
weighed,  after  which  we  give  proportionally.  *^  He  which  soweth  spar- 
ingly shall  reap  sparingly ;  and  he  which  soweth  bountifully  shall  reap 
bountifully.  Every  man  according  as  he  purposeth  in  his  heart,  so  let 
him  give.*^  Now  the  owner  of  ten  acres  need  not  sow  as  many  bushels 
as  he  of  one  hundred ;  neither  would  you  scatter  over  a  plot  the  amount 
vou  expect  to  scatter  over  a  field.  Still  in  each  case  there  might  be  a 
bountiful  sowing,  notwithstanding.  Hence  the  liberal  giving  depends 
not  so  much  and  so  directly  on  the  quantity,  as  upon  the  circumstances 
under  which,  and  the  end  for  which,  we  give.  As  it  is  with  taxes,  so  it 
is  with  alms — the/  poor  man  pays  as  much  as  the  rich  man.  The  mite 
equals  the  million. 

It  is  very  mean  to  give  loith  expectancy.  We  are  exhorted  to  make 
our  feasts  for  such  as  *^  cannot  recompense  us."  The  bread  is  to  be  oast 
on  the  waters.  To  do  anything  less  is  to  speculate  and  gamble  with  the 
capital  of  the  needy,  which  is  sacrilege.  This  is  sinking  the  heart  right 
down  into  the  pocket,  and  rendering  one  of  the  very  few  holiday  exer- 
cises  of  life  into  a  business  matter  of  gain  and  pelf  It  is  profanity  in 
deeds.  Charity  knows  nothing  of  usury,  or  interest  and  per  centage, 
whatever  trade  and  commerce  may  say.  Thus,  what  is  justifiable  in  the 
counting-house  becomes  sin  in  Ood's  house.  It  was  because  the 
Saviour  would  not  have  gifts  turned  into  morchandise,  that  He  turned 
men  and  barterings  out.  The  t'able  must  not  supplant  the  altar,  nor  the 
gift  and  offering  of  the  latter  become  the  dollars  and  cents  of  the  former. 
To  say  all  in  the  matter  pointedly,  let  us  listen  to  an  epigram  of  Jesus : 
"  And  lend,  hoping /or  nothing  again" 

It  is  still  meaner  to  give  with  vphraiding.  A  bad  spirit  only  delights 
to  '^  cast  up  "  favors  done  or  gifts  bestowed.  The  unbroken  sehool-boy 
may  give  a  barlow  in  the  morning  and  claim  it  again  at  *'  recess '' ;  but 
a  man,  never.  A  certain  man-aged  and  man  grown  character  once  gave 
us  a  horse,  out  and  out.  At  the  conclusion  of  a  sermon,  which  pricked 
him  iu  his  heart,  he  cast.up  the  horse,  of  course,  and  took  his  '*  present'' 
back.  Ever  since,  we  feel  a  little  timorous  whenever  somebody  wants 
^^  to  give  us  something."  Let  every  man  and  woman  know,  that  in  giv- 
ing we  give  for  weal  or  woe,  for  better  or  for  worse,  for  ever  and  ever. 
An  allusion  to  it  subsequently  is  unmannerly.     The  object  of  giving  is  to 
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emancipate,  not  to  enslave  our  friends.  We  fear  the  Present-mama  has 
bound  not  a  few  hand  and  foot.  A  "  Surprise  Party  "  may  have  taken 
captive  both  house  and  host  indeed,  and  not  in  figure  only.  If  men  were 
less  human  and  more  divine,  all  danger  were  past  in  this  direction;  for 
God  "  giveth  liberally  and  upbraideth  not." 

And  meanest  of  all  is  to  give  in  bribery.  Secretary  Stanton  feared 
this,  and  refused  $100,000 1  The  ancient  statute  reads  decisively  : 
'^Neither  take  a  gift;  for  a  gift  doth  blind  the  eyes  of  the  wise,  and 
pervert  the  words  of  the  righteous."  A  Chief  Justice  would  not  accept 
of  a  Christmas  turkey,  because  he  sat  on  the  bench.  We  must  concede 
prudence  in  Ex-President  Johnson,  even,  for  not  allowing  himself  to  be 
led  into  temptation  from  this  quarter. 

Not  a  few  pastors  grow  more  sleek  than  saintly  in  consequence  of 
bribing  presents.  In  view  of  this  evil.  Miss  Martineau  says :  *'  I  see  no 
safety  in  anything  short  of  a  strict  rule  on  the  part  of  an  honorable 
pastor  to  accept  of  no  gift  whatever." 

"  It  is  a  mortifying  truth,  that  two  men  in  any  rank  of  society  could 
hardly  be  found  virtuous  enough  to  give  money,  and  to  take  it,  as  a 
necessary  gift,  without  injury  to  the  moral  entireness  of  one  or  both. 
But  so  stands  the  fact." — Edinburgh  Review^  xlviii.  p.  303 

The  highest  form  of  giving  is  charitable  giving.  Much  of  it  is  no 
charity  at  all.  How  few  have  ever  suspected  it !  To  most  minds  those 
words  of  St.  Paul  must  appear  strange,  indeed  :  ^^  And  though  I  bestow 
all  my  goods  to  f^^A  the  poor,  and  though  I  give  my  body  to  be  burned, 
and  have  not  charity,  it  profiteth  me  nothing."  Let  all  this  be  printed 
in  letters  of  gold,  that  men  may  the  more  readily  appropriate  it — not  the 
gold,  but  the  truth.  They  teach  us,  that  all  mere  giving,  and  giving 
largely  and  worthily,  is  not  necessarily  charity  done,  just  as  little  as  that 
all  have  verily  traveled^  who  have  gone  over  land  and  sea.  Many  a 
healthy-looking  tree  proves  hollow  in  the  felling.  Some  apples  of  fair 
surface  are  rotten  at  the  core,  if  not  ashen.  There  are  large  actions  that 
are  hollow  as  a  drum.  We  best  know  the  number  of  sickly  men,  when  a 
^Mrafc"  passes  over  the  population.  There  are  painted  birds  and  carved 
men.  Verily,  likewise,  have  we  imitation  deeds,  counterfeit  acts,  and 
forged  virtues.  Men  have  burnt  to  ashes  at  the  stake  from  sheer  obsti- 
nacy. But  who  would  canonize  such  as  martyrs?  Just  as  little  can  we 
class  those  among  the  genuine  benefactors,  who  give  from  pure  selfish- 
ness, even  to  beggary  itself  Not  wholly  without  reason  does  the  State 
suspect  men  of  insanitj/y  rather  than  give  them  credit  for  charity.  It  is 
only  a  pity  that  the  Church  and  the  Christian  are  so  easily  imposed  on  in 
the  matter  of  giving,  and  take  it  for  granted  that  there  can  be  no  charity 
shams. 

What  is  this  essential  ingredient  to  alms-giving  ?  The  same  that  is 
vital  to  all  genuine  goodness — to  religion  itself.  It  is  God-in-man  ;  it  is 
Christ-in-man  ;  it  is  Immanuelness  !  "  God  is  love,"  and  only  such  love 
as  embodies  itself  in  us  can  render  us  akin  to  God,  and  our  acts  akin  to 
God's.  Consequently,  such  gifts  as  are  "  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit"  in  the 
believer's  heart  can  be  recognized  as  coin  from  the  mint  of  God.  Fashion, 
routine,  conceit,  merit;  self — these  may  be  the  main  spring  to  the  gift, 
and  send  forth  only  too  successful  forgeries  to  circulate  in  and  out  of  the 
Lord's  treasury.     U  a  heathen  singer  already  "  feared  the  Greeks  bear- 
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ing  presents/'  the  Christian  mind  has  surely  reason  to  be  on  his  guard  in 
the  day  of  universal  adulteration  and  bastardy.  He  knows  the  import 
of  that  saying  :  **  I  am  the  vine,  ye  are  the  branch^^s  :  he  that  abideth 
in  Me,  and  lin  him^  the  same  bringeth  forth  much  fruit;  for  without  Me 
ye  can  do  nothing,*' 

Such  is  the  ethics  of  giving,  according  to  our  mind.  Let  our  alms  be 
weighed  in  such  delicate  and  true  balances.  Giving  is  a  holy  art.  It 
comes  of  tuition  and  practice  under  the  Divine  Teacher.  Man  and  the 
world  are  poor  preceptors.  The  rudiments  of  their  systems  are  faulty. 
Their  foundations  are  too  loosely  laid  to  erect  a  safe  building  thereon. 
Neither  will  a  building  of  hay,  straw  or  stubble  endure  the  fiery  ordeal 
of  God's  judgment.  "  Even  though  a  man  run,  yet  is  he  not  crowned, 
unless  he  strive  lawfully.'*  All  wrong  giving  is  waste— extravagance— a 
throwing  away.  All  such  donors  squander  their  Master^s  goods.  The 
challenge  :  *'  Give  an  account  of  thy  stewardship  I  "  will  one  day  fall  on 
such  as  thunder  from  a  clear  sky. 

But  neither  is  receiving  mere  child's  play.  It,  too,  is  an  art,  and  a 
Christian  art.  All  men  can  take — it  is  natural ;  but  not  in  such  a  way 
as  to  enrich  themselves,  and  render  the  donor  doubly  blessed. 

**  To  take  "  means  to  attach  ^nd  hind.  This  is  its  primitive  sense,  as 
well  as  the  immediate  and  ultimate  end  of  gifts.  Formerly  parties  pre- 
sented themselves  to  each  other.  Now,  gifts  are  the  middlemen — medi- 
ators— substitutes — -proxies.  Consequently,  to  receive  a  gift  aright,  is  to 
receive  the  donor ;  to  admit  him  to  yourself — to  be  atoned  or  one  with 
him.  Giflts  are  the  signs  and  seals  of  friendship.  They  are  the  badge 
and  proof  of  the  golden  principle :  '^  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as 
thyself  They  make  men  kind,  and  aim  to  constitute  the  human 
race  man  kind. 

Let  us  not  defeat  their  aim  by  taking  wrongly. 

Never  anticipate  a  gift.  That  is  genteel  begging — and  not  so  very 
genteel,  either.  "  Time  may  be  taken  by  the  forelock,"  but  "presents," 
never.  By  cultivating  a  sense  of  unworthiness,  a  feeling  of  humility, 
and  a  spirit  of  laudable  independence,  we  will  not  fall  a  prey  to  such  a 
craving. 

Take  not  greedily,  '•  Greedy  dogs  never  have  enough."  Gifts,  like 
sea  water,  make  some  hearts  very  thirsty  for  more.  The  bridle  leads  to 
the  saddle,  and  the  saddle  covers  the  horse.  It  is  a  disease.  Let  us 
call  it  (Jipsyism.  It  is  a  loathsome  evil,  and  disgusts  as  small  pox  does. 
We  cannot  bear  to  see  a  child  munch  at  the  table ;  neither  can  we  be 
patient  with  a  gulper.    To  take  is  not  to  seize  or  grab. 

Take  courteously.  Observe  a  genteel  style  in  your  manner  of  receiv- 
ing. We  have  no  mind  to  plough  still  deeper  the  already  too  well-worn 
groove  of  conventionalism.  Formalism  bodes  no  good  anywhere.  Forms 
are  a  necessity,  and  in  their  incipiency,  or  as  long  as  they  are  preserved 
as  channels  of  life,  answer  a  good  end.  But  when  once  pickled,  smoked, 
and  dried,  they  render  the  heart  narrow,  shrunk,  and  callous.  The  plain 
dress  of  George  Fox  was  doubtless  indicative  of  his  contempt  for  exter- 
nals. But  with  his  Quaker  followers  it  is  a  uniform  and  badge  of  caste. 
We  want  to  be  courteous  without  any  acting.  If  any  of  the  usual  formuloM 
ate  to  be  used,  use  them  in  a  live  manner.     Be  anything  but  supercilious^ 
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imperious,  or  cold,  and  you  will  be  as  you  ought.  The  poor  and  lowly 
have  been  cut  to  the  quick  by  recipients  not  observing  St.  Peter's  words : 
"  Be  courteous. 

"  And  be  ye  tJianlc/al"  Thanks,  in  their  primary  sense,  are  a  dis- 
charge or  liquidation  of  indebtedness — a  premium  paid  on  a  gift.  Thus, 
we  say :  "  Es  ist  Dankes  xoerth" — i.  e.  thanks  are  the  par  value  of  a  gift 
— its  price.  Thanks,  are  the  cream  of  a  gift.  Ingratitude  is  a  mortal 
sin  in  the  heathen  code.  Cicero  is  loud  in  its  denunciation.  The  Jewish 
and  Christian  scriptures  declare  in  favor  of  **  giving  thanks  always  for 
all  things."  A  grateful  heart  means  a  heart  full  of  grace  and  benedio- 
tioD.  A  thankful  heart  appreriatea  a  gift.  It  acknowledges  its  obliga- 
tion to  the  donor  in  all  reasonable  things.  It  perceives  the  lesson  of  de- 
pendence which  gifts  would  teach.  And  this  leads  it  on  to  another 
principle — our  dependence  on  God,  to  whom  we  must  most  of  all  give 
thanks  for  *^  His  unspeakable  gift." 

Such  a  receiving  is  fruitful  in  much  good,  and  is  as  far  removed  from 
greed  and  covetousness  as  the  sun  is  from  the  earth.  Let  men  but  learn 
to  give  as  God  gives,  and  they  will  not  be  slow  to  take  as  God  takes.  In 
other  words,  let  men  learn  the  morality  of  giviui^  and  taking,  and  the 
Church,  society,  and  world  will  be  the  better  for  it. 

A  single  example  may  serve  to  illustrate  both  wings  of  our  theme. 
George  Peabody  had  been  a  shrewd,  diligent,  careful,  honest,  and  suc- 
cessful business  man.  Without  a  family,  he  took  his  heart  to  bank, 
where  his  treasure  was.  He  became  rich  in  money  and  old  in  years.  He 
naturally  asked  himself,  **  And  what  next  ?  "  Two  things  he  keenly 
perceived:  "Either  I  must  be  my  own  executor,  or  others  will  be."  He 
sensibly  chose  the  former,  and  gave  munificently,  and  to  most  worthy 
ends. 

Query  :  Is  George  Peabody  such  an  almoner  as  the  gospel  calls  for — 
one  who  gives  accordhuj  to  his  means — in  self  denial  and  in  the  spirit  of 
charity  f 

The  English  and  American  people  stood  as  recipients  to  this  modern 
prince  of  donors.  Every  marked  exhibition  of  appreciation  was  given 
him  and  his  remains,  down  into  the  grave  even.  Wo  would  not  have 
curtailed  those  honors  in  the  least,  could  we  have  done  so  by  the  simple 
crooking  of  a  finger. 

Query :  Was  the  manner  of  receiving  those  mammoth  gifts,  on  the 
part  of  Great  Britain  and  the  States,  calculated  to  encourage  Christians 
to  receive  after  the  manner  of  Christ,  as  illustrated  in  the  offering  of  the 
'*  poor  widow,"  who  "hath  cast  in  more  than  they  all;  for  all  these  have 
of  their  abundance  cast  in  unto  the  offerings  of  God ;  but  she  of  her 
penury  hath  cast  in  all  the  living  that  she  had  ?" 

Let  us  not  judge.  No!  But  who  can  forbid  us  to  examine  f  And  is 
not  this  well,  lest  we  chill  the  numerous  rivulets  of  charity,  which  will 
no  longer  percolate  into  the  treasury  of  the  Lord,  because  they  cannot 
come  as  a  torrent,  and  thereby  excite  the  praises  of  men? 
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LENTEN  HTMNS. 


Selected  for  the  Ouardian,/rom  **  The  Christian  Festivcds"  by  Rev.  Alexander 

Shiras,  D.D, 

**  Thou  loving  Maker  of  mankind, 

Before  Thy  throne  we  pray  and  weep ; 
Oh,  strengthen  us  with  grace  divine 

Duly  this  sacred  Lent  to  keep. 

Dear  Saviour,  who  hast  borne  our  griefs 

And  dost  our  human  weakness  know. 
Again  to  Thee  with  tears  we  turn, 

Again  Thy  mercy  to  us  show. 

Much  have  we  sinned  ;  but  we  confess 

Our  guilt,  and  all  our  faults  deplore, 
Oh  I  for  the  praise  of  Thy  great  name 

Our  fainting  souls  to  health  restore. 

And  grant  us,  while  by  fasts  we  strive 

This  mortal  body  to  control, 
To  fast  from  all  the  food  of  sin. 

And  so  to  purify  the  soul." 

Breviary — CaswelPs  TramUUion^  1847. 


**  0  thou  so  weary  of  thy  self-denials 

And  so  impatient  of  thy  little  cross, 
Is  it  so  hard  to  bear  thy  daily  trials, 

And  count  all  earthly  things  a  gainful  loss  ? 

What  if  thou  always  suflfer  tribulation. 
And  if  thy  Christian  warfare  never  cease? 

The  gaining  of  thy  quiet  habitation 
Shall  gather  thee  to  everlasting  peace. 

But  here  we  all  must  suifer,  walking  lonely 
The  path  that  Jesus  once  Himself  hath  gone: 

Watch  thou  in  patience  through  this  one  hour  only- 
This  one  dark  hour  before  the  eternal  dawn. 

In  meek  obedience  to  the  Heavenly  Teacher, 
Thy  weary  soul  can  only  find  its  peace, 

Seeking  not  aid  from  any  human  creature, 
Looking  to  God  alone  for  His  release. 

And  He  will  come,  in  His  own  time  and  power 
To  set  His  earnest-hearted  children  free  ; 

Watch  only  through  this  dark  and  painful  hour, 
And  the  bright  morning  yet  will  break  for  thee." 
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GOOD  FRIDAY. 
"This  day  the  scorn,  the  spite,  the  pain 

Which  we  deserved  to  endure, 
Our  blest  Redeemer  did  sustain 

That  we  might  saving  health  procure. 
This  day  His  flesh  with  nails  was  torn ; 

This  day  the  spear  did  pierce  His  side  ; 
This  day  He  wore  a  crown  of  thorn ; 

This  day  for  us  our  Saviour  died." 

George  Wither,  1641. 

CONFIRMATION. 

My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  day, 

And  make  it  always  Thine, 
That  I  from  Thee  no  more  may  stray, 

No  more  from  Thee  decline. 

Before  the  cross  of  Him  who  died, 

Behold  I  prostrate  fall ; 
Let  every  sin  be  crucified ; 

Let  Christ  be  all  in  all  I 

Oh,  fill  me  with  Thy  heavenly  grace, 

Adopt  me  for  Thine  own, 
That  I  may  see  Thy  glorious  face 

And  worship  at  Thy  throne  I 

May  the  dear  blood  once  shed  for  me. 

My  blest  atonement  prove; 
That  I,  from  first  to  last  may  be, 

The  purchase  of  Thy  love  I 

Let  every  thought,  and  work,  and  word 

To  thee  be  ever  given ; 
Then  life  shall  be  Thy  service,  Lord, 

And  death  the  gate  of  heaven. 

Brydges,  1814. 


EASTER  MORNING. 

When  between  the  dark  and  dawning. 
Slowly  stealing  thro'  the  gloom. 

Feet  that  waited  not  for  morning 
Early  sought  the  Saviotir's  tomb ; 

Ere  the  place  they  had  discovered. 

On  their  lips  a  question  hovered — 

In  their  heart  a  burden  lay  : 

Who  shall  roll  the  rock  away  ? 

Hark  I  what  wondrous  tidings  meet  them 
As  they  mourn  their  Saviour  gone ; 

Angels  robed  in  glory  greet  them. 

Idling. of  His  triumph  won. 
"  Fear  not  ye  ;  the  Lord  has  risen  I 

Come,  behold  His  empty  prison  I" 
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Thus  their  night  was  turned  to  day ; 
Thus  the  stone  was  rolled  away. 

Not  with  spices  we  assemble, 

To  anoint  a  Saviour  dead  ; 
Ours  are  thoughts  that  burn  and  tremble 

As  we  seek  our  living  Head  ! 
Oh,  for  faith,  that  we  may  view  Him  I 
Oh,  for  love  to  draw  us  to  Him  I 
Lord  I  from  every  heart  this  day, 
Let  the  stone  be  rolled  away. 

Risen  Saviour !  let  Thy  glory 

Every  weight  of  sin  remove. 
In  the  light  of  life  before  Thee, 

Fill  each  heart  with  joy  and  love  ; 
By  Thy  death,  our  souls  Thou  savest, 
By  Thy  rising,  life  Thou  gavest. 
Jesus,  make  Thy  presence  known ; 
Take  away  the  heart  of  stone. 

THE  HOLY   COMMUNION. 

Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unseen ; 
Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  grace 

And  all  my  weariness  upon  Thee  lean. 

Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God, 

Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  heaven  ; 

Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load. 
Here  taste  afresh  the  joy  of  sins  forgiven. 

This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song. 
This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me. 

Here  let  me  feast,  and  feasting  still  prolong 
The  brief,  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with  Thee. 

I  have  no  help  but  Thine,  nor  do  I  need 

Another  arm  save  Thine  to  lean  upon ; 
It  is  enough,  my  Lord,  enough  indeed ; 

My  strength  is  in  Thy  might,  Thy  might  alone. 

Mine  is  the  sin,  but  Thine  the  righteousness ;' 
Mine  all  the  guilt,  but  Thine  the  cleansing  blood  j 

Here  is  my  sheltering  refuge  and  my  peace. 
Thy  blood,  Thy  righteou>»ness,  O  Lord,  my  God  I 

For  soon  we  rise,  the  symbols  disappear ; 

The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  passed  and  gone : 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  Thou  art  here, 

Nearer  than  ever,  still  my  Shield  and  Sun. 

Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by  ; 

Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above, 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy. 

The  Lord's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 

H,  Bonar,  1859.   . 
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HO  UBS  AMONG  AUTOGRAPHS. 
No.  IV. 

BY  AN   OLD   CONTRIBUTOR. 

A  Few  specimens. 

About  ten  years  have  passed  since  the  present  writer  began  to  collect 
and  preserve  autograph  letters  and  historical  documents.  Though  his 
collection  is  by  no  means  as  large  and  imposing  as  those  of  many  collec- 
tors who  are  possessed  of  wealth  and  leisure,  it  nevertheless  contains 
many  interesting  specimens. 

We  propose,  in  conclusion,  to  transcribe  a  few  letters  and  documents 
which,  we  believe,  have  never  before  been  published.  Though  there  are 
other  specimens  in  the  collection,  which  would  be  more  highly  apprecia- 
ted by  amateurs,  we  hope  those  we  have  selected  will  prove  interesting 
to  our  readers. 

We  cannot  refrain  from  giving  a  hasty  glance  at  the  Signers  of  the 
Declaration,  a  series  which,  in  the  present  collection,  still  lack  several 
names,  and  perhaps  will  never  be  completed.  Here,  first  of  all,  we  see 
the  imposing  signature  of  John  Hancock,  the  President  of  the  Conti- 
nental Congress.  It  is  attached  to  a  letter  about  military  stores,  dated 
July  18th,  1782,  and  addressed  to  a  certain  Brigadier-General  Goodwin, 
who  is  believed  to  have  been  the  person  immortalized  by  the  author  of 
^'  Yankee  Doodle*'  in  the  familiar  lines  : 

"  Father  and  I  went  down  to  the  camp 

Along  with  Captain  Goodwin, 
And  there  we  saw  the  men  and  boys 

As  thick  as  hasty-pudding." 

The  following  is  a  neat  and  scholarly  letter  from  John  Adams,  "  the 
first  of  an  illustrious  line :" 

Quincy^  Jan,  25/^,  1815. 
Sir  : — I  thank  you  for  your  polite  and  obliging  letter  of  the  17th, 
and  for  the  copy,  in  two  volumes,  of  "  The  Naval  History  of  the  United 
States,"  and  for  several  copies  of  your  Proposals  for  publishing  a  His- 
tory of  the  United  States. 

The  plan  is  ample  and  judicious,  and  I  wish  you  every  encouragement 
in  the  execution  of  it. 

Mr.  Trumbull,  of  Connecticut,  has  published  a  general  History  of  this 
country.  I  have  not  seen  it  since  it  was  printed.  It  is  probably  familiar 
to  you.     I  am  so  ill  at  present  that  I  cannot  enlarge. 

Your  proposals  shall  be  distributed  to  the  best  of  my  judgment.  I 
have  given  one  to  the  modest  gentleman  who  would  not  allow  his  name 
to  appear,  and  told  him  at  the  same  time, 

Contemptu  famcBf  Fama  augetur, 
Thomas  Clark,  Esq.,  Farewell  I 

No.  37  South-Second  street,  John  Adams. 

Fhilad'a, 
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The  most  distioguished  of  the  delegates  from  Pennsjlyania  was,  of 
course,  Benjamin  Franklin, 

**  Whom  science  adoringly  hails,  while  he  wrings 
The  lightning  from  heaven,  and  the  sceptre  from  kings.*' 

The  following  document,  written  at  the  time  when  he  was  engaged  ia 
erecting  Fort  Allen,  will  be  interesting  to  many  persons,  who  are  de- 
scended from  the  early  settlers  of  Northampton  county.  The  writer,  for 
instance,  is  a  descendant,  in  the  fourth  generation,  of  Anthony  Lark,  or 
Lerch,  whose  name  is  mentioned  twice. 

"  Account  of  the  services  of  the  waggoners,  and  the  sums  due  to  eacli, 
viz. : 

Anthony  Lark,   from  Jan.  14th  to  Feb.  12th  inclusive, 

being  19  days  at  12  8 11.    8.  0. 

George  Harsel,  Do.  11.    8.0. 

Christian  Labach,  Do.  11.    8.0. 

Michael  Rickel,  Do.  11.    8.0. 

Gratious  Lark,     17  days  at  12  8 10.    4.0. 

Daniel  Dorney,     11        Do 6   12.0. 

George  Clause,     15        Do 9.    0.0. 

Rudolf  Oberley,  12        Do 7.    4.0. 

Jacob  Shimer,      13        Do 7.16   0. 

Jacob  Brinker,       7        Do.  4.    4.0. 

George  Slough,      7        Do 4.    4.0. 

Mr.  Horsfield  is  requested  to  pay  the  waggoners  above  named  accord- 
ing to  the  above  settlemeet.  And  also  to  pay  Anthony  Lark  and  six 
others  for  ten  days'  service  with  Col.  Clapham  at  the  same  rates  ;  besides 
what  may  be  due  to  any  of  them  by  any  agreement  of  Mr.  Horsfield  for 
carrying  up  provisions. 

Philadelphia^  Feb.  2Ut,  1756.  B.  Franklin. 

Benjamin  Rush,  who  was  alike  eminent  as  a  physician  and  as  a  states- 
man, was  in  his  day  hardly  less  famous  than  *^  Poor  Richard*'  himself 
The  following  letter  was  written  to  Mr.  John  Arndt,  of  Easton,  who  was 
at  the  time  Recorder  of  Deeds  for  Northampton  County.  It  breathes 
the  spirit  of  fervent  patriotism. 

"  My  Dear  Friend, 

Your  letter  excited  me  to  new  exertions  in  your  favor.  I  have 
this  day  written  to  Mr.  Jos.  McKean,  who  accompanied  his  father  to 
Lancaster,  to  solicit  his  good  ofiices  with  the  Governor  elect  to  continue 
you  in  your  present  office.  I  have  pressed  every  argument  upon  him  that 
your  early  patriotism,  your  wound,  and  the  sire  of  your  family  suggest- 
ed.    God  grant  that  my  solicitations  may  be  successful  I 

Give  my  love  to  your  venerable  father.     I  respect  the  name  of  every 
man  who  shared  in  the  dangers  and  toils  of  1776. 
Adieu  1 

From,  my  Dear  Friend,  Tours  sincerely, 
Philadelphia,  Dec.  I2th,  1799.  Benj'n.  Rush." 

If  we  had  space,  it  would  be  pleasant  to  copy  certain  very  interesting 
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letters  of  Francis  Lewis,  George  Clyraer,  George  Taylor,  Richard  Henry 
Lee,  Carter  Braxton,  and  others ;  but  we  mast  conclude  our  examination 
of  the  series  of  the  Signers  with  a  brief  and  amusing  note,  written  by 
Thomas  Jefferson  a  little  more  than  two  months  before  his  death.  It 
seems  that  he  had  misdirected  a  letter  to  Mr.  Madison  to  Col.  Peyton, 
and  vice  versa.     He  now  writes  to  the  latter : 

**  I  correct  my  blunder  of  misdirecting  my  letter  to  Mr.  Madison  by 
enclosing  it  to  him  this  day.  I  committed  a  similar  one  while  in  Paris, 
by  cross  directing  two  letters  to  two  ladies,  out  of  which  scrape  I  did  not 
get  80  easily. 

Affectionate  Salutations, 

Monticello^  April  15<^,  1826.  Thomas  Jefferson." 

Leaving  the  Signers,  we  have  time  only  to  take  a  rapid  glance  at  sev- 
eral other  departments  of  the  collection.  Here  is  a  letter  from  George 
Washington  to  Governor  Greene, dated  Jan.28tb,  1781,  informing  him  of 
the  quelling  of  the  mutiny  among  the  Jersey  troops.  There  are  also  many 
interesting  historical  letters  from  other  Generals  of  the  Revolution. 
The  roll  of  Presidents  of  the  United  States  is,  with  a  single  exception, 
entirely  made  out.  The  following  is  a  curious  and  characteristic  letter 
from  "  Old  Hickory"  to  Judge  Burk,  Postmaster  at  Cincinnati,  in  refer- 
ence to  an  insulting  letter  just  received  by  him : 

''Hermitage,  May  llth,  1837. 

My  Dear  Sir, 

By  last  night's  mail  I  received  the  letter  which  I  now  enclose  to 
you  with  the  envelope  and  seal.  I  have  no  idea  that  such  a  firm  as  James 
Delentosh  &  Co.  really  exists,  but  as  the  seal  is  a  very  noted  one,  and  the 
handwriting  good,  the  real  authors  of  this  fraud  and  forgery,  for  the 
sake  of  insult,  may  by  the  handwriting  and  seal  be  discovered,  and  if  it 
can,  that  a  prosecution  may  be  entered  against  them,  and  the  agents 
brought  to  condign  punishment. 

I  have  answered  "  Jas.  Delentosh  &  Co."  by  the  mail  that  will  bear  you 
this,  that  if  such  a  firm  exists  I  may  know  them,  and  if,  as  I  suppose, 
there  is  not  such  a  firm,  the  jester  may  call  for  the  letter. 

As  I  think,  it  is  high  time  that  such  wickedness  and  flagitiousness 
should  be  put  down,  I  write  to  you,  that  a  strict  inquiry  be  made  as  to 
the  authors,  that  due  legal  notice  of  this  kind  of  crime  by  forgery  may 
be  introduced.  Your  attention  to  this  may  benefit  not  only  the  morals 
of  your  city,  but  of  the  world.  With  my  kind  regards  to  your  lady, 
and  best  wishes  for  your  health  and  happiness,  in  haste,  I  remain 

Your  Friend, 

Judge  Burk.  Andrew  Jackson." 

There  are  in  our  collection  letters  written  by  all  the  Governors  from 
the  Eevolution  down  to  the  present  time,  together  with  a  number  of  an 
earlier  date.  The  most  curious  is  probably  the  following  macaronic  let- 
ter of  the  late  Governor  Shunk.  It  was  addressed  to  a  clergyman  whom 
he  highly  respected,  and  whose  wife  had  been  one  of  the  Governor's  pu- 
pils when  he  was  only  a  country  Schoolmaster.  He  remembered  the  lat- 
ter, as  he  says  in  another  letter,  "  as  a  little  black-eyed  girl/'  and  had 


Digitized  by 


Google 


132  Hours  Among  Autographs.  [April. 

then  given  her  the  pet  name  of  **  Nippier,  Nappler,  Ningo,"  for  some 
reason  which  ia  now  forgotten.  It  would  be  hard  to  find  a  more  charao- 
teristio  letter ;  and  though  the  Governor's  German  is  not  immaculate,  we 
give  it  as  we  find  it,  except  that  we  cannot  reproduce  the  German  characters : 

'' Barrisburg,  May  20^A,  1817. 

Freund — 

Im  gemeinen  Deutschen  plappern.  wie  die  liebe  Angelina,  der 
wahrhaftige  *  Nippier,  Nappler,  Ningo,'  und  die  liobenswurdige  Tochter 
recht  gut  wissen,  bin  ich  ziemlich  machtig;  aber  das  Schreiben  fallt  mir 
schwer,  und  wenn  die  Geschafte  draugen  gehet  es  zu  langsam. 

I  received  your  letter  in  due  time.  The  division  of  our  good  old 
County  prevented  a  vexatious,  and  to  me  a  troublesome  question.  It  is 
one,  however,  which  belongs  peculiarly  to  the  consideration  of  the  Legis- 
lature ;  there  the  petitions  and  remonstrances  are  presented ;  and  there 
the  members,  who  represent  the  counties  which  are  immediately  inte- 
rested, have  an  opportunity  to  do  justice  to  the  wishes  and  sentiments  of 
their  constituents.  The  Executive  has  not  the  same  means  to  ascertain 
public  opinion,  and  his  friends  being  divided  and  opposed  to  each  other, 
it  is  bard  for  him  to  take  any  part. 

I  spent  a  Sunday  at  the  Trappe  in  April.  Tell  Angelina  I  was  at 
church.  Viele  kamen  zum  heiligen  Abendmahl.  I  saw  several  of  her 
cousins;  her  good  mother  was  not  there.  Ich  war  in  dem  nemlichen 
Stuhl  wo  der  Dadi  und  der  Unckel  Jake  sitzten  da  sie  Vorsinger  waren. 

Tell  my  dear  friend  Angelina  and  her  darling  daughter,  that  our  two 
daughters  are  married,  und  ich  bin  ein  lebendiger  Grossvater.  Our  old- 
est son  is  learning  to  make  iron  in  Columbia  County,  the  next  is  a  mid- 
shipman now  on  the  coast  of  California,  and  the  two  younger  boys  are  at 
home  going  to  school.  I  spent  some  happy  houf»  last  year  with  your 
daughter  and  her  grandmother  and  kinsfolk.  Among  the  pleasant  things 
of  my  life  none  is  more  joyous  and  delightfut  than  that  of  meeting  old 
friends  in  der  Mitte  ihrer  Kinder  und  Kindeskiader,  and  revel  in  the 
recollection  of  scenes  of  past  pleasure,  and  help  each  other's  memory  in 
giving  point  to  the  recital  of  them.  Presentiren  Sie  mich  zirtlich  za 
der  Frau  liebsten,  und  ihrer  anziehenden  Tochter. 

I  am,  respectfully,  your  friend,  Francis  E.  Shunk." 

We  are  greatly  tempted  to  reproduce,  in  conclusion,  a  long  and  curious 
letter  from  Henry  Clay  to  one  of  his  sons,  in  which  he  has  not  a  word  to 
say  about  politics,  but  inquires  most  tenderly  after  the  health  of  "  Hec- 
tor," "  Don  Manuel,"  "  Orozimbo*'  and  "  Magnum  Bonum."  On  close 
examination,  however,  the  latter  turn  out  not  to  be  relatives  or  friends, 
but  "/ttwcy  cattle;  and  the  letter  would  therefore  be  better  suited  to 
the  pages  of  some  agricultural  periodical  than  to  those  of  a  publicatioa 
like  the  Guardian. 

We  are  compelled  to  pass  over  without  examination  such  series  as  the 
Signers  of  the  Constitution,  the  Members  of  the  Cabinet,  the  Judges  of 
the  Supreme  Court,  the  Theologians  and  Authors  of  America,  as  well  as 
a  large  foreign  collection;  which  is  especially  rich  in  autographs  of  Ger- 
man Theologians.  At  some  future  time  we  may  possibly  invite  you  to 
accompany  us  in  another  ramble ;  but  for  the  present  we  are  compelled 
to  bid  our  readers  a  reluctant — Farewell  ! 
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SUNDAYS  ABBOAD. 


BT  THE  EDITOR. 


Sundays  at  Sea, 

Oar  second  day  out  was  the  Sabbath.  And  the  second  day  at  sea,  on 
one's  first  Toyage,  commonly  finds  him  in  a  very  peevish  mOod.  "  They 
that  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships/'  above  all  others,  ought  to  be  in  a  de- 
vout frame  of  mind.  For  the  sea  hath  no  joists  on  which  you  can  safely 
stand.  Between  yourself  and  the  great  deep  there  is  but  a  plank.  And 
to  hear  this  creak  and  crash  in  every  fibre,  during  a  storm,  you  wonder 
that  it  does  not  drop  you  into  eternity.  When  there  is  a  fire,  of  which 
there  is  a  great  danger,  you  can  not  run  away  from  it  into  the  street  or 
find  sheUer  with  your  neighbor.  Either  burn  up  or  plunge  to  the  bottom 
of  the  sea ;  between  these  two  you  have  your  choice,  and  a  sad  choice  it 
is.  Should  your  ship  be  wrecked  in  a  storm,  you  have  at  best  only  a  life- 
boat for  a  refuge  ;  and  a  life-boat  in  mid  ocean,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten, 
proves  a  death -boat. 

Surely  on  this  **  great  and  wide  sea,"  whore  "  go  the  ships,"  one  must 
always  feel  in  a  praying  mood.  Alas !  not  always  At  least  not  always 
on  the  second  day  out.  Like  a  boy's  first  lessons  on  stilts,  vainly  trying 
to  teach  the  joints,  limbs  and  muscles  to  steady  the  body  on  the  poles,  se 
the  stomach,  liver  and  head  of  aland-faring  man  try  to  learn  walking  over 
the  waves  of  the  sea  in  a  ship.  The  vessel  gallops  in  long  swinging  jumps 
over  the  waves  -,  you  try  to  walk  on  deck,  but  "  reel  to  and  fro,  and 
stagger  like  a  drunken  man,  and  are  at  your  wits'  end,"  as  the  Psalmist 
has  it,  who  must  certainly  have  been  terribly  sea-sick  on  the  Mediterra- 
nean, in  his  time.  Psalm  cvii.  23-30.  You  will  no  doubt  ''  cry  unto 
the  Lord"  in  your  berth.  But  it  may  be  difficult  to  keep  your  praying 
mind  off  of  your  squeamish  stomach.  In  sea-sickness  one  is  fit  for  the 
society  of  neither  God  nor  man.  You  are  surly,  peevish,  trying  to  creep 
in  upon  yourself,  where  the  drooping  soul  can  brood  over  its  own  bitter- 
ness And  the  trouble  is  that  no  one  gives  you  sympathy.  When  one 
is  dangerously  ill,  he  enjoys  the  sweet  sympathy  and  prayers  of  good 
people.  But  who  will  pray  for  a  man  suffering  from  the  toothache,  or 
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sympathize  with  a  groaning  soa-sick  voyager?  A  godly  soul,  thus  afflicted, 
will  be  harassed  with  a  sense  of  its  naughty  mood — will  feel  worried  that  it 
can  not  keep  up  a  calm,  serene  frame  of  mind.  Indeed  one's  better  nature 
seems  to  forsake  him.  *^  Where  in  the  world  the  soul  goes  to  under  such 
influences  nobody  knows ;  one  would  really  think  the  sea  tipped  it  all  out 
of  a  man,  just  as  it  does  the  water  out  of  his  washbasin." 

In  such  a  mood  I  spent  my  first  Sunday  on  the  Atlantic.  Bounc- 
ing hither  and  thither  in  my  berth,  like  a  cork  in  a  tub  of  water,  ignorant 
of  my  fellow  passengers,  indeed  morosely  indifferent  as  to  who  they  were 
or  what  might  become  of  them.  I  heard  no  singing,  and  concluded  that 
there  could  haye  been  no  religious  services  held. 

By  the  following  Sunday  I  was  myself  again — had  learned  to  walk 
over  the  waves  with  a  steady  step  and  a  calm  stomach.  Meanwhile  I 
could  take  my  social  bearings  ;  become  acquainted  with  my  neighbors  -, 
with  the  gentleman  sleeping  under  my  bed,  and  the  members  of  thb  ship 
family.  All  manner  of  people  were  mixed  together.  Most  delightfi^ 
days  were  spent  with  people  I  had  never  seen,  and  may  never  see  again 
till  the  Judgment  day.  My  unclerical  looking  traveling  apparel,  and  a 
soft  felt  hat,  with  a  broad  brim,  helped  to  disguise  my  profession.  Surely 
no  one  knows  me  here.  I  will  move  among  the  people  as  an  unknown 
voyager.  Thus  I  did,  and  very  pleasantly.  Towards  the  close  of  the 
week,  I  was  conversing  with  a  Penns^lvanian.  who  had  overheard  some 
one  calling  me  by  name.  *'  Is  such  your  name?*'  he  inquired.  *'  You 
wrote  this,  and  you  lived  there,  &c.  f"  Then  the  secret  was  out;  but 
still  only  among  a  few.  On  Saturday  morning  Captain  Eldridge  and  some 
of  the  passengers  invited  me  to  hold  religious  worship  the  following 
day. 

Cards  hung  in  the  Saloons  announced  that  religious  services  would  be 
held  in  the  large  dining  Saloon,  at  1  P.  M.  It  was  a  beautiful  day.  The 
sea  was  calm.  The  sails  hung  loosely  down  as  in  a  lull.  The  ship  had 
no  motion,  save  what  little  the  action  of  the  machinery  produced.  At 
one  P.  M.  the  ship's  bell  rang  for  service.  The  sailors  devoutly  sat  at 
one  end  of  the  Saloon.  The  larger  part  of  the  people  aboard  filled  the 
room.  The  English  Liturgy  was  handed  round,  from  whose  collection  of 
hymns  we  sang.  A  group  of  excellent  singers  from  New  York  and  Boston 
led  the  singing. 

Not  without  some  misgivings  I  left  my  state  room  for  the  place  of 
worship.  Would  not  the  little  swinging  of  the  vessel  embarrass  me  ? 
While  waiting  for  my  arrival,  njt  a  few  of  the  congregation  inquired  : 
**, Who  is  to  preach  ?  There  is  no  clergyman  on  board  ?  Is  Ae  a  clergy- 
man ?"  was  asked  by  many,  as  I  took  my  seat  by  a  small  stand  at  one  of 
the  apartment.  A  Bible  and  prayer  book  lay  thereon.  Fortunately  it  stood 
aside  of  the  main  mast,  against  which  I  unsteadily  leaned  during  the 
sermon. 

We  sang  "  Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  me/*  and  <<  Guide  me,  0  Thou  great 
Jehovah,"  and  sang  them  well.  For  here  it  was  easy  to  feel  the  need  of 
Jehovah's  guidance. 

The  text  was  taken  from  Jeremiah  xii.  5 :  <<  What  wilt  thou  do  in  the 
swelling  of  Jordan?"    I  spoke  of  the  social  pleasure  we  had  enjoyed 
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daring  the  preceding  week.  That  we  hailed  from  different  far  dbtant 
countries,  and;  though  accustomed  to  worship  God,  in  our  churches  at 
home,  had  never  mingled  our  hearts  and  voices  in  prayer  and  praise  on 
the  great  deep.  That  if  we  wished  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  Christian 
communion  we  must  go  into  the  wide,  wide  world,  and  learn  how  in  every 
true  Christian  we  meet,  we  find  "  a  brother,  a  sister,  and  a  mother/'  who 
will  love  us  because  we  love  Christ. 

I  tried  to  explain  what  the  text  directly  meant,  and  applied  its  truths 
to  individual  souls.  To  reach  the  Canaan  on  high  we  must  cross  the 
Jordan  of  death.  This  crossing  may  come  upon  us  suddenly  and  unex- 
pectedly. We  need  a  pilot  to  take  us  across,  such  as  Joshua  was  to  the 
ancient  Jews.  This  pilot  is  Christ.  I  urged  them  to  enter  this  "  Ark 
of  Safety,''  to  choose  Him  for  the  steersman  of  their  souls'  bark ;  re- 
minded them  how  by  the  mercy  of  God,  after  a  few  days,  our  good  ship 
Atlantic  should  reach  the  harbor,  and  we  separate,  perhaps  no  more  to 
meet  till  we  shall  reach  the  port  of  the  Canaan  above  : 

"  Where  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-with'ring  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heav'nly  land  from  ours." 

When  I  noticed  some  of  the  poor  weather-stained  tars  intently  leaning 
forward  to  catch  what  I  said,  I  forgot  the  annoying  motions  of  the  ship. 

Soon  after  the  service  a  committee  waited  on  me  at  my  state-room, 
and  in  the  name  of  the  passengers  thanked  me  for  my  serviceSi  with  the 
request  that  I  should  hold  another  service  at  night.  As  the  rules  of  the 
steamer  provided  for  but  one  service,  I  declined  to  comply  with  their 
request. 

Many  kindly  and  grateful  words  did  I  receive  for  my  awkward  sermon. 
The  favorable  surprise  was  not  owing  so  n^uch  to  what  I  said,  as  that  a 
man  apparelled  like  a  California  gold  digger  should  undertake  to  say 
anything  at  all  on  such  an  occasion. 


A  Sunday  Dinner  at  Sea, 

Captain  Eldridge  seta  good  table.  And  his  Sunday  dinners  were  un- 
usually sumptuous.  The  services  ended,  and  after  spending  an  hour  in 
reading,  the  dinner  bell  rang.  Usually  from  one  to  two  hours  was  spent 
at  the  table.  Presently  a  servant  placed  a  goblet  of  sparkling  champagne 
aside  of  my  plate  with  the  compliments  of  Captain  Eldridge.  A  few  minutes 
another  servant  brings  a  second  glass^  with  the  compliments  of  a  wealthy 
Californian.  Think  of  having  two  tall  glasses  of  foaming  ch4mpagne 
aside  of  your  plate  in  the  presence  of  a  great  company,  to  whom  you  have 
just  broken  the  bread  of  life.  Both  gentlemen  meant  it  kindly.'  Differ- 
ent people  use  different  methods  to  express  their  gratitude.  These  ex- 
pressed theirs  through  a  glass  of  wine.  Doubtless  supposing  that  I  had 
been  somewhat  fatigued  by  my  ministrations,  they  must  propose  their 
method  of  composing  body  and  spirit.  Back  of  the  goblets  I  saw  a  kindly 
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iotentioD,  more  refreebing  to  me  than  wine.     Of  the  wine  I  sipped  bat 
very  little,  yet  took  good  oare  not  to  wound  tbe  motive  of  tbe  giver. 

Tbe  day  passed  pleasantly,  witboat  a  jarring  note,  save  tbe  rode,  bois- 
terous bebavior  of  two  balf-drnnken  men,  recently  appointed  by  oar 
Government  as  foreign  Consuls.  We  bad  Jews  and  Gentiles,  many  very 
worldly  people  on  board,  bat  none  wbo  made  suob  brutes  of  tbemselves 
as  tbese  two  representatives  of  tbe  American  Government  How  unfortu- 
nate tbat  so  often  tbe  moral  scum  of  our  country  sbould  be  sent  to  repre- 
sent us  among  tbe  nations  of  tbe  eartb  I 

The  sailors,  in  tbeir  greasy  work-day  clotbes,  were  very  orderly — ^in- 
deed always  were.  Here  and  tbere  one  bad  a  book  or  paper.  Otbers 
gathered  in  groups  around  some  one  spinning  out  bis  harmless  yams. 
"  Do  yob  like  sea-life  ?"  I  inquired  of  one.  '*  No,  sir."  "  Have  you  a 
family?? 

"  Yes,  a  wife  and  children  in  America." 
'*  Why  do  you  go  to  sea  then,  if  you  don't  like  it  ?" 
'^  When  I  am  on  sea,  I  resolve  never  to  board  another  ship  after  I  get 
home.     And  after  I  am  home  a  few  weeks,  I  am  home-sick  for  the  sea." 
A  strange  unsettled  life  do  these  voyagers  on  the  deep  lead.     But  few 
ever  lay  anything  by  for  a  rainy  day.     Many  spend  all  tbeir  earnings  for 
strong  drink  every  time  they  come  ashore.     As  a  rule  they  are  beyond 
the  pale  of  the  Christian  Church,  rarely  finding  access  to  her  ministra- 
tions, save  tbe  occasional  services  held  on  board  the  ship. 

The  following  day  Captain  E.  sought  an  interview  with  me,  telling  me 
tbat  the  service  on  the  Sabbath  afforded  him  comfort.  A  short  time 
before,  bis  brother,  commander  of  tbe  ill  fated  President,  bad  beeu  lost 
with  this  noble  steamer.  The  sad  event  deeply  impressed  this  worthy 
officer.  His  mind  seemed  eager  to  rest  upon  the  sure  foundation  of  the 
Gospel.  He  repeated  some  thoughts  of  the  sermon,  and  expressed  him- 
self comforted  thereby. 

A  Sunday  on  tbe  Mediterranean  is  more  squally  in  every  way.  Very 
rarely  is  there  a  religious  service  held  on  any  of  its  steamers.  These  lines 
are  mostly  controlled  by  French  and  Austrian  companies,  which  have 
little  regard  for  the  observance  of  tbe  Lord's  Day  on  shipboard  On  some 
English  steamers  provision  is  made  to  have  tbe  Lord's  Day  service  in  tbe 
Prayer  Book  read  on  Sundays.  Apart  from  this,  this  sea  gives  its  voya- 
gers few  calm  Sundays.  Its  waters  are  in  almost  constant  commotion, 
tossing  the  ships  to  and  fro  and  putting  tbe  bodies  and  souls  of  their 
passengers  into  an  undevout  humor.  I  have  a  ghastly  recollection  of 
such  a  Sunday  here,  when  the  steamer  rolled  ahout  like  an  old-fashioned 
coffee  roaster  in  the  bands  of  a  diligent  housewife.  Groups  of  talkative 
French  passengers  chattered  the  live  long  day,  to  the  great  disgust  and 
trial  of  us-groaners.  Others  devoured  their  novels  with  intense  relish, 
holding  on  to  the  enchanting  book  with  a  grip,  which  the  waves  could 
not  in  the  least  disturb.  As  you  get  eastward  the  observance  of  Sunday 
disappears  on  land  and  sea. 

Again  we  are  on  the  Atlantic,  homeward  bound.  It  is  a  dear,  calm 
Sunday,  after  a  terrific  Saturday.  Aye,  verily,  yesterday  was  a  day  to 
make  even  a  seaman  nervous.     First  came  a  fearful  storm,  swinging  the 
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ship  dear  on  its  side.  Then  an  army  of  porpoises,  like  black  logs,  from 
eight  to  ten  feet  long,  rolling  about  on  the  water — in  all  coyering  acres 
of  snrfiice.  "  Still  more  storm  heralds/'  said  the  sailors.  All  of  a  sndden 
it  became  very  cold.  Shawls  and  cloaks  were  brought  into  requisition. 
Then  a  huge  iceberg  floated  in  sight,  a  mile  or  two  in  length.  A  dense 
mist  enveloped  the  veesel,  so  as  to  hide  approaching  icebergs  and  ships. 
Our  steamer  cautiously  felt  its  way  along,  lest  a  sudden  collision  with  an 
unseen  mass  of  ice  might  crush  it  into  fragments.  How  grateful  a  calm, 
dear  Sunday  morning  after  such  a  day.  The  ice  and  mist  had  disap- 
peared. Our  merciful  Father  had  delivered  us  from  the  perils  of  a  fear- 
ful storm.  Surely  on  such  a  Lord's  Day  on  sea,  all  would  desire  to  wor- 
ship God. 

Our  captain  was  a  bad  man,  who  took  more  pleasure  in  profane  oaths 
than  in  the  worship  of  God.  In  various  acts  of  rudeness  he  rendered 
himself  very  offensive  to  his  passengers.  The  latter  urged  me  to  hold  a 
religious  service.  For  my  text  I  took  John  iii.  7.  I  selected  this  passage 
with  a  view  of  adapting  my  remarks  to  the  peculiar  wants  of  my  audi- 
ence. A  number  of  Unitarians,  Universalists,  and  persons  of  no  religious 
profession  were  present.  In  a  kind  and  courteous  manner  I  endeavored  . 
to  show  our  need  of  a  divine  Redeemer,  who  could  give  us  a  life  and  sal- 
vation, such  as  human  nature  does  not  possess.  I  felt  that  a  part  of  my 
hearers  had  made  up  their  minds  not  to  believe  what  I  said.  Howard, 
the  Actor,  who  then  had  acquired  quite  a  reputation  in  England  and 
America,  with  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,  and  his  little  daughter  Cordelia,  the 
Eva  of  Uncle  Tom,  were  present.  In  all  from  fifty  to  seventy  five  persons 
of  various  creeds  and  no  creeds.  Decidedly  a  hard  congregation  to  preach 
to,  minds  which  treat  the  well-meant  discourse  of  the  minister  as  a  fencer 
treats  his  antagonist — parry  all  the  appeals  of  truths  A  large  class  of 
this  kind  of  minds  are  firmly  bent  not  to  be  convinced,  let  the  argument 
be  never  so  clear  and  well  founded. 

"  Convince  a  man  against  his  will, 
He  holds  the  same  i)pinion  still." 

On  ship  board,  where  all  the  passengers  form  a  sort  of  temporary  home 
circle  on  a  large  scale,  matters  of  this  kind  are  discussed  with  unusual 
freedom. 

Several  Englishmen  expressed  their  approval  of  the  doctrine  preached, 
but  confessed  that  they  themselves  had  never  taken  the  necessary  steps 
to  become  Christians.  One  recently  from  California  thanked  me  for  the 
sermon,  stating  that  he  laid  no  claim  to  piety.  His  mother  and  sister, 
however,  were  on  board ;  they  were  pious,  and  enjoyed  hearing  a  good 
sermon.  So  that  he  seemed  to  thank  me  rather  for  their  sakes  than  for 
his  own ;  indeed  his  remarks  sounded  as  if,  in  some  way,  he  expected  to 
get  some  benefit  from  their  piety,  which  he  was  wholly  lacking.  He  said 
that  the  clergy  of  England,  as  a  rule,  had  too  much  exhortation  and  too 
little  argument  in  their  sermons.  Of  course  this  b  the  talk  of  a  man  of 
the  world,  and  must  be  taken  for  whi^t  it  is  worth.  The  ship's  surgeon 
expressed  his  pleasure  with  views  that  we  are  fearful  he  at  that  time 
but  poorly  practiced. 
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In  the  evening  came  Howard,  a  man  evidently  of  a  fine  edacation,  and 
extensive  reading.  His  mind  was  poisoned  with  doubt.  The  perosal  of 
infidel  books  had  sent  his  poor  soul  adrift  on  a  dangerous  sea.  He  spoke 
about  the  progress  of  modern  science,  by  which  miracles  are  explained  as 
the  result  of  natural  laws.  He  had  evidently  gone  to  no  little  trouble  to 
satisfy  his  reason  and  silence  the  claims  of  his  heart  and  conscience. 
And  still  he  showed  a  perceptible  feeling  of  uneasiness  and  insecurity.  I 
tried  to  meet  his  objections  in  a  frank  and  candid  way.  He  admitted  that 
a  man  could  be  happier^  if  he  believed  as  I  did ;  but  that  it  was  difficult 
for  a  philosophic  mind  to  reconcile  the  contradictions  of  history,  as  con- 
nected with  a  divine  providence.  He  thought  the  God  spoken  of  in  the 
Old  Testament  was  cruel.  In  short,  he  put  himself  up  as  a  judge  to  de- 
cide what  was  proper  and  what  improper,  in  the  dealings  and  Word  of 
God. 

Finally  he  remarked,  in  a  subdued  tone  of  voice,  pointing  to  his  sweet 
little  daughter :  '^  Little  Cordelia  there  believes  just  as  you  do.  She  is 
firmly  convinced,  that  Jesus  is  a  divine  Being,  and  I  would  not  take  this 
sweet  belief  from  her  for  the  world.  It  is  a  pretty  faith  for  children. 
Them  it  makes  happy." 

A  sad  confession  for  an  unbelieving  father  to  make !  How  hardly 
shall  an  actor  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven  ?  "  Little  Cordelia,"  was 
an  intelligent  and  sweet  little  girl,  artless  and  pious,  so  far  as  the  child  of 
such  a  father  could  be  pious.  At  that  time  she  seemed  to  be  doomed  for 
the  stage,  and  that  is  an  atmosphere  destructive  to  the  soundest  faith.  I 
have  not  seen  or  heard  of  her  since.  What  better  argument  could  any 
one  wish  for  Christianity  than  that  it  makes  children  happy  ?  What 
better  argument  against  infidelity  than  that  it  robs  children  and  parents 
of  their  happiness  ? 


THE  FAMILY. 


The  family  is  like  a  book — 
The  children  are  the  leaves, 

The  parents  are  the  cover,  that 
Protection,  beauty  gives. 

At  first,  the  pages  of  the  book 
Are  blank  and  purely  fair, 

But  time  soon  writeth  memories, 
And  painteth  pictures  there. 

Love  is  the  little  golden  clasp 
That  bindeth  up  the  trust; 

Oh,  break  it  not;  lest  all  the  leaves 
Shall  scatter  and  be  lost. 
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THE  GBBAT  LAW. 


[^Adapted  for  the  Ouardian  from  the  French  of  EmUe  SouveitreJ] 


BT  B.    H.   8. 


In  the  days  of  the  first  dynasty  of  Frank  kings,  when  most  of  the 
tribes  which  they  governed  were  ignorant  of  the  gospel  of  Christ,  lived 
an  old  man  named  Novaire,  who  had  received  the  good  news^  and  was 
endeavoriDg  to  understand  it  fnlly.  Abaodoniog  the  guilty  pleasures  of 
the  world,  he  had  withdrawn  to  a  lonely  hill,  near  the  spot  where  Lille- 
bonne  now  stands,  and  there  built  himself  a  hut  of  turf,  iu  which  he 
lived  alone,  without  any  other  occupation  than  that  of  enriching  and  im- 
proving his  mind. 

At  length,  through  meditations  and  prayers,  the  carnal  veil  which 
hides  the  invisible  world  from  mortal  eyes  was  opened  for  Novaire,  so 
that  he  could  behold  the  avenues  of  heaven,  but  without,  at  the  same 
time,  losing  sight  of  the  earth.  He  perceived  at  once  the  marvels  of  the 
visible  and  of  the  bidden  universe.  His  eyes  wandered  over  woods, 
fields  and  waters ;  then,  raising  them,  he  beheld  the  region  traversed  by 
the  messengers  of  God,  and,  still  higher,  the  entrance  to  the  celestial 
dwelling,  guarded  by  archangels.  He  heard  at  once  the  murmur  of 
brooks,  the  voice  of  cherubim,  and  the  Hosannas  of  the  blessed  at  the 
foot  pf  the  Eternal  Throne.  Angels  brought  him  food,  and  conversed 
freely  with  him  on  matters  unknown  to  other  mortals;  and  thus  his  days 
passed  in  ceaseless  raptures.  Associated  with  the  life  of  pure  spirits,  he 
had  felt  all  earthly  ambitions  die  out  within  him,  one  by  one,  like  pale 
stars  in  the  presence  of  the  glorious  sun ;  and,  proud  that  his  intelligence 
was  elevated  so  far  above  that  of  common  humanity,  he  would  have  ven- 
tured by  its  aid  to  search  out  the  secrets  of  God.  While  he  listened  to 
the  sounds  of  life,  which  rise  like  a  perpetual  hymn  of  creation  to  the 
Creator,  he  murmured  again  and  again, 

*'  Why  can  I  not  know  what  the  birds  are  saying  in  their  songs,  the 
breezes  in  their  murmurs,  the  insects  in  their  humming,  the  waves  in 
their  sighs,  the  angels  in  their  celestial  hymns  ?  Surely,  from  these  I 
might  learn  the  great  law  that  governs  the  world  I" 

But  all  the  efforts  of  his  mind  to  penetrate  these  mysteries  proved 
fruitless;  he  gained  nothing  but  pride  and  hardness  of  heart,  for  intellect 
which  grows  by  itself  resembles  those  forest  trees,  which  cannot  extend 
their  roots  without  withering  all  that  grows  around  them ;  that  it  may  be 
fruitful  and  beneficent,  it  must  be  watered  by  the  dews  of  the  heart. 

One  day  when  he  had  descended  from  his  ever-verdant  hill  to  traverse 
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the  valley,  then  desolated  by  winter,  he  met  a  large  troop  of  soldiers  con- 
dacting  a  criminal  to  the  gallows ;  the  peasants  came  in  crowds  to  see 
him  pass,  and  recounted  his  crimes  aloud ;  but  the  condemned  man 
smiled  as  he  listened,  and  so  far  from  appearing  repentant,  seemed  to 
pride  himself  upon  the  evil  he  had  done.  At  last,  on  encountering  the 
hermit  he  suddenly  stopped,  and  cried,  mockingly,        ^ 

"  Come  hither,  holy  man,  and  give  the  kiss  of  peace  to  one  who  is 
about  to  die !" 

But  Novaire  indignantly  drew  back. 

**  Go  to  thy  death,  miserable  creature  I  Pure  lips  may  not  touch  one 
cursed  by  sin  I" 

The  criminal  went  on  without  replying,  and  the  anchorite,  still  quite 
excited,  turned  back  towards  his  hermitage.  But  on  arriving  there,  he 
stood  mute  with-astonishment ;  the  aspect  of  all  around  was  changed.  The 
trees,  which  the  presence  of  angels  had  kept  continually  green,  were  now 
bare  as  those  of  the  valley :  the  spot  where  the  eglantine  had  but  a  few 
hours  before,  exhaled  it«  fragrance,  was  now  white  and  glittering  with 
frost,  and  the  dry  brown  moss  suffered  the  barren  rooks  to  peep  through 
its  withered  strips. 

Novaire  awaited  the  heavenly  messenger  who  every  day  brought  him 
his  food,  in  order  to  learn  the  cause  of  the  change ;  but  the  messenger  did 
not  appear  :  the  invisible  world  was  again  closed  upon  him,  and  he  had 
fallen  back  into  the  poverty  and  ignorance  of  humanity.  He  understood 
that  this  was  a  punishment  from  Qod,  without  being  able  to  divine  what 
fault  he  had  committed.  He  submitted,  however,  without  murmuring, 
and  kneeling  down  upon  the  hill : — 

"  Since  I  have  offended  Thee,  0  my  Creator ,''  he  said,  '^  I  must,  in 
expiation,  inflict  a  chastisement  upon  myself.  To  day  I  leave  my  solitude, 
and  I  here  resolve  to  walk  on  without  repose,  except  at  night,  until  Thou 
wilt  grant  me  some  visible  sign  that  I  have  deserved  Thy  mercy." 

Thus  saying,  Novaire  took  his  hermit's  bell,  his  iron-clasped  book  of 
prayer,  and  his  holly-staff;  he  girded  himself  with  a  leathern  thong, 
fastened  on  his  sandals,  and  with  one  farewell  look  at  his  hill,  he  set  out 
toward  the  wild  peninsula  later  known  as  the  Jesnetic. 
.  In  that  region,  now  covered  with  villages,  farms  and  meadows,  there 
were  at  that  day  no  roads,  except  those  opened  by  the  wild  beasts.  He 
was  obliged  to  ford  the  rivers,  to  wade  through  the  marshes,  to  cross 
heaths,  finding  only  occasionally,  at  considerable  distances,  a  few  poor 
huts,  whope  dwellers  often  repulsed  him  from  their  doors.  But  Novaire 
serenely  endured  every  fatigue  and  every  privation.  With  no  other  end 
in  view  than  his  reinstatement  in  the  favor  of  Gk)d,  he  met  distresses 
with  resignation;  obstacles  with  patience.  At  last  he  arrived  at  the 
extremity  of  the  peninsula,  not  far  from  the  place  where  the  celebrated 
Abbey  of  Jumieges  was  afterwards  built. 

That  part  of  the  country  was  then  covered  with  a  forest,  in  which  were 
concealed  pirates,  who,  in  light  boats  of  osier,  covered  with  skins,  attacked 
such  barks  as  passed  up  and  down  the  river,  laden  with  valuable  commodi- 
ties. One  evening,  when  the  hermit  was  hastening  toward  the  bank,  he 
anived  at  a  clearing  where  four  of  those  pirates  were  seated  around  a 
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fire  of  reeds.  Od  seeing  him,  they  rose,  ran  toward  bim,  and  dragged 
him  to  their  fire  to  plunder  him.  They  took  his  bell,  his  book,  his 
girdle,  his  robe ;  and  seeing  that  he  had  nothing  more,  they  deliberated 
whether  they  should  let  him  go.  But  the  eldest  among  them,  named 
Todcrick,  exclaimed  that  they  would  keep  him  to  row  their  boat,  and  to 
this  the  rest  agreed. 

Novaire  was  then  bound  with  three  chains;  one  on  his  feet,  another 
upon  his  arms,  the  third  around  his  waist,  and  he  became  the  slave  of 
the  four  pirates.  It  was  his  business  to  prepare  their  food,  to  sharpen 
their  weapons,  to  take  care  of  their  boat,  and  to  row  it,  without  any  other 
recompense  than  blows  and  maledictions.  Toderick  was  particularly 
brutal  toward  him,  adding  mockery  to  cruelty,  and  continually  asking  the 
hermit  of  what  use  to  him  was  the  power  of  his  Ood. 

At  last,  one  day,  the  four  pirates  attacked  a  vessel  on  Hs  way  down  the 
Seine,  in  which  they  hoped  to  find  rich  merchandise ;  but  it  so  happened 
that  a  troop  of  archers  was  on  board,  who  received  them  with  a  volley 
of  arrows,  so  well  aimed  that  three  of  the  bandits  were  killed^  and  the 
fourth,  which  was  Toderick,  received  an  arrow  in  his  breast. 

Novaire  then  turned  the  boat  toward  the  shore,  which  he  succeeded  in 
reaching.  He  was  at  liberty,  of  course,  and  might  at  once  have  taken 
flight ;  but  he  felt  at  his  heart  a  holy  compassion  for  those  who  had  held 
him  in  such  long  and  cruel  bondage.  He  gave  burial  to  the  three  dead 
men,  and  then  approached  Toderick.  The  Utter,  judging  the  hermit 
according  to  his  own  savage  nature,  thought  he  was  coming  to  take  ven- 
geance upon  him,  and  said  to  him, 

"  Kill  me  quickly,  without  making  me  suflTerl" 

But  Novaire  replied, 

'*  So  far  from  wishing  to  take  thy  life,  I  would  I  could  save  it  at  the 
cost  of  my  own." 

The  pirate  was  surprised  and  affected. 

*'  That  is  out  of  mortal  power,"  he  replied;  <<for  I  already  feel  the  chill 
of  death  nearing  my  heart.  If,  indeed;  thou  hast  any  compassion  for 
me,  notwithstanding  all  the  evil  I  have  done  thee,  give  me  a  little 
water  to  quench  my  thirst." 

Novaire  hastened  to  the  nearest  spring  and  brought  water  to  the 
wounded  man.     When  he  had  drank,  he  looked  up  at  the  hermit. 

"  Thou  hast  been  kind  to  the  cruel  and  wicked,"  he  said.  '^  But 
would'st  thou  do  still  more,  and  grant  the  kiss  of  peace  to  a  guilty 
sinner?" 

*'  I  will !"  said  Novaire,  ''  May  our  Lord  forgive  and  bless  thee  I" 

W  ith  these  words,  he  bent  over  the  pirate^  who  received  the  kiss  of 
peace,  and  died. 

At  the  same  moment,  a  voice  sounded  from  the  sky,  saying — 

"  Thy  trial  is  over,  Novaire;  God  punished  thee  for  refusing  pity  to  a 
guilty  man.  He  now  blesses  thee  for  pardoning  thine  enemy.  All  the 
treasures  which  thou  hadst  lost  by  hardness  of  heart,  thou  hast  now  re- 
gained, not  by  thy  pilgrimage,  not  by  thy  sufferings,  but  through 
Loy£.  Raise  thine  eyes  now,  and  listen, — thou  shalt  hear  and  under- 
stand the  voices  of  the  earth  and  of  Heaven." 
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The  anohorite,  who  had  listened  in  mate  astooishment,  lifled  up  his 
head.  The  trees,  stripped  by  winter^  were  obthed  in  greeDoess  and 
beauty ;  the  frozen  streams  bounded  joyously  in  their  course ;  the  birds 
were  singing  in  the  flowering  thorn;  while  in  the  heavens  above,  he 
beheld  the  angels  ascending  and  descending  on  the  ladder  of  Jacob's 
vision,  the  cherubim  floating  above  the  clouds ;  the  archangels  waving 
their  flaming  swords ;  the  glorified  saints  chanting  celestial  hymns  ! 

And  all  together,  formed  a  vast  choir,  the  burden  of  whose  unceasing 
anthem  was, 

"  Love  thou  the  Lord,  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself  I" 

And  Novaire  sank  humbly  on  the  ground,  bowing  until  his  forehead 
rested  in  adoration  upon  the  grass,  and  cried, 

"  I  thank  Thee,  oh  my  Gh>d !  I  bless  Thee, — for  now,  at  last,  I  under- 
stand the  Oreat  Law  r' 


GOOD  FBIDAY  MUSINQS. 


BY  THE  EDITOR. 


"  O  sacred  Head,  now  wounded, 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down ; 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thy  only  crown ; 
O  sacred  Head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss,  till  now  was  Thine, 
Tet,  though  despised  and  gory 

I  joy  to  call  Tnee  mine  I 

What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pily  without  end  I 
0  make  me  Thine  forever, 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never. 

Outlive  my  love  to  Thee ! 

And  when  I  am  departing, 

O  part  not  Thou  from  me; 
When  mortal  panes  are  darting 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free ; 
And  when  my  heart  must  languish 

Amidst  the  final  throe, 
Release  me  from  mine  anraish 

By  Thine  own  pain  and  woe !" 
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The  people  of  God  have  lately  been  to  the  Croes  and  grave  of  Christ. 
And  among  this  people  we  are  happy  to  class,  with  very  few  exceptions, 
the  readers  of  the  Guardian.  We  too  have  gone  thither,  with  millions 
of  believers.  In  sooth,  it  is  a  Oood  Friday,  the  day  on  which  our  blessed 
Lord  died  for  us.  To  Him  it  was  a  dark  and  dreary  day,  but  it  brought 
Life,  Light  and  Love  to  the  world.  One  feels  sad  on  this  day.  Our 
hearts  are  in  sympathy  with  its  spirit.  In  spirit  we  adoringly  stand  around 
the  cross ;  or  perhaps  timidly  look  on  at  a  distance.  Indeed  one  ought 
scarcely  to  be  censured  for  keeping  in  the  background.  Sometimes  very 
good  people  shrink  from  publicity  on  Calvary.  They  feel  so  unworthy 
and  so  guilty.  With  timid  meekness  they  had  rather  be  alone  with  Christ, 
and  tell  Him  all  that  burdens  their  penitent  hearts. 

On  this  sacred  day  many  have  formally  given  themselves  to  Christ  in 
confirmation ;  many  too  of  our  readers'.  To  all  such  Good  Friday  is  a  day 
of  special  solemnity.  It  recalls  the  most  solemn  scene  of  their  life.  With 
it  are  associated  tender  memories,  vows  forever  binding.  Every  return 
of  this  day  revives  these  memories.  It  admonishes  wanderers  from 
Christ's  fold  to  return,  and  the  faithful  to  go  forward,  and  be  of  good 
cheer. 

Very  precious  has  the  day  been  this  year.  We  have  been  on  Calvary; 
and  seen  Him  pierced — ^pierced  by  our  sins.  And  His  blood  flowed  freely 
for  our  cleansing.  0  how  that  blood  pleads  with  us  !  Not  only  on  this 
day,  but  oflen,  nay  always  should  we  seek  our  place  at  the  Saviour's 
Cross.     Will  we  ? 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross,  I  spend ; 
Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing 

From  the  sinner's  dying  friend ! 

There  I'll  sit,  forever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood ; 
Precious  drops  my  soul  bedewing. 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God ! 


PBAYEB  AND  BUSINESS. 

I  like  that  saying  of  Martin  Luther  when  he  says :  *'  I  have  so  much 
business  to  do  to  day  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  get  through  it  with  less 
than  three  hours  prayer."  Now,  most  people  would  say,  "  I  have  so  much 
business  to  do  that  I  can  have  only  three  minutes  for  prayer ;  I  cannot 
afford  the  time."  But  Luther  thought  that  the  more  he  had  to  do  the  more 
he  must  pray,  or  else  he  could  not  get  through  it.  That  is  a  blessed  kind 
of  logic;  may  we  understand  it  I  **  Praying  and  provender  hinder  no  man's 
journey."  If  we  have  to  stop  and  pray,  it  is  no  more  a  hindrance  than 
when  the  rider  has  to  stop  at  the  farrier's  to  have  his  horse's  shoe  fast* 
ened;  for  if  he  went  on  without  attending  to  that,  it  may  be  that  ere  long 
he  would  come  to  a  stop  of  a  more  serious  kind. — Sturgeon, 
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ADOLPH  CLABE19BACH  ANJ>  PETEB  FLEISTEDEN. 

[From  the  German  of  Wiesmann] 


BY   L.   H.   8. 


These  two  persons  were  burned  at  the  stake  in  Cologne,  September 
28,  1529.  Clarenbach  was  born  of  poor  parents,  at  Buscherhof,  in  the 
parish  of  Ltittinghausen,  in  Berg,  near  the  end  of  the  fifteenth  century. 
When  yet  a  boy,  he  showed  such  great  thirst  for  learning,  that  he  was 
sent  to  the  high  schools  in  Mtinster  and  Cologne.  Here  he  was  soon  able 
to  read  the  Holy  Scriptures  in  the  original,  and  devoted  himself  zealously 
to  their  study.  He  also  attained  the  name  of  leading  an  unselfish,  chaste, 
God-fearing  life.  He  devoted  himself  to  teaching,  and  was  made  (1523) 
Corrector  in  Miinster,  where  he  excited  a  love  for  the  pure  Gospel,  not 
only  in  the  youths  under  his  care,  but  also  in  many  of  the  Burghers  of 
the  city.  He  did  the  same  quit«  successfully  after  1525,  as  Corrector  in 
Wesel^  and  afterwards^  having  been  successively  banished  by  the  influence 
of  the  Cologne  official  Trip,  in  Osnaburg,  Meldorp  (Diethmarschausen), 
his  birth-place,  Lennep,  Elberfeld,  and  the  surrounding  country.  One 
of  his  friends.  Pastor  Klopreis,  of  Buderich,  being  summoned  to  Cologne 
under  charge  of  heresy,  he  voluntarily  accompanied  him,  with  the  hope 
of  rendering  some  assistance ;  but  on  his  arrival  in  Cologne  (April  3d, 
1528),  he  was  seized  and  thrown  into  prison.  Here  commenced-  the 
series  of  ill-treatment  and  temptations  to  apostacy,  that  culncinated  in  his 
death. 

During  repeated  examinations,  Clarenbach  testified  with  joy  to  his  faith 
in  the  living  Christ,  as  the  only  Saviour  and  Redeemer  of  mankind  lost  in 
sin,  and  to  the  truth  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.  He  showed  the  Inquisitors, 
partly  composed  of  his  former  Cologne  teachers,  who  were  laying  snares 
for  him  by  entangling  questions  in  regard  to  the  authority  of  the  Pope, 
the  Church,  and  their  decrees,  that  the  Holy  Spirit  had  given  him  inter- 
nal conviction  of  the  truth  of  the  doctrines  laid  down  in  the  Apostles' 
Creed,  and  that  he  could  only  recant  when  convinced  from  the  Holy 
Scriptures  of  error. 

Towards  the  end  of  his  imprisonment,  Peter  Fleisteden,  from  the  vil- 
lage of  Fleisteden  in  Jtilich,  was  made  a  partaker  of  his  dungeon.  Peter 
had  kept  his  hat  on  during  mass  in  the  Cathedral,  and  had  manifested  his 
abhorrence  for  the  same  in  the  most  public  manner,  with  the  expectation 
that  the  people  would  demand  the  reason  of  his  conduct,  so  that  he  might 
show  them  the  meaningless  character  of  the  customs  of  the  mass.  The 
people,  however,  were  silent,  and  the  priest  made  no  reference  to  his 
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conduct  He  bad  hardly  led  the  Cathedral,  when  he  was  seized  and  put 
into  prison  with  Clarenbach.  Fleisteden's  determined  courage  contrasted 
strongly  with  Clarenbach's  gentle  earnestness.  They  mutually  strength- 
ened each  other  in  the  true  faith,  and  looked  joyfully  forward  to  death 
at  the  stake. 

On  the  28th  of  September,  1529,  the  martyrs,  amid  a  great  concourse 
of  people,  were  conducted  through  the  city  to  the  distant  place  of  execu- 
tion. Even  now  they  were  importuned  by  monks  to  apostatize,  but  never- 
theless they  praised  God  in  a  loud  voice  on  the  way,  and  taught  the 
people.  Among  other  things,  Adolph  said  :  *^  Praise,  honor,  and  thanks 
be  'to  Thee,  0  Father,  that  Thou  hast  permitted  us  to  see  this  day  so 
ardently  longed  for !''  '^  I  have  put  my  trust  in  Christ ;  I  die  the  death 
of  a  Christian;  let  the  will  of  the  Lord  be  done.  It  was  so  with  Him, 
why  should  it  be  otherwise  with  us  1*  He  went  before,  and  we  must  fol- 
low Him  if  we  would  be  His  brethreo."  *'0  Cologne,  Cologne!"  he 
continued  after  a  short  silence.  ^'  How  thou  persecutest  the  word  of  God! 
There  is  a  cloud  now  in  the  sky,  which  will  burst  upon  thee  some  day."* 
Afler  he  had  repeated  the  Creed,  among  other  things,  Adolph  said  to  the 
people :  ^'  We  must  imitate  the  new  Adam,  Christ,  in  our  sufferings  also^ 
when  we  are  called  upon  so  to  do.  The  more  the  oppression  and  persecu- 
tion, the  greater  the  growth  of  the  new  man  and  the  death  of  the  old;  of 
the  flesh,  sin.  the  devil  and  the  world.  These  now  revile  us  and  en- 
deavor to  deprive  us  of  comfort,  but  we  shall  oppose  them  with  the  only 
Christ,  our  Comforter,  Intercessor  and  Mediator,  who  shall  intercede  for 
us  before  His  heavenly  Father.  Grieve  not  at  our  death,  for  Christ  also 
had  to  suffer,  and,  through  suffering,  to  enter  the  kingdom.  I  admonish 
you,  by  this  Chrbt,  dear  brethren,  that  without  strife  ye  live  together 
lovingly  as  brothers  and  Christians,  in  due  obedience  to  the  authorities. 
Our  Lord  will  cause  everything  to  turn  out  for  the  best,  and  will  give  you 
His  grace  and  His  divine  word." 

Then,  since  Adolph  complained  of  fatigue,  Peter  began  :  "  We  were 
sinners  as  we  came  from  our  mother's  womb,  and  deserved  nothing  but 
death  from  the  justice  of  God.  Hence,  I  adptionish  you  in  God's  name, 
cling  only  to  His  word;  only  to  Christ,  who  is  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and 
the  Life,  and  turn  away  from  the  Pope  of  Rome  and  his  Church,  which 
leads  you  away  from  the  grace  of  God,  giving  you  instead  seals,  bulls, 
absolutions,  pilgrimages,  godless  human  as  well  as  diabolical  teachings,  in 
order  to  fill  her  purses  and  her  kitchens." 

Having  reached  the  place  of  execution,  Clarenbach  prayed  :  ^*  O  Lord, 
80  fill  me  with  Thy  Spirit,  that  I  may,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  par- 
don my  enemies,"  and  then  said  to  the  Burghers :  "  Dearly  beloved 
Brethren  and  Burghers,  repeat  to  each  other  what  I  am  going  to  say 
now;  for  it  will  be  impossible  for  all  to  hear  me.  First,  we  entreat 
that  no  man  will  avenge  our  death  upo^n  the  Papists  in  Cologne;  further. 


*  In  the  first  oentary  after  the  Reformation,  a  very  respeotable  Evangelioal  Congre- 

fation  was  collected  in  Cologne,  which  was,  however,  destroyed  in  the  seventeenth  oentary. 
ince  the  commencement  of  the  present  century,  a  new  prosperous  congregation  of  more 
than  8,000  seals  has  been  formed,  to  which  some  of  the  most  prominent  persons  in  the 
city  belong. 
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that  you  will  report  nothiDg  as  from  us,  but  what  you  have  heard  and  do 
now  hear.  Hearken  now  to  our  faith."  Here  he  repeated  the  Creed,  and 
expounded  it  briefly.  "  In  these  articles  the  Devil  also  believes,  but  not  to 
salvation.  But  1  firmly  believe  that  everything  in  them  will  be  for  the 
good  of  my  soul  and  the  souls  of  all  believers." 

Up  to  this  time,  they  had  refused  to  give  Adolph  anything  to  allay  his 
great  thirst,  but  now  the  executioner  kindly  handed  him  a  flask^  and 
strengthened  by  it,  he  began  anew:  "  We  must  now  leave  you;  but  when 
the  Judge  comes,  who  shall  separate  us  all  to  the  right  and  the  left,  then 
we  shall  see  you  again.  In  order  that  we  may  be  numbered  among  those 
on  the  right,  we  now  suffer  patiently  and  willingly,  our  Lord  God  so 
wishing  it.  There,  what  each  one  has  believed,  and  what  we  believe  will 
be  manifested — whether  we  are  right  or  wrong,  will  then  be  brought  to 
light.'  Therefore,  let  each  one  see  well  to  it  what  he  has  to  do;  hold 
fast  to  God  and  His  word.  Tho^e  who  do  thus,  we  shall  see  again  and 
find  again  in  the  Lord."  Both  then  implored  the  Lord  to  forgive  their 
sins. 

After  prayer,  Peter  assured  his  friend  of  the  forgiveness  of  sins 
through  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  asked  him :  *'  Believest  thou 
that  this  blood  shall  free  thee  from  all  sins  ?"  '*  Yes,"  answered  Adolph, 
"  that  is  mv  comfort."  **  Then  pardon,  also,"  said  Peter,  "anything  I 
may  have  done  to  offend  you  during  the  time  we  have  been  together." 
Adolph  answered,  '^  That  I  do  gladly,  and  do  you  forgive  me  also,  if  I 
have  offended  you." 

When  Peter  was  led  to  the  stake,  Clarenhach  cried  out  to  him : 
<'  Brother,  be  strong  in  the  Lord  and  put  your  trust  in  him;  for  to-day  we 
shall  meet  our  Brother,  Christ,  and  live  with  Him  throughout  eternity. 
Therefore,  be  steadfast  in  the  faith,  and  let  not  the  flames  afiright  thee. 
I  shall  also  put  my  trust  in  Him,  and  His  word  shall  be  my  seal."  Adolph 
now  received  a  great  comfort.  One  of  the  mendicant  friars^  accompany- 
ing them,  had  reproached  him  with  vile  names,  when  an  Augustinian 
monk  cried  out :  "  Dear  Adolph,  I  have  not  yet  spoken  to  you  Listen 
now  to  what  the  Lord  says  in  the  eleventh  chapter  of  John  :  I  am  the 
resurrection  and  the  life ;  he  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead, 
yet  shall  he  live ;  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  Me,  shall  never 
die."  Adolph  said,  *'  Brother,  repeat  that  once  more."  The  monk  re- 
peated the  words,  and  Adolph  replied  :  ^'Thanks  to  you  for  proclaiming 
the  Gospel  of  Christ  to  mo.  Greet  all  the  Brothers  in  the  Lord  Christ." 
Then  he  took  off  his  clothing,  and  directing  his  eyes  heavenward,  said : 
<<0  Lord,  I  ardently  desire,  since  this  must  be,  that  we  should  be  made 
strong  through  the  cross."  Meanwhile  the  executioner  kindled  the  fire, 
and  as  the  flames  ascended,  Adolph  cried  with  a  clear  voice:  "  0  Lord, 
into  Thy  hands  I  commend  my  spirit,"  and  was  immediately  suffocated  by 
the  smoke. 

A  procession,  very  different  from  this,  three  centuries  afterwards,  on 
the  28th  of  September,  1829,  was  had  in  Cologne,  having  come  from 
Liittinghausen  amid  the  singing  of  psalms,  and  after  the  memory  of 
the  martyr  had  been  celebrated  by  solemn  divine  service,  moyed  to  an 
oak  grove,  formerly  belonging  to  Buscherhof,  in  order  to  lay  the  comer- 
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stODO  of  a  monament  to  Olarenbach,  the  Reformer  of  Berg.  At  its  bead 
were  most  of  the  SuperintendeDts  and  Preachers  of  the  District,  num- 
bering about  fifty,  and  the  Presbjteriums  of  Liittinghausen  and  Lennep. 
In  order  to  get  an  idea  of  the  interesting  and  exciting  nature  of  this  pro- 
cession, it  must  be  recollected,  that  it  consisted  of  at  least  12,000  men. 
Many  a  one  there  received  a  fresh  inspiration  of  the  strength  of  that 
faith  which  overcomes  the  world,  and  silently  praised  the  Lord,  who  had 
permitted  the  age  of  wild  fanaticism  to  pass  awaj,  and,  instead  of  a  wild, 
excited  crowd,  had  called  together  one  of  another  kind  to  honor  the 
sainted  memory  of  the  martyr,  from  the  pious  promptings  of  their 
hearts.  The  surging  crowd  of  people  surrounded  the  site  of  the  monu- 
ment, and  even  the  highest  tops  of  the  nearest  oaks  were  occupied  by 
spectators.  There,  in  perfect  silence  on  the  part  of  the  assemblage,  the 
foundation  stone  was  laid,  with  addresses  and  prayers  At  the  close  of 
the  ceremonies,  thousands  of  voices  sang  Luther's  ^'  Ein  feste  Burg  ist 
unser  Gott,"  and  the  crowd  dispersed. 

The  monument  is  a  simple  four-sided  tower  of  Qothio  shape,  bearing  a 
cross  on  top,  and  on  its  sides  the  following  inscriptions :  "  Upon  the 
front — "  To  Adolph  Clarenbach,  the  Witness  of  the  Truth — September 
28th,  1529  -from  the  District  of  Berg,  September  29th,  1829  ','*  and  below 
this:  '*  What  are  those  which  are  arrayed  in  white  robes?  These  are 
they  which  came  out  of  great  tribulation  and  have  washed  their  robes, 
and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  Rev.  vii.,  13,  14." 
Upon  the  rear :  *^  Born  in  Buscherhof.  Died  in  Cologne.  Whosoever 
will  save  his  life,  shall  lose  it;  but  whosoever  shall  lose  his  life  for  My 
sake  and  the  Gospel's,  the  same  shall  save  it.  Mark  viii.  35."  On  one 
of  the  sides,  a  burning  torch  upon  an  open  Bible,  and  these  words : 
^*  Remember  your  teachers  (them  which  have  the  rule  over  you,)  who 
have  spoken  unto  you  the  word  of  God  :  whose  faith  follow,  coasidering 
the  end  of  their  conversation,  Jesus  Christ,  the  same  yesterday,  and  to- 
day, and  for  ever.  Heb.  xiii.,  7,  8."  On  the  remaining  side,  a  wreath  of 
palm  and  laurel  surrounded  with  stars,  and  these  words:  "I  am  the 
resurrection  and  the  life.  He  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were 
dead,  yet  shall  he  live.     John,  xi.  25  " 

Hosts  of  thoughtful  travelers  come  to  see  this  monument,  strengthen- 
ing themselves  by  such  an  example  of  enduring  faith,  and  recalling  the 
memory  of  one  from  whose  ashes  the  tree  of  life  has  sprung  with  the 
richest  heavenly  gifts  for  the  land  of  Berg.  May  the  bright  flumes  of 
faith  never  be  extinguished  in  its  mountains ! 


Immortality  of  a  thought. — Beautiful  it  is  to  understand  and 
know  that  a  thought  did  never  yet  die ;  that  as  thou,  the  originator  thereof, 
hast  gathered  it  and  created  it  from  the  whole  past,  so  thou  wilt  trans- 
mit it  to  the  whole  future.  It  is  thus  that  the  heroic  heart,  the  seeing 
eye  of  the  first  times,  still  feels  and  sees  in  us  of  the  latest;  that  the  wise 
man  stands  ever  encompassed  and  spiritually  embraced  by  a  cloud  of 
witnesses  and  brothers;  and  there  is  a  living  literal  communion  of  saints, 
wide  as  the  world  itself,  and  as  all  the  history  of  the  world. —  Carlisle, 
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THE  MENAQEBIE  ALOTSQ  THE  HIGHWAY. 

BY  PERRIOMEN/ 

The  king's  highway  should  be  as  free  from  dangers  as  it  is  open  and 
public  to  all.  *<  The  king's  person  is  sacred/'  and  so  ought  his  pathway 
to  be,  as  well  as  his  loyal  subjects  passing  over  it.  Our  native  instinct  ia 
sufficiently  competent  to  teach  us  so  much,  unaided  by  the  knowledge  of 
books  or  the  training  of  the  school  room.  Hence  it  is,  that  obstructions 
are  removed,  frail  and  unsafe  crossings  repaired,  unstreamworthy  bridges 
renewed,  vicious  animals  kept  in,  and  side- walks  even  cleared  of  sleet  add 
ice — lest  the  life,  limb  or  property  of  the  wayfarer,  or  the  safety  of  a 
traveling  beast  be  endangered.  The  king  pays  liberally  for  a  broken 
leg,  for  the  maiming  of  man  or  beast,  or  for  the  loss  or  injury  of  property, 
occurring  in  consequence  of  his  majesty's  neglect. 

But  is  the  king's  highway  then  indeed  secure?  We  know  of  no 
more  perilous  quarters,  notwithstanding.  The  king  is  not  sufficiently 
versed  in  the  study  of  social  science  to  perceive,  that  man  and  society  are 
still  not  whblly  insured  against  ruin,  so  long  as  morals  are  suffered  to  go 
uncared  for.  We  believe  the  charge  to  hold  fairly  against  our  Caesar, 
not  only  of  suffering  dangers  to  encounter  the  wayfaring  man — a  crime 
fully  heinous  enough  already — but  of  actually  waylaying  him  with  ani- 
mals in  ambush,  to  jeopardize  and  destroy  his  life. 

It  is  conceded,  that  young  and  old  are  in  danger  "  on  the  street.'*  And 
this,  not  so  much  because  of  "  outlaws,"  of  whom  wo  read  quite  early  and 
back  in  our  history,  who  seized  and  robbed  men,  leaving  them  half-dead 
or  quite  dead  by  the  wayside.  The  James  Whitneys,  the  Jonathan 
Wilds,  the  Jack  Sheppards  and  other  prominent  Newgate  Calendar  char- 
acters, are  now-a  days  almost  entirely  condensed  in  an  occasional  Hilde- 
brand,  whose  depredations  are  often  all  but  limited  in  extent,  however 
horrible  in  execution.  It  is  not  from  **  highway  men,"  but  from  high- 
way animahy  that  the  danger  and  harm  proceeds. 

The  shield  of  the  wayside  inn  too  often  wears  an  ominous  face — a 
coat'Of-arms  which  is  singularly  prophetic  of  ruin  and  death.  One  of 
the  very  handy  and  familiar  ensigns  for  a  public  house,  is  the  lion.  The 
phrase — *  At  the  Red  Lion* — is  synonymous  with  a  tavern.  You  may 
spy  the  photograph  of  this  naturally  noble  beast  on  the  sign,  along  the 
crowded  thoroughfare  of  the  city,  and  the  sparsely  trodden  road  of  the 
hill-country.  In  one  of  our  drives,  lately,  we  saw  a  fingerboard,  indicat- 
ing the  direction  and  distance  of  a  knot  of  dwellings,  and  underneath  the 
lettering  lay  the  /ac-simile  of  the  lion — crouching  most  ashamediy  ! — 
with  the  name  of  the  keeper  (of  the  tavern,  we  mean)  subscribed.    Had 
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the  picture  become  Buddenly  aDimated  with  the  aristocratic  spirit  of  its 
original,  it  would  long  ago  have  been  up  and  off;  disdaioiug  to  be  dis- 
graced in  such  a  way. 

The  cry  was  of  yore  :  "  There  is  a  lion  in  the  way  ;  a  lion  is  in  the 
streets  V'  It  is  still  true.  But  no  longer  do  men  stand  in  awe  and  say, 
*•  There  is  a  lion  in  the  way — I  shall  be  slain  !"  No,  indeed.  The  beast 
has  become  domesticated — tamed.  The  face  of  the  forest- king  is  pow  the 
symbol  of  hospitality  and  entertainment.  It  was  a  long  time  before  we 
could  account  for  the  chano:e;  and  interpret  the  meaning  of  a  lion  on  the 
tavern-shield.  Surely,  thought  we,  the  animal  has  become  historical,  for 
his  open  and  bold  manner  of  attack ;  and  now,  the  use  of  his  portrait  in 
such  an  insidious,  sneaking  connection,  is  to  wrong  his  nature  as  fearfully 
as  it  is  degrading  to  the  caste  of  the  naturally  roaming  Indian,  when  men 
make  a  stationary  fixture  of  his  caricature  at  the  door  of  a  tobacco  shop. 
How  abnormal  and  absurd  ! 

But  we  have  learned  to  read,  not  only  ^'  sermons  in  stones  and  speeches 
in  running  brooks,^*  but  prophecies  in  tavern  signs,  as  well.  Is  it,  per- 
haps, because  the  den  is  near  by,  when  the  beast  lies  without  ?  Is  the 
figure  of  the  lion  not  also  the  hand-writing  against  the  house  itself? 
Why  may  we  not  say  so,  since  all  those  who  pass  to  and  fro,  under  the 
shadow  of  the  beast,  invariably  become  lionized,  in  the  worst  and  saddest 
way  ?  They  are  wrecked  and  destroyed.  See — e.  g  — engineers,  mail- 
carriers— st-age-dri  vers — canal-men — hucksters  and  teamsters — "  gen- 
tlemen of  the  road,"  generally.  The  great  majority  of  those  travel 
**  down  hill,"  no  matter  whither  their  routes  lead.  And  it  is  so,  because 
they  are  constantly  "  bearding  the  lion  in  his  den."  Ah  I  "its  mouth  is 
as  that  of  the  lion." 

It  formerly  was  written  :  "  Beware  of  the  dog  /"  How  much  more  apt 
to  say  :  ^*  Traveler,  beware  of  the  lion  I*'  He  feigns  tameness,  and  as- 
sumes a  hospitable  and  entertaining  air,  but  his  lair  within  tells  a  fearful 
history  of  ruined  mortals.  He  has  slain  more  men  in  the  city  than  in 
the  desert — more  in  society,  than  in  the  forest.  It  is  only  under  such  a 
masquerade,  that  he  can  leave  his  native  wilds  and  prowl  disastrously 
among  the  habitations  of  men. 

Few  are  the  Daniels,  who,  when  cast  into  the  lion's  den,  can  by  the 
grace  of  God  charm  his  ferocity  and  strike  him  with  a  lockjaw.  Still 
fewer  are  the  Samsons,  who  can  turn  and  slay  him,  as  though  he  were  a  kid. 
Verily,  this  is  the  "  roaring  lion,  seekinp:  whom  he  may  devour."  He  has 
come  np  from  his  thicket,  to  make  the  land  desolate,  and  to  lay  the  cities 
waste. 

The  Bear  too  has  become  acclimated  to  our  zone.  "  Bruin"  sits  con- 
tentedly along  the  king's  highway,  never  so  much  as  rising  from  his 
haunches  at  the  approach  of  men.  But  wherein  appears  the  propriety 
of  selecting  so  sluggish  a  brute,  to  serve  as  a  sentinel  at  the  door  of  a 
wayside  inn  ?  It  is  doubtless  to  imply,  that  there  is  somo  huge  hugging 
to  be  done  therein.  There  is  destructive  power  in  his  paws  and  death  in 
his  embrace.  So  too  has  all  intoxicating  drink  a  bearing-down  and 
crushing  force.  And  just  here,  if  anywhere,  lies  the  gist  of  the  symbol. 
Unconsciously  the  sign  signifies  a  sad  tale  of  misery.  '*  Bruin,"  that 
10 
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meaos  hrown-red  ;  hence,  to  frequent  the  tavern,  is  to  be  bruined,  fdnee  . 
all  such,  like 

The  coral  redden,  and  the  ruby,  glow. 

We  thought  it  the  sum  of  all  horror,  years  ago,  when  we  read  this 
record  :  "  And  there  came  forth  two  she-bears  out  of  the  wood,  and  tare 
forty  and  two  children  of  them."  But  we  have  learned  since,  that  one  of 
our  modern  bruins  is  continually  doing  far  greater  execution  The  bear 
along  the  king's  highway  seems  to  have  an  *evil  eye,'  wherewith  to 
charm  a  much  larger  number  to  his  embrace,  since  the  roadside  is  scat- 
tered over  with  his  young  and  old  victims,  more  so  than  *  by  the  way 
which  goeth  up  unto  Bethel.'  Perhaps  the  prophet  thought  of  all  this, 
when  he  broke  forth  :  *^  Wailing  shall  be  in  all  streets ;  and  they  shall 
say  in  all  the  highways,  Alas  !  alas !"  *  *  *  *  *  **  As  if  a  man 
did  flee  from  a  lion,  and  a  bear  met  him."  The  description  answers  very 
well,  certainly,  to  our  present  street-arrangement.  The  wailing  is  loud 
enough  in  families  and  communities,  since,  in  escaping  from  one  beast,  we 
but  stumble  into  the  grasp  of  another.  ' 

The  modern  wayfarer  must  share  something  of  the  good  providence  of 
a  David,  who  as  a  stripling  shepherd  already  slew  the  lion  and  the  bear, 
if  he  is  not  to  fall  a  victim  to  one  or  the  other  on  the  king's  highway. 
And  every  young  man,  especially,  who  succeeds  in  escaping  the  jaws  of 
both,  can  say  with  the  young  and  royal  hero :  "  The  Lord  that  de- 
livered me  out  of  the  paw  of  the  lion,  and  out  of  the  paw  of  the 
bear  I" 

We  used  to  wonder,  how  and  why  in  the  world  the  camel  strayed 
along  the  king's  highway  ?  Had  some  traveling  menagerie  upset  and 
spilled  its  contents  by  the  way,  that  this  patient  brute,  this  ''  desert- 
ship,"  is  found  ^  put  up/  ever  and  anon,  along  the  line  ?  And  why,  be- 
sides, should  an  animal,  which  can  survive  two  full  weeks  without  taking 
a  drop,  stand  as  a  signal  for  men,  who  cannot  do  two  full  hours  without 
taking  a  drink  7  Surely  the  thing  is  out  of  all  connection,  as  much  so 
as  ever  a  fish  was  out  of  water.  It  took  us  a  long  while  to  learn  in  what 
possible  way  men  could  become  caynehtes. 

Still,  we  see  it  now,  and  plainly  as  the  sun  Without  intent,  and  even 
against  all  design,  the  camel,  like  Balaam's  ass,  turns  into  a  true  prophet. 
He  is  a  beast  of  burden,  par  excellrmce.  And  no  man  who  frequently 
passes  under  him,  but  becomes  fearfully  burdened  What  a  weight  is 
resting  on  him  !  And  then  too,  we  are  told,  that  the  c^tmel,  when  over- 
burdened, will  not  rise,  but  simply  cry  for  misery.  So,  too,  have  we  seen 
men  overloaded,  that  they  would  not  and  could  not  rise  up  out  of  the 
very  gutter.  There  they  lay,  crying — and  sometimes  not  even  able  to  do 
so  much — camelized. 

And  still  further — we  went  on  learning — these  men,  in  a  figurative 
way,  continue  '  to  swallow  camels,'  though  not  without  straining  always. 
Such  is  the  interpretation  of  the  camel  on  the  tavern-post. 

We  always  did  pity  the  horse,  impaled  against  the  shield  before  the 
wayside  inn.  If  a  bndlord  ofiers  to  provide  for  man  and  beast^  why 
should  this  noble  fellow  be  continually  exposed  to  all  sorts  of  wind  and 
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weather?  We  are  still  tempted  to  call  the  ^hostler/  and  order  him  to 
the  stohle.  *  The  Black  Horse'— *  The  White  Horse'— *  The  Red 
Horse' — '  The  Pale  Horse' — all  these  swing  on  the  gallows,  all  along  the 
king's  highway. 

Now  what's  the  sense  of  all  this  ?  Simply  this  :  ^in^Q  ''  the  horse  is 
a  vain  thing  for  safety"  and  can  kick,  it  means  to  say,  that  all  who  enter 
there  and  have  no  money,  will  be  ^  kicked  out'  of  the  house  ]  whilst 
those  who  have  money — and  no  matter  how  much  of  it — will  soon  be 

*  kicked  out'  of  good  society.  If  you  notice,  that  horse  is  generally  on 
the  '  rare  up,'  and  not  famous  for  his  kind  and  innocent  bearing.  His 
kicking  propensity  is  very  apparent. 

Now,  children  are  warned  to  keep  away  from  the  horse's  heels ;  even 
grown  people  do  well  to  bear  this  counsel  continually  in  mind.  But  thL? 
emblematic  horse  by  the  king's  highway  has  been  the  death  of  more 
travelers,  than  all  the  farming  '  nags*  and  fleet  roadsters  combined.  This 
is  an  ugly,  vicious  brute — so  much  so,  that  Rarey  himself,  with  all  the 
majesty  of  his  *  horse- power,'  has  done  nothing,  as  yet,  to  break  him. 
'  Canst  thou  contend  with  horses' — with  such  horses,  especially  ? 

The  eagle  is  liberty  in  allegory.  He  is  the  symbol  of  freedom  to  con- 
quering legions,  or  a  victorious  people ;  but  his  talons  are  just  as  indica- 
tive of  thraldom  to  the  conquered  province.  He  swoops  and  screams  for 
jealousy  against  every  endeavor  to  enslave,  but  shrieks  for  joy,  too,  when 
fortunate  enough  to  bind  a  foe.  As  the  sun  can  melt  the  wax  and  ice, 
on  the  one  side,  and  harden  the  clay,  on  the  other,  so  is  the  eagle  an  enigma 
of  libeity — and  bondage  together. 

Under  this  view  he  is  a  very  apt  and  striking  ensign  for  the  land- 
lord's escutcheon.  The  design  implies  a  full  license  to  tap  and  in- 
toxicate. 

"  Licen$e'*  we  mean,  here,  by  our  liberty. 

But  woe  to  the  victim,  in  the  talons  of  the  eagle  !  He  rarely  relaxes 
his  grasp,  but  to  dash  his  prey  to  the  lowest  deep.  The  mother,  whose 
child  this  feathered  monster  had  carried  off,  is  a  representative*  matron 
of  a  large  army  of  unfortunate  women.       She  is  the  modern  Rachel, 

*  weeping  for  her  children  because  they  are  no  more.'  We  can  respect 
the  bird  on  the  Roman  shield  and  the  American  flag;  but  on  the  tavern- 
shield,  we  believe  its  prestige  to  be  gone.  We  at  once  set  about  imagin- 
ing for  ourselves  a  drunken  eagle,  and  all  the  horrors  of  his  depreda- 
tions. 

When  a  boy,  we  were  taught  to  say,  '^  Ten  dollars  make  an  eagle ;" 
but  we  have  lived  to  see  the  day  in  which  *  ten  cents'  make  an  eagle — 
a  drink  under  his  shadow — ^a  quickening  under  his  wings.  Is  it  in  this 
way  that  men  renew  their  youth  like  the  eagle's  ?  Alas,  too  often  we 
think  of  a  whole  cluster  of  Bible  sayings,  whenever  we  see  him  thus 
perched  by  the  wayside  inn  : — ^  Doth  the  eagle  mount  up  V  '  The  way 
of  the  eagle  in  the  air ;'  '  Make  thy  nest  high  as  eagles ;'  *  As  an  eagle 
against  the  house.'  And  when  we  think  of  the  many  ruined  families, 
wo  are  reminded  too  of  *  the  eagle  that  sttrreth  her  nest.' 

In  every  way  the  eagle  is  an  ominous  bird  by  the  king's  highway. 
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The  lamb — Ah  !  It  tells  a  double  story  too.  '  The  Golden  Lamb'  was 
the  very  first  inn  our  father  led  as  into,  when  a  boy.  Its  ionocent  and 
gentle  looks  impressed  themselves  so  deeply  on  our  heart,  that  we  see  it 
all  yet.  It  seemed  to  say:  "  Walk  in,  ye  weary  and  travel-worn.  Here 
is  rest  and  safety,  even  as  sheep  can  repose  and  be  secure  in  the 
fold." 

Bat  we  read  and  rendered  it  wrongly.  It  means  that  the  unsuspect- 
ing guests  walk  in,  only  to  be  fleeced!  We  have  known  men  to  come 
away  as  bare  as  sheep  jump  from  the  hands  of  the  shearer.  The  world  is 
full  of  ^  fleeced'  men — women  and  children.  They  are  'fleeced'  of  their 
fortunes^  credit,  clothing  and  bread. 

If  Satan  hesitates  not  to  steal  the  *  livery  of  heaven,'  why  should  it 
seem  strange  for  him  to  station  a  devouring  wolf  along  the  king's  high- 
way, covered  over  in  sheep's  clothing  ?  '  Beware  of  false  propheta !' 
They  are  just  as  ready  to  stand  and  preach  from  sign-posts,  as  from  pulpits 
— so  they  can  only  deceive  and  ensnare. 

The  Good  Shepherd  tells  us  that '  He  knows  His  sheep ;'  but  we  ven- 
ture to  assert  that  not  one  of  this  breed  are  of  His  flock ;  that  He  does 
not  know  them,  unless,  perhaps,  as  *  lost'  or  '  strayed,'  or,  as  such  as  have 
no  shepherd. 

The  swan  has  no  rival  for  fair  plumage,  for  grace  and  elegance  of  form 
and  motion,  upon  the  water.  But  can  we  say  as  much  fgr  it  in  a  whis- 
ky lake,  or  liquor  sea?  God  made  it  an  aquatic  animal — a  strictly 
temperance  fowl — whilst  man  would  have  it  reel  and  stagger  by  the 
tavern-door.  This  is  all  and  very  much  opposed  to  the  creature's 
nature. 

But  as  swans  have  the  neck  very  long,  and  as  the  taste  of  drinkers 
lies  in  the  throat,  the  wish  to  have  their  necks  prolonged,  may  have  been 
father  to  the  thought  of  placing  the  swan  aloft.  If  this  be  indeed  the 
rationale^  we  have  only  to  regard  it  as  a  crying  wrong  perpetrated  against 
this  '  thing  of  beauty,'  to  degrade  it  to  a  public  symbol  for  a  vulgar 
appetit^. 

Perhaps  the  tradition  has  more  to  do  with  it,  which  tells  us,  that  the 
swan  sings  its  own  funeral  dirge.  It  cannot  long  survive  its  song.  As 
it  falls  to  singing,  it,  at  the  same  time,  falls  to  dying.  So  too,  though 
without  the  poetry  and  phasing  melancholy,  the  visitor  of  the  tavern 
will  not  long  survive  his  habit;  beats  himself  the  path  to  his  tomb ;  digs 
his  own  grave;  drinks,  both  like  and  unlike  Socrates,  his  fatal  potion. 
He  drinks  and  drinking  dies.  Thus  Poe,  the  author  of  the  "  Raven," 
frequented  the  saloon,  and  swan- like  sang  and  died.  Never  had  God 
and  nature  done  more  for  a  man.  Handsome  and  graceful  in  form; 
gifted  in  song,  and  with  a  name  which  needed  but  a  simple  /,  to  render 
A.  Poe,  a  poet — still,  the  venomous  liquid  changed  the  swan  into  a  de- 
graded brute,  as  with  Circean  charm. 

Let  men  who  crave  stimulants  be  content  with  T  (tea),  and  be- 
ware of  the  deadly  potion,  over  which  the  swan  is  sometimes  made  to 
brood. 

It  seems  fully  as  incongruous  to  chain  the  stag  to  the  sign-post.  We 
read  of  *Hhe  hart  panting  afler  the  water  brooks/'  but  never  afler  the 
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fames  and  vapor  of  the  still.  Tet,  is  there  more  than  one  short  step  be- 
tween such  a  stag  and  stagger  f  Verily  the  warning  lies  right  on  the 
surface,  *  that  he  running  may  read  and  the  fool  understand/ 

Thus,  let  any  one  interpret  the  menagerie  along  the  king's  highway, 
and  so  far  as  its  animals  are  symbolical  at  all,  and  not  purely  and  entirely 
arbitrary^  they  invariably  utter  a  caveat  emptor^  and  that  too  without 
the  first  particle  of  design.  All  that  is  necessary,  therefore,  is  to  turn 
this  to  some  account,'  by  directing  the  attention  of  the  traveler  to  those 
public  monitors,  and  instead  of  being  enticed,  he  will  be  warned  and 
saved.  '  Forewarned,  forearmed.'  Let  then  those  dubious  hiergglyphics 
be  fairly  interpreted,  that  men  may  understand  and  take  heed. 

Better  still,  perhaps,  were  the  king  to  frame  and  order  a  device  to  be 
engraved  on  the  shield  of  every  inn,  of  easy  recognition  and  unmistaka- 
ble meaning.  How  would  the  serpent  do?  Men  hate  snakes,  because 
they  all  think  they  know  their  nature  and  intention.  The  ^  old  serpent's' 
character  is  proverbial.  Besides,  considerable  is  told  us  of  his  aim^  to 
put  us  all  on  the  alert.  Who  could  behold  the  creature  strung  up  along 
the  highway,  without  recalling  to  mind  these  words :  "  Who  hath  woe  f 
who  hath  sorrows?  who  hath  contentions?  who  hath  bahhlingf  who  hath 
wounds  without  cause  ?  who  hath  redness  of  eyes  f  They  that  tarry  long 
at  the  wine ;  they  that  go  to  seek  mixed  wine.  Look  not  thou  upon  the 
wine  when  it  is  red,  when  itgiveth  his  color  in  the  cup,  when  it  moveth  itself 
aright.     At  last  it  hiteth  like  a  serpent,  and  stingeth  like  an  adder,** 

The  Honorable  Bovee  is  spending  time,  breath  and  strength  to  have 
the  gallows  cut  down.  But  if  thirty  eight  of  the  thirty-nine  murders  in 
1868  were  caused  through  rum  (Twitchell  being  the  only  exception), 
ought  not  the  sign-post  to  fall  first,  perhaps?  Might  not  the  first  felling 
spare  us  the  trouble  of  the  second  ?  Strange,  that  the  State  should  first 
make  murderers,  and  then  punish  thorn  by  hanging  !  Let  the  source  of 
the  evil  be  closed,  therefore;  drain  the  alcoholic  stream  from  the  high- 
way, add  the  flowings  of  blood  will  cease,  to  a  great  extent.  The  mortals, 
whom  the  gallows  devour,  have  generally  passed  their  apprenticeship  under 
the  tavern-beam.  No  wonder  that  we  hear  the  challenge  uttered  from 
all  quarters: — ^^Rise  up  in  your  might  and  strength  and  unite  your 
forces  against  this  evil !"  Who  can  point  to  a  greater  specific  evil,  just 
now,  than  the  whisky  demon  ?  The  cause  of  temperance  is  the  cause 
of  humanity,  and  whatever  concerns  humanity  concerns  you  and  me. 


A  MIND,  by  knowing  itself,  and  its  own  proper  powers  and  virtues,  be- 
comes free  and  independent.  It  sees  its  hindrances  and  obstructions, 
and  finds  they  are  wholly  from  itself,  and  from  opinions  wrongly  con- 
ceived. The  more  it  conquers  in  this  respect  (be  it  in  the  least  par- 
ticular), the  more  it  is  its  own  mister,  feels  its  own  natural  liberty,  and 
congratulates  with  itself  on  its  own  advancement  and  prosperity. 
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THE  WALK  TO  EMMAUS* 


**  Sad  with  longing,,  sick  with  fears. 
Two  toward  Emmaus  slowly  go, 

And  their  eyes  are  dim  with  tears, 
And  their  hearts  oppressed  with  woe. 

Of  their  ruined  hc^^es  they  talk ; 

Yet  while  thus  they  sadly  walk, 

Jesus  is  not  far  awav, 

And  their  fears  shall  soon  allay. 

Ah  I  and  still  how  many  a  heart 

Onward  toils  in  silent  grief, 
Mourning  o'er  its  woes  apart. 

Hopeless  now  of  all  relief; 
Oft  it  seeks  to  walk  alone, 
But  to  weep  its  611  unknown ; 
Yet  my  JeFus  cometh  now. 
Asking,  wherefore  weepest  thou  ? 

Many  a  time  IVe  felt  indeed 

That  He  leaves  me  ne'er  alone. 
In  the  hour  of  utmost  need, 

Then  Himself  He  raaketh  known  ; 
When  in  sorrow  1  consume 
As  though  Be  no  more  could  come, 
Lo  I  I  find  Him  more  than  near. 
Quickly  with  His  help  He's^  here. 

Truest  Friend,  who  canst  not  fail  me. 

Evermore  abide  with  me  ; 
When  the  world  would  most  assail  me,  ) 

Then  Thy  presence  let  me  see. 
When  its  heaviest  thunders  roll. 
Shelter  Thou  my  trembling  soul  I 
Come  and  in  my  spirit  rest, 
I  will  do  what  seems  Tliee  best  I 

When  I  dread  some  coming  ill, 

Lord,  then  bid  me  think  of  this. 
That  my  Saviour  loves  me  still, 

And  that  I  am  surely  His : 
More  of  Thy  word  let  me  learn, 
Till  my  heart  within  me  burn, 
Fiird  with  love,  and  in  Thy  light. 
Learn  to  know  the  Lord  anght. 
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Comfort  those  who,  fiird  with  gloom, 

Lonely  on  their  journey  go, 
Or  within  their  silent  room 

Cry  to  Thee  from  depths  of  woe ; 
When  they  leave  the  world  apart, 
There  to  weep  out  all  their  heart, 
Let  them  hear  Thy  whisper  mild ; 
Wherefore  dost  thou  mourn,  my  child  ? 

When  life's  da^  hath  fleeted  hy. 

When  the  ni^ht  of  death  is  near, 
When  in  vain  tne  darkened  eye 

Seeks  some  stay,  some  helper  here : 
Then  Thy  followers'  prayers  fulfil, 
Then  abide  Thou  with  us  still. 
Till  Thou  give  us  peace  and  rest 
Stay,  0  stay,  Thou  noblest  guest  f       L.  E.  S.  Mijlleb. 


AS  IT  WAS. 


BY   MARY   ELLEN. 


**  Scenes  mast  be  beaatiful,  which  daily  viewed| 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  sarvives 
Long  knowledge,  and  the  scrutiny  of  years." 


The  "  Old  North  State !"  In  recalling  scenes  **  whose  novelty  has  sur- 
vived the  sci  utiny  of  years/'  we  hope  to  interest  the  younger  portion  of 
those  who  peruse  these  pages.  If  perchance  one  youth  may  have  his 
attention  drawn  toward  this  goodly  land,  now  so  white  and  ready  for 
harvest^  may  he  be  waiting,  when  the  Master  calls,  to  cry,  "Lord,  here 
am  I,  send  meJ'  Or  should  there  be  a  maiden  wl^o  lon^^s  for  greater 
usefulness  in  the  Reformed  vineyard  :  one  who  yearns  "  To  rear  the  young 
and  tender  thought,"— ^let  such  hear  the  appeal  from  those  of  her  own 
household — **  Come  over  and  help  us." 

'*  SETTLEMENTS." 

Far  removed  from  the  dreaded  ''  pines  and  swamps"  of  North  OArolina, 
but  rather  in  the  upland  or  mountainous  section,  lie  the  "  settlements," 
of  which  we  would  speak.  Many  of  these  still  bear  the  name  of  ancient 
Reformed  families,  which  immigrated  thither,  priocipdly  from  Pennsyl- 
vania, at  a  very  early  date  in  Carolina  history.  They  are  scattered  over 
portions  of  Guilford,  Cabarras,  Rowan ^  Davidson,  Lincoln,  Catawba  and 
sections  of  the  adjoining  counties.  Ever  famous  as  have  been  the  North 
Carolinians  for  their  loyalty  during  the  revolution,  no  less  faithful  were 
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these  early  Reformed   settlers  to  the  standard   of  Heidelberg.     They 
served  God  first,  and  then  their  country. 

Hence,  no  length  of  time  can  be  spent  'neath  the  hospitable  roof  of 
any  of  their  descendants,  without  having  intelligently  revived  in  your 
hearing,  many  interesting  anecdotes  relative  to  the  raising  of  the  Re- 
formed ebenezer,  Wiih  just  pride  they  were  wont  to  recount  the  self- 
denials,  cheerfully  endured  to  that  end,  in  those  days,  when  Christianity 
and  self-sacrifice  went  hand  in  hand.  With  enthusiasm,  they  would  refer  to 
the  honorable,  heroic  deeds  of  their  forefathers,  as  gathered  from  histrionic 
lore.  For  example,  they  cherished  the  memory  of  their  Gen.  Ramsaur, 
not  so  much  because  of  his  relation  to  their  native  State,  but  more  than 
that,  he  was  a  son  of  their  Church. 

PECULIARITIES   OP  THE   COUNTEY. 

That  part  of  North  Carolina  over  which  the  Reformed  Church  extends, 
is  one  of  the  finest  flections  of  the  State.  The  land  is  fertile  and  rolling. 
Many  narrow,  deep,  sluggibh  rivers,  with  their  tributaries,  serve  to  keep 
the  soil  well  watered :  an  item  of  no  small  importance  to  our  German 
ancestors.  Having  left,  as  many  of  them  did,  the  fertile  valleys  of  the 
*^  Keystone  State,"  with  its  magnificent  scenery,  we  wonder  not,  that  those 
Reformed  pioneers  pushed  rapidly  forward,  until  within  sight  of  the  Alle- 
ghenies — there  pitched  their  tents, and  subsequently  erected  their  "  double 
cabins:"  a  kind  of  building  generally  adopted  in  those  days.  Some  are  yet 
to  be  seen,  though  in  most  cases,  they  have  been  supplanted  by  the  more 
modern  style  of  architecture.  That  part  of  the  State  yields  the  same 
varieties  of  grain  as  Pennsylvania.  Its  wheat  crop  is  probably  not  as 
abundant,  but  for  that,  there  is  compensation  in  it3  superior  corn; 
especially  that  raised  in  the  low-lands  or  loamy  river  bottoms.  It  there 
often  attains  great  height.  Cotton  may  be  produced,  but  it  is  of  medium 
quality.  The  warm  season  is  too  short  to  bring  it  properly  to  perfection. 
However,  it  was  grown  sufficiently  for  home  consumption.  The  cotton 
gin  was  of  use  there,  though  not  an  actual  necessity.  Sweet  potatoes 
of  the  Spanish  variety ;  also,  yams,  are  cultivated  abundantly.  They 
sometimes  reach  an  enormous  size;  far  exceeding  any  which  are  brought 
to  our  markets  in  the  North.  This  is  probably  owing  to  the  fact,  that 
they  require  a  very  even  temperature,  in  addition  to  a  special  mode  of 
storage,  else  they  decay  very  rapidly.  The  season  being  about  one  month 
earlier  than  that  of  the  Middle  States,  vegetables,  in  every  variety,  grow 
abundantly  and  mature  proportionately  earlier.  As  a  fruit  country,  it  is 
not  surpassed.  The  peach  crop  is  especially  luxuriant.  They  vary  in 
quality,  from  the  wild  fruit  along  the  by-ways  to  that  of  the  most 
luxurious  flavor  as  a  result  of  careful  cultivation.  Great  quantities  of 
this  favorite  luxury  are  annually  dried  in  that  region,  and  many  bushels 
are  forwarded  to  Northern  markets.  For  this  purpose  large  kilns  are 
constructed,  by  which  means  great  quantities  are  dried  at  one  time,  with- 
out injury  to  the  fruit.  It  is  kept  from  direct  influence  of  the  heat  by 
means  of  the  long  flues  through  which  it  is  conveyed  to  the  drying 
apartment  proper,  in  which  the  fruit  is  stored.  It  was  not  uncommon 
for  planters  to  turn  their  swine  into  orchards,  after  first  bountifully  sup- 
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plying  all  neigbbors  who  did  not  possess  peach  trees.  Id  March,  the  couotry 
resembled  an  immense  flower  garden,  and  the  atmosphere  was  fragrant 
from  the  odor  of  the  peach  blossom.  Western  North  Carolina  bids  fair 
to  be  one  of  the  principal  wine-prodncing  sections  of  the  country.  Some 
of  our  highly  valued  varieties,  including  Scuppernong,  Muscadine  and 
Catawba,  may  there  be  gathered  bountifully  by  the  occupant  of  a  canoe 
or  row  boat,  as  they  grow  wild  and  overhang  the  banks  of  the  streams  in 
rich  profusion.  The  soil  is  also  remarkably  well  adapted  to  the  small 
fruits.  Berries  are  plentiful  during  the  whole  season,  beginning  in  May. 
The  cultivated  varieties  are  of  fine  quality,  and  require  much  less  labor 
and  care  than  in  our  latitude.  We  might  here  relate  a  report,  which 
reached  our  ears  concerning  strawberries  grown  in  a  neighboring  gar- 
den, said  to  be  so  large  as  to  require  slicing  before  the  cook  could  pro- 
perly form  her  pastry.  We  were  not  quite  so  unsophisticated  as  to  credit 
the  story  ^  yet,  it  goes  to  show  what  a  variety  exists  in  the  art  of  *' put- 
ting things."  The  soil,  in  places,  is  of  a  white,  sandy,  formation. 
Comparatively  speaking,  the  yards,  lawns  and  forests  were  destitute  of 
grass,  save  where  it  was  specially  cultivated.  For  this  purpose,  the 
'^  Kentucky  blue  grass"  was  a  great  favorite,  and  as  highly  valued  as 
was  a  bed  of  pinks  or  violets,  because  more  rare.  Shrubs  of  all  kinds 
flourish,  however,  as  do  flowers  generally.  It  was  no  uncommon  thing 
to  be  refreshed  in  February  by  a  winter  boquet,  culled  by  hands,  eager 
to  bring  the  first  floral  donation,  in  way  of  a  tempting  surprise.  Im- 
mense tracts  of  heavy  timber  land,  utterly  void  of  grass  or  undergrowth, 
could  be  seen  in  every  direction.  Tbe  white  sand  presented  an  ever- 
pleasing  contrast  with  the  leafy  boughs  above.  Particularly  was  this  the 
case  when  the  moon  shone,  often  reminding  us  of  a  remark  made  by  a 
D.  D.,  who  had  been  educated  at  Chapel  Hill.  Said  he,  "  Nothing  short 
of  Italy  can  compare  with  the  moonlight  nights  of  North  Carolina."  A 
peculiar  charm  characterizes  the  sky  when  unclouded — this,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  the  efiect  produced  by  the  soft  rays  of  the  moon  on  the  white 
sand,  forms  a  combination  which  is  pleasing  indeed,  j^  those  of  us  who 
are  accustomed  to  seeing  every  nook  of  ground  carefully  husbanded  and 
cultivated,  the  **  old  fields"  of  that  county  were  truly  a  barren  scene. 
Planters,  having  large  tracts  to  till,  were  in  the  habit  of  '^  turning 
out"  whole  acres  to  recruit,  after  having  first  exhausted  its  strength.  This 
was  done  by  simply  removing  the  fences,  with  which  a  restored  "  old 
field"  would  in  turn  be  enclosed.  As  no  enriching  material  was  used, 
it  would  sometimes  require  a  long  time  before  such  ground  could  be  again 
Uken  up.  In  the  meantime^  a  wild,  harsh,  stubble  grass,  called  "  broom 
sedge,"  from  its  resemblance  to  broom  splints,  springs  up  sparsely  over 
the  commons.  It  is  sometimes  made  up  into  a  sort  of  whisp,  and  used  as 
such.  This  had  the  efiect,  in  many  instances^  of  leading  strangers  to 
under- estimate  the  soil,  as  it  certainly  gave  plantations  the  appearance  of 
a  great  want  of  fertility.  It  was  not  well  adapted  to  grazing  purposes. 
As  a  consequence,  juicy  sirloins^  and  nice,  rich  butter  were  less  abundant 
than  with  us;  where  such  rich  meadows  and  fragrant  clover  fields  are  the 
precursors  of  these  table  luxuries.  We  have  said  corn  was  largely  cul- 
tivated— as  a  consequence,  it  was  customary  to  raise  swine  extensively. 
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It  was  not  UDOsaal  for  families  to  slaughter  as  many  as  fifty  for  their  own 
purposes.  Bear  in  mind  that  provision  was  then  made  for  many  servants. 
Their  mode  of  curing  pork  differed  materially  from  ours.  The  meat  was 
salted  and  then  packed  in  huge  piles  on  the  shelves  in  their  smoke  houses. 
There  it  remained  until  ready  for  the  smoke.  Then  they  had  what  might 
he  designated  heef  hams — that  is,  they  were  in  the  habit  of  drying  in  one 
piece  entire,  the  half-quarter  of  a  beef.  Their  pork  was  excellent  in 
quality,  while  the  beef  was  very  inferior.  Did  space  allow,  mention  might 
be  made  of  lands  rich  in  minerals  existing  in  W^estern  North  Carolina. 
Suffice  to  say,  a  member  of  the  Reformed  Church  was  largely  interested 
in  the  ''  Gold  Mines"  of  that  locality.  The  old,  laborious  mode  of 
drawing  water  by  wheel  and  chain  was  still  universally  practiced.  So 
partial  were  the  inhabitants  to  water  thus  secured,  that  no  other  means 
were  thought  of.  The  wells  were  oflen  deep,  and  the  water  thus  obtained 
was  in  its  greatest  purity.  Were  such  cisterns  still  in  use  by  us,  we  fear 
"  help  "  would  soon  become  extinct. 

THE   BUILDINGS. 

Yellow,  or  pitch  pine,  was  used  generally  for  building  purposes, 
although  brick  or  ^^rock"  houses  did  sometimes  meet  the  eye.  The 
brick  being  made  of  a  sandy  clay,  they  lacked  firmness,  while  stone,  or 
'^  rock,''  as  they  were  then  called,  were  very  scarce.  As  a  matter  of 
economy,  pine  was  preferable^  as  it  abounds  in  the  locality.  When  care- 
fxiUy  constructed,  it  makes  decidedly  the  dryest,  healthiest  dwelling.  For 
inferior  houses,  they  seldom  dig  a  foundation,  but  simply  perch  their 
building  on  four  blocks  of  huge  dimensions,  as  *'  corner  stones."  By 
that  means,  they  argue,  that  they  always  have  a  free  current  of  air  be- 
neath, keeping  the  house  cool  and  dry.  It  must  be  remembered,  that 
persons  farther  South  are  prone  to  make  fresh  air  a  hobby.  It  were  well 
for  us  to  imitate  them  in  this  most  praiseworthy  feature.  As  might  readily 
be  supposed,  it  was  necessary  to  guard  well  the  gates  and  fences.  Where 
such  did  not  exist,  swine,  poultry,  cats  and  dogs  made  the  open  space  a 
general  rendezvous,  much  to  the  chagrin  of  the  housewife.  The  abodes 
of  many,  sometimes  including  families  of  wealth,  were  totally  void  of 
paint  or  paper,  to  say  nothing  of  extra  embellishments  of  the  modern 
dwelling.  Occasionally  one  might  enter  the  dwelling  of  a  ^'well-to  do" 
farmer,  in  which  there  was  not  a  pane  of  window  glass.  Clumsy  shutters 
offered  the  only  barrier  to  storms.  At  other  times,  the  "  fresh  air"  was 
most  desirable.  To  this  end,  the  outside  doors  of  private  dwellings,  stores 
or  public  buildings  are  seldom  closed  during  the  day,  not  even  in  the 
winter  season.  A  merchant,  not  yielding  to  this  custom  or  sign  of  wel- 
come, if  you  please,  would  certainly  give  his  more  thoughtful  neighbor 
the  advantage,  so  universal  is  this  silent  invitation  to  *^  Come  in." 
During  the  cold  season,  a  large,  open  fire  was  always  the  cheerful  centre, 
around  which  the  family  circle  were  wont  to  assemble.  The  general 
re-union  apartment  was  a  sort  of  sitting-room  and  parents'  bed-chamber 
combined.  Of  the  enlivening  influence  of  the  "  fire  on  the  hearth,"  we 
need  not  speak.  Of  it,  authors  have  written  and  poets  sung.  We  some- 
times query  if  much  of  the  stolidity  and   selfish  isolation  of   some 
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of  oar  farnace-heated,  fashionable  reBidences  might  not  be  modified  by  a 
compromiae  with  the  olden  times  in  this  one  particular — fresh  air  and 
social  life  around  the  cheerful,  open  fire.  Stoves  were  not  tolerated,  ex- 
cepting for  culinary  purposes^  while  some  even  persisted  in  their  banish- 
ment from  the  kitchen.  To  each,  the  ** dutch  oven''  had  still  its  claims. 
Many  of  their  churches  were  of  very  simple  architecture.  In  rural  dis- 
tricts elaborate  painting  and  frescoing  were  rarely  seen,  as  with  us.  In 
many  cases  they  dispensed  with  those  appliances  for  comfort,  which  we 
consider  necessities.  This  arises  from  two  causes.  The  country  is 
sparsely  settled.  Few  inducements  to  skillful  artizans  present  them- 
selves. In  consequence,  all  extras  must  be  obtained  fVom  abroad,  render- 
ing them  expensive.  Then,  much  is  the  result  of  the  mildness  of  the 
climate.  So  much  that  is  attractive  invites  from  without,  that  a  certain 
nonchalance  is  pardonable  in  their  case.  Well  do  we  remember  attending 
service  in  a  Methodist  church  which  was  not  yet  completed.  It  was 
daring  the  early  spring.  There  was  nothing  to  protect  the  large  audi- 
ence but  the  outside  framework.  The  building  was  yet  minus  a  stove, 
and  the  children  greatly  amused  themselves  by  watching  some  birds 
which  were  flying  to  and  fro — carrying  material  for  building  their  nest 
among  the  rafters  just  above  the  pastor's  head.  We  concluded  that  the 
congregation  were  a  little  ultra  in  their  views  concerning  the  benefits  of 
oxygen.  To  us  it  was  decidedly  cool  ^Notwithstanding  what  was  the 
custom  generally,  many  of  the  educated,  wealthier  families  of  the  Ke- 
formed  Church,  and  others,  spare  neither  labor  nor  expense  in  rendering 
their  homes  comfortable  and  attractive.  While  there  was  an  absence  of 
display  in  way  of  expensive  furnishing  as  the  result  of  the  taste  of  the 
upholsterer,  as  is  the  case  in  so  many  instances  ;  yet  there  was  that  cozy, 
home-like  appearance,  which  is  so  difficult  to  describe,  though  all  acknow- 
ledge its  magnetic  influence. 

CLIMATE. 

For  salubrity  of  climate.  Western  North  Carolina  and  East  Tennessee 
have  been  pronounced  the  most  desirable  portions  of  our  country.  It 
oflers  rare  inducements  to  those  willing  to  avoid  the  rigors  of  either  ex- 
treme, or  the  ever-varying  phases  of  temperature,  equally  injurious  to 
health.  Its  climate  is  its  most  attractive  feature.  The  summers,  though 
longer,  are  not  more  severe  than  those  of  the  Middle  States.  The  ther- 
mometer rarely  ranges  higher,  but  it  continues  at  the  same  point  a  greater 
length  of  time,  which  causes  less  discomfort  than  the  sudden  changes  to 
which  we  are  so  subject.  During  the  day  there  is  a  continuous  breeze, 
while  the  nights  are  sufficiently  cool  to  require  a  light  blanket  covering, 
even  in  mid-summer.  Persons  subjected  to  the  sun's  rays  easily  protect 
themselves  by  umbrellas.  Those  traveling  in  open  vehicles  use  the  very 
large,  white,  buggy  umbrella,  which  is  a  complete  protection,  while  it 
offers  no  obstruction  to  the  breeze.  These  are  attached  to  the  buggy  or 
barouche,  being  too  large  to  carry.  The  winters  are  short  and  mild  as  a 
general  thing.  Snow  sometimes  falls,  but  does  not  linger  long — so  that 
sleighing,  skating  and  snow-balling  are  rare  amusements  for  the  young. 
Ice,  too,  is  a  luxury  not  there  enjoyed  in  the  hot  season ;  though  seasons 
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Bometimes  occur  when  the  rivers  and  streams  are  frozen  over  and  drifts 
of  snow  offer  a  firm  resistance  to  the  pedestrian.  After  a  fall  of  snow,  it 
is  not  nnusaal  for  persons  to  take  advantage  of  the  situation,  in  tracking 
rabbits,  with  which  the  country  abounds.  Forty  or  fifty  was  not  con- 
sidered an  uncommon  result  of  one  day's  labor.  The  autumn  is  a  most 
delightful  season  in  that  latitude.  It  is  an  almost  continuous  Indian 
summer  until  December.  Its  healthfulness  is  a  subject  especially  re- 
marked by  strangers;  and  the  amount  of  vit^ility  manifested  by  the  aged 
is  truly  surprising.  Perfectly  well  do  we  remember  a  dear  old  lady,  of 
more  than  three-score  years,  who  forded  a  much  swollen  stream  on 
horseback,  greatly  to  our  alarm,  but  her  amusement.  Says  one,  that  was 
nothing  remarkable  in  the  *'  backwoods  of  North  Carolina."  Not  so  fast, 
dear  reader;  she  of  whom  we  speak  was  a  person  of  refinement  and  general 
culture.  She  has  since  entered  the  "  pearly  gates."  On  another  occa- 
sion, we  could  not  conceal  our  surprise  in  meeting  a  highly  respected 
elder,  who  had  passed  the  usual  time  allotted  to  man,  as  he  was  driving 
a  pair  of  sprightly  horses,  being  sole  occupant  of  the  vehicle.  So  much 
for  North  Carolina  *<  gumption,"  as  Dr.  Willetts  is  pleased  to  term  a  like 
spirit. 

CHARACTERISTICS  OF  THB  PEOPLE. 

These  Eeformed  Carolinians  are  a  very  modest,  unpretending  people, 
else  the  advantages  of  their  region  would  oflener  be  laid  before  the 
Church.  In  comparison  with  the  100,000  or  more  of  a  Reformed  family, 
they  may  appear  as  a  cypher  in  numbers.  As  a  whole-souled,  high-toned, 
earnest,  conservative,  benevolent  people,  they  represent  one  of  the  moat 
interesting  types  of  character  it  has  been  our  privilege  to  meet  in  the 
Reformed  Church.  Presume  one  of  the  most  prominent  features  in  their 
social  character  was  their  hospitality :  that  rare  accomplishment  of 
making  everybody  "  feel  at  home."  They  treated  every  one  with  kind- 
ness and  •  respect,  until  they  proved  themselves  unworthy.  They  thus 
reversed  the  custom  of  many  sections.  These  people  have  the  staunch 
foundations  of  integrity  and  industry,  which  were  so  characteristic  of  our 
forefathers,  with  the  superstructure  of  general  intelligence  and  refine- 
ment, which  add  dignity  and  go  far  toward  rounding  the  individual 
character.  It  was  not  rkre,  indeed,  to  meet  examples  of  this  class  in 
houses  of  rude  architecture  and  void  of  all  outward  adornment,  save  the 
**  meek  and  quiet  spirit "  which  reigned  within.  It  was  not  uncommon 
to  see  females  of  this  class  in  the  Lord's  house  on  Hb  day,  clad  in 
shilling  calico  and  split  pasteboard  bonnets.  They  were  true  *^  ladies  for 
a'  that."  An  inborn  suavity  and  gentleness  of  manners  proclaimed  them 
such. 

Husbands,  too,  seemed  to  take  a  manly  pride  in  their  plain  home- 
spuns— the  work,  in  many  instances,  of  gentle  hands  in  their  households. 
Like  the  husband  of  Solomon's  **  model  wife,"  such  were  *'  known  in  the 
gates  when  sitting  amoog  the  elders  of  the  land."  It  was  at  the  family 
board  that  the  hostess  was  wont  to  manifest  the  order  and  decorum  of  her 
well  regulated  dining-room  machinery.  In  the  better  families,  it  was 
done  with  almost  clock-work  preobion,  while  void  of  stiffness  or  formality 
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Their  tables  were  spread  daily  as  though  expectiog  *'  company  " — as  they 
should  be  iu  every  orderly  home.  Who  more  deserving  this  respect  than 
those  who  daily  mingle  in  our  joys  and  share  our  griefs — they  of  our 
own  firesides?  Every  attendant  was  in  proper  place — ready  to  do  the 
right  thing  in  the  exact  way;  the  hostess  silently  guiding  all,  simply 
by  a  glance.  How  beautiful  becomes  a  homely  abode  where  neatness 
and  order  reign.  We  say  not  that  North  Carolina  houses  are  such — 
would  they  were.  Enough  of  such  did  exist  among  the  Reformed  fami- 
lies to  form  a  standard  for  the  remainder.  Visiting  in  such  homes  was 
particularly  recreating.  There  was  a  total  lack  of  the  chilling  formalities 
of  the  fashionable  world,  and  a  removal  just  as  far  from  everything 
coarse  and  offensive.  Methinks,  to  hear  some  say,  "  Ah !  the  institu- 
tion then  and  there  existed — it  was  an  easy  matter  to  show  hospitality." 
It  is  of  Western  North  Carolina  "  As  it  Was''  we  speak.  Comparisons 
here  are  out  of  place.  A  remark  will  suffice  on  that  score.  Bitter  pre- 
judices existed  in  the  minds  of  those  early  German  settlers.  A  lady 
observed  to  us,  that  those  feelings  were  so  strong  in  the  mind  of  her 
grandmother,  that  she  would  not  permit  one  of  the  ^'  institution "  to 
enter  her  apartments.  Wood,  water,  etc.,  were  placed  at  the  door  within 
her  reach,  and  they  were  trained  then  to  withdraw. 


THE  SOLDIEB  AlTD  THE  SUBSTITUTE. 


When  the  fierce  war  of  1848  covered  the  beautiful  hills  and  valleys  of 
Italy  with  dead  and  wounded,  a  friend  of  the  writer  was,  by  the  law  of 
conscription,  called  to  leave  his  home  for  the  perils  of  the  battle-field. 
His  father  tried  every  means  to  procure  a  substitute;  he  put  advertise- 
ments in  the  papers,  and  offered  a  bounty  of  £80 ;  but  all  in  vain. 

The  day  of  departure  came,  and  the  young  soldier,  in  silent  despair, 
set  off  with  his  knapsack  on  his  back,  his  gun  on  his  shoulder,  and  filled 
with  grief  at  being  separated  from  his  beloved  parents,  whose  tears  added 
to  his  sorrow.  One  of  his  cousins,  whose  generous  heart  was  touched  at 
the  sight  of  his  deep  grief,  followed  him  to  the  barracks,  and  having  ar- 
rived at  the  conscript's  office,  he  took  the  hand  of  the  young  soldier  and 
said :  "  Dear  Cesare,  thy  sorrow  is  worse  than  death  to  my  heart.  Come 
in,  give  me  thy  uniform,  it  will  fit  mo  as  well  as  it  does  thee;  I  will  go  to 
the  battle-field  in  thy  stead.  I  am  an  orphan,  thou  art  not.  1£  I  should 
die,  only  remember  that  I  have  loved  thee." 

The  conscript  at  first  refused ;  he  could  scarcely  believe  that  his  cousin 
was  in  earnest ;  and  if  so,  how  could  he  accept  the  generous  offer  ?  But 
as  the  noble  fellow  persisted  in  his  determination,  and  pleaded  with  the 
eloquence  of  a  loving  heart,  he  succeeded  at  last  in  persuading  Cesare 
Manati  to  accept  this  great  proof  of  his  friendship,  and  they  went  to- 
gether to  the  war- office  in  order  to  settle  the  substitution. 
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Who  can  tell  the  gratitude  of  the  parents  of  the  redeemed  conscript  for 
the  generous  substitution  ?  In  the  excess  of  his  joy  and  gratitude  the 
conscript's  father  offered  the  substitute  £100 ;  but  he  refused  it,  and 
said:  <^  I  go  as  a  friend,  not  as  a  hireling;  it  is  love,  not  money,  which 
constrains  me  to  take  Cesaro*s  place.  If  I  die,  only  remember  that  I  loved 
him." 

He  went — he  fought—he  died !  A  grateful  heart  raised  a  monument 
to  his  memory,  with  this  epitaph : 

"The  redeemed  conscript,  Cesare  Manati, 
To  his  Toluntary  substitute,  Carlo  Donaldi.*' 

This  affecting  story  is  but  a  faint  shadow  of  the  unbounded  love  of 
Jesus,  the  Son  of  the  Living  God.  Sin  had  entered  into  the  world,  and 
death  by  sin.  "  But  God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  be- 
gotten Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life."  The  claims  of  a  holy  and  righteous  God  must  be  met, 
and  the  biessed  Saviour  knew  that  there  was  no  substitute  willing,  loving;, 
worthy,  capable,  except  Himself,  "  None  can  by  any  means  redeem  his 
brother,  nor  give  to  God  a  ransom  for  him."  But  the  hov^from  heaven 
"  offered  Himself  to  God  ...  to  bear  the  sins  of  many."  Heb.  ix.  14, 
28.  He  came,  "  He  gave  his  life  a  ransom  for  many."  Matt.  xx.  28. 
He  died  to  save  poor  sinners  like  you  and  me ;  and  by  believing  that 
"  Christ  once  suffered  for  sins,  the  just  for  the  unjust,"  we  are  delivered 
from  death.  This  faith  in  His  voluntary  sacrifice  has  power  to  bring 
every  kind  of  sinner  nigh  to  God.  "  As  many  as  received  Him,  to  them 
gave  He  power  to  become  the  sons  of  God,  even  to  them  that  believe  on 
His  name."    John  i.  12. 


SOME  GIANTS. 


In  1718  a  French  academician  named  Benrion  endeavored  to  show  a 
great  decrease  in  the  height  of  men  between  the  periods  of  the  Creation 
and  the  Christian  Era.  Adam,  he  says,was  123  feet  9  inches  high  ;  Eve, 
118  feet  9  inches;  Noah,  27  feet;  Abraham,  20  feet;  Moses,  13  feet. 
The  allegation  about  Adam  is  moderate  compared  with  that  made  by  early 
Rabbinical  writers,  who  affirm  that  his  head  overtopped  the  atmosphere, 
and  that  he  touched  the  Arctic  Pole  with  one  hand  and  the  Antarctic 
with  the  other.  Traditionary  memorials  of  the  primeval  giants  still  exist 
in  Palestine  in  the  form  of  graves  of  enormous  dimensions  ;  as  the  grave 
of  Abel  near  Damascus,  which  is  30  feet  long ;  that  of  Seth  about  the 
same  size ;  and  that  of  Noah,  in  Labanon,  which  is  70  yards  in  length. 

Pliny  says  that  by  an  earthquake  in  Crete -a  mountain  was  opened,  and 
in  it  was  discovered  a  skeleton  standing  upright,  46  cubits  long,  which 
was  supposed  to  be  that  of  Orion  or  Otus.  The  same  author  relates  that 
in  the  time  of  Claudius  Caesar  there  was  a  man,  named  Gabbaras,  brought 
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by  that  Emperor  from  Arabia  to  Rome,  who  was  9  feet  4  inches  high, 
'^  the  tallest  man  that  has  been  seen  in  our  times."  But  this  giant  was 
not  80  tall  as  Posio  and  Secundilla,  in  the  reign  of  Augustas  Caesar, 
whose  bodies  were  preserved  as  curiosities  in  a  museum  in  the  Sallustian 
Gardens,  and  each  of  whom  measured  in  length  10  feet  3  inches. 

The  Emperor  Maximus  (very  much  of  a  man)  was  9  feet  high,  and 
was  in  the  habit  of  using  his  wife*s  bracelet  for  a  thumb-ring.  His  shoe 
was  a  foot  longer  than  that  of  any  other  man,  and  his  strength  so  great 
that  he  could  draw  a  carriage  which  two  oxen  could  not  move.  He  gen- 
erally ate  forty  pounds'  weight  of  flesh  and  drank  six  gallons  of  wine 
every  day.  Not  at  all  a  desirable  or  profitable  guest  for  the  "  St.  Nicho- 
las," even  at  the  current  price  of  board  ;  though  not  so  tall  as  one  of  whom 
Josephus  tells,  ^iz. :  Eleazar,  a  Jew,  who  was  one  of  the  hostages  whom 
the  King  of  Persia  sent  to  Rome  after  a  peace.  This  giant  was  over  10 
feet  high.  But  these  are  pigmies  compared  with  him  of  whom  Kircher 
writes  (though  this  is  what  a  Yankee  philosopher  would  denominate  a 
whopper).  The  skeleton  of  this  giant  was  dug  out  of  a  stone  sepulchre 
near  Rome  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Henry  II.,  and  which,  by  an 
inscription  attached  to  it,  was  known  to  be  that  of  Pallas,  who  was  slain 
by  Turnus,  and  was  higher  than  the  walls  of  the  city  I  The  same  author 
tells  us  that  another  skeleton  was  found  near  Palermo  that  must  have  be- 
longed to  a  man  400  feet  high. 

In  times  more  modern  (1613),  some  masons  digging  near  the  ruins  of 
a  castle  at  Dauphine  in  a  field  which  by  tradition  had  long  been  called 
*'The  Giant's  Field,"  at  the  depth  of  18  feet  discovered  a  brick  tomb 
30  feet  long,  12  feet  wide,  and  8  feet  high,  on  which  was  a  gray  stone 
with  the  words  "  Theutobochus  Rex  "  cut  thereon.  When  the  tomb  was 
opened  they  found  a  human  skeleton  entire  25^  feet  long,  10  feet  wide 
across  the  shoulders,  and  5  feet  deep  from  breast  to  back.  His  teeth 
were  about  the  size  of  an  ox's  foot,  and  his  shin  bone  measured  4  feet 
in  length. 

Plot,  in  his  "  Oxfordshire,"  1676,  says  that  a  skeleton  17  feet  high 
was  then  to  be  seen  in  the  town- hall  in  Lucerne.  It  had  been  found 
under  an  oak  in  Willisau,  near  the  village  of  Reyden.  He  instances, 
numerous  gigantic  bones  which  had  been  dug  up  in  England,  and  adds : 
^^  It  remains  that  (notwithstanding  their  extravagant  magnitude)  they 
must  have  been  the  booes  of  men  or  women ;  nor  does  anything  hinder 
but  they  may  have  been  so,  provided  it  be  clearly  made  out  that  there 
have  been  men  and  women  of  proportionable  stature  in  all  ages  of  the 
world,  down  even  to  our  own  days." 

Old  Cotton  Mather  held  the  belief  that  there  had  been  in  the  antedi- 
luvian world  men  of  every  prodigious  stature,  in  consequence  of  the  find- 
ing of  bones  and  teeth  of  great  size,  which  he  judged  to  be  human,  in 
Albany.  He  describes  one  particular  grinder  weighing  4i  pounds,  and 
a  broad,  flat,  fore  tooth  four  fingers  in  breadth  ;  also  a  bone  supposed  to 
be  a  thigh-bone,  17  feet  long,  which,  with  others,  crumbled  to  pieces  as 
Boon  as  it  was  exposed  to  the  air. — W.  A.  Seaver,  in  Harper's  Maga- 
zine for  JvXy, 
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THE  TRUNDLE-BED. 


As  I  ruminai^ed  through  the  attic, 

Liet'niog  to  the  falling  rain 
As  it  pattered  on  the  shingles 

And  against  the  window  pane; 
Peeping  over  chests  aad  boxes, 

Which  with  dust  were  thickly  spread, 
Saw  I  in  the  furthest  corner 

What  was  once  my  trundle-bed. 

So  I  drew  it  from  the  recess 

Where  it  had  remained  so  long, 
Hearing  all  the  while  the  music 

Of  my  mother's  voice  in  song. 
As  she  sun^  in  sweetest  accents 

What  I  since  have  often  read ; 
"  Hush,  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber, 

Holy  angels  guard  thy  bed/' 

As  I  listened,  recollections 

That  I  thought  had  been  forgot, 
Came  with  all  the  gush  of  mem>y, 

Rushing,  thronging  to  the  spot; 
And  I  wandered  back  to  childhood, 

To  those  merry  days  of  yore, 
When  I  knelt  beside  my  mother 

By  this  bed  upon  the  floor. 

Then  it  was,  with  hands  so  gently 

Placed  upon  my  infant  head, 
That  she  taught  my  lips  to  utter 

Carefully  the  words  she  said. 
Never  can  they  be  forgotten, 

Deep  are  they  in  mcm'ry  driven  : 
'*  Hallowed  be  thy  name,  O  Father  I 

Father  I  who  art  in  heaven.'' 

This  she  taught  me;  then  she  told  me 

Of  its  import  great  and  deep; 
After  which  I  learned  to  utter 

**  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep." 
Then  it  was,  with  hands  uplifted. 

And  in  accents  soft  and  mild, 
That  my  mother  asked :  **  Our  Father  I 

0  do  Thou  now  bless  my  child  !*' 

Years  have  passed,  and  that  dear  mother 

Long  has  mouldered  'neath  the  sod, 
And  I  trust  her  sainted  spirit 

Revels  in  the  home  of  God. 
But  that  scene  at  Summer  twilight 

Never  has  from  mem*ry  fled ; 
And  it  comes  in  all  its  freshness 

When  I  see  my  trundle-bed. 
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SUNDAYS  ABBOAD« 


BT   THE   EDITOR. 


**  I  saw  the  Blue  Ehine  sweep  along — 

I  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing, 

In  chorus  sweet  and  clear ; 
And  down  the  pleasant  river, 

And  up  the  slanting  hill. 
The  echoing  chorus  sounded 

Through  the  evening  calm  and  still ; 
And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me, 

As  we  passed  with  friendly  talk, 
Down  many  a  path  beloved  of  yore, 

And  well  remembered  walk, 
And  her  little  hand  lay  lightly 

And  confidingly  in  mine — 
But  we'll  meet  no  more  at  Bin^en, 

Loved  Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 

On  a  spring  morning  of  1802  a  small  group  stood  on  the  wharf  at 
Bingen  on  the  Rhine.  An  elderly  widow-lady  with  her  oldest  sou,  and 
a  few  of  his  companions,  accompanied  a  young  man  to  the  river.  He  was 
her  youngest,  a  tender  youth,  just  leaving  for  America.  At  that  time 
America  seemed  much  farther  away  than  now,  and  but  few  people  came 
hither.  A  flat  boat  was  in  waiting  to  take  the  youth  and  a  few  travel- 
ing comrades  down  the  river  to  Amsterdam.  They  had  bought  it  for 
this  trip.  Their  chests  were  already  on  board.  The  widow  and  her  sons 
lived  in  an  inland  village  ten  or  twelve  miles  from  Bingen.  Full  many 
a  time  had  their  youthful  voices  joined  in  merry  songs  and  mirthful  glee, 
as  they  loitered  along  the  wiuding  foot-paths  of  the  vine-clad  hills  of  the 
Rhine  around  Bingen.  Now  the  moist  eyes  of  the  youth  rest  upon  the 
charming  scene  for  the  last  time  His  brother  and  comrades  fall  upon 
his  neck  and  kiss  him.  And  the  mother  presses  him  to  her  warm  heart 
and  covers  his  blushing  face  with  kisses  and  tears.  As  the  boat  floated 
away  the  young  men  uncovered  their  heads,  and  with  the  mother  gave 
11 
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him  the  usual  parting  greeting  of  pious  Germans :  '^  Adieu,  lieber  flah- 
nes,  auf  Wiedersehen"  (Adieu,  dear  John  in  hope  of  meeting  again). 
Down  the  river  floated  the  boat  past  the  Binger-Loch  (a  whirlpool)  and 
the  Mausthurm  (the  ruins  of  an  old  tower\  and  when  almost  out  of 
sight,  the  parting  friends  waved  the  right  nand  in  final  greeting,  and 
with  the  left  wiped  away  the  tears  still  falling  fast.  Those  on  shore  sad- 
ly returned  to  their  village-home,  and  he  on  the  boat  floated  gently  along 
the  romantic  banks  of  the  Rhine  towards  the  new  world  in  the  far  dis- 
tant West,  floated  away  too  from  French  tyranny,  which  had  marked  him 
as  a  soldier  to  fight  against  his  German  fatherland. 

"  They  meet  no  more  at  Bingen, 
Loved  BiDgen  on  the  Rhine." 

Again,  it  is  a  pleasing  spring  morning  a  half  a  century  later ;  the  birds 
carol  their  merry  songs  in  the  gardens  around  a  peaceful  American  home 
in  the  country.  The  youth  of  Bingen  has  reached  the  evening  of  life. 
His  children  and  children's  children  are  all  around  him,  the  whole 
family  save  the  mother  and  a  son,  both  lately  gone  to  their  heavenly 
home.  And  now,  though  these  are  absent,  he  gathers  his  offspring 
around  him  on  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  his  marriage.  His  pastor  prays 
and  commends  them  all  to  the  keeping  of  Israel's  God.  Full  many  a  plea- 
sing dream  has  he  had  about  the  joys  of  his  youth  in  the  fatherland.  And 
many  a  sweet  story  of  those  early  days  has  he  told  his  children  for  the 
hundredth  time.  On  the  following  morning  his  youngest  is  to  leave  home 
on  a  long  pilgrimage.  Like  the  patriarch  of  old,  when  sending  his  son  to 
his  kindred  in  Mesopotamia,  the  venerable  father  charges  his  youngest 
born  to  visit 

**  The  vine  clad  hills  of  Bingen. 
Fair  Bingen  on  the  Rhine." 

My  son,  heed  the  words  of  thine  aged  father.  I  charge  thee  visit  the 
scenes  of  my  childhood.  Search  for  my  kindred  and  youthful  comrades ; 
greet  them  for  me  as  we  greeted  when  last  we  parted  ;  go  with  them  to 
the  village  church  wherein  I  was  baptized  and  confirmed  ;  renew  the 
sad  adieu  at  Bingen,  fifty  years  ago,  and  hail  them  with  a  Wiedersehen, 

"  Auf  Wiedersehen  im  ewi^en  Vaterland." 
We'll  meet  in  th'  everlasting  Fatherland. 

Since  then  the  two  brothers,  after  a  separation  of  sixty  years,  have  joined 
hands  on  the  ever-green  shore  where  partings  are  unknown. 

And  now,  on  a  sunny  Saturday  afternoon  this  son  stands  for  hours  on 
the  deck  of  a  Rhine  steamer,  bearing  him  Bingenward,  dreamily  looking 
at  the  green  mountain-banks  of  the  beautiful  river  clothed  with  vines, 
climbing  skyward,  here  and  there  recognizing  places  described  by  the 
half-forgotten  stories  of  his  childhood.  The  abysmal  Binger-Loch  and 
the  haunted  Mausthurm,  like  the  wand  of  a  magician,  peopled  his  memo- 
ry with  the  dreamy  fancies  of  childhood.  To-morrow  will  be  Sunday,  it 
will  be  Sunday  too  at  Freilaubersheim,  and  the  neighboring  villages. 
Allow  him  to  tell  a  story  about 
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Sunday  in  the  valley  op  the  Nahe. 

The  bell  of  the  steamer  rings  the  signal  as  we  approach  Bin  gen.  I 
press  my  way  through  the  trnnks,  cheste  and  people  on  the  wharf,  to- 
wards a  coaoh,  labelled  ^*  10  Silver-Groschen  fiir  Kreuznach/'  As  my 
custom  is,  I  asked  for  a  seat  aside  the  postilion,  where  I  can  have  a  bet- 
ter view  than  from  the  inside.  From  Kreaznach  I  leisurely  travel  afopt 
to  the  village  of  F.  The  road  is  even  and  solid  as  a  pavement,  and  lined 
with  large  nut-trees.  At  the  edge  of  the  town  I  leaned  on  my  staff  at 
the  hedge  of  the  old  grave-yard,  and  by  the  old  church,  engaging  in 
lonely  meditation,  on  the  play-ground  and  house  of  prayer  of  the  olden 
time. 

But  two  of  the  friends  on  the  Bingen  wharf  fifty  years  ago  are  living ; 
the  elder  brother  and  one  of  the  comrades.  How  the  dear  old  men  press 
my  hand,  and  bless  me,  the  son  of  the  comrade  of  their  childhood,  and 
gave  me  a  touching  description  of  their  walk  to  Bingen  in  the  spring  of 
1802. 

At  six  o'clock  that  Saturday  evening,  the  bell  of  the  village  church 
rang.  Soon  afler  laborers,  men,  women  and  children,  came  from  the 
fields,  bringing  their  hoes  and  spades  with  them.  What  means  the  ring- 
ing of  the  Saturday  evening  bell  ?  I  asked. 

^*  That  IS  to  tell  the  people  to  stop  their  week-day  work  and  prepare 
for  Sunday.  You  see  they  all  stop  their  toiling  tasks,  and  come  home,  as 
soon  as  the  bell  rings/'  This  answer  of  my  uncle  greatly  pleased  me. 
This  evening,  indeed,  all  the  evenings  that  I  spent  here,  the  streets  were 
quiet  3  free  from  the  noise  and  beer-scandals  so  prevalent  in  many  Ger- 
man towns.  It  has  but  one  drinking-place,  a  small  village  inn,  where 
the  few  topers  and  loafers  can  find  entertainment. 

"To-day  we  must  go  to  church/'  remarked  my  venerable  uncle  on  Sun- 
day morning.  Here  there  are  but  two  denominations,  Protestants  and 
Catholics.  The  Protestants  are  composed  of  the  Lutheran  and  Reformed 
members,  united  in  one  and  the  same  Church.  Freilaubersheim  has  but 
one  church-edifice  for  both  Protestants  and  Catholics.  It  is  a  very  old 
stone  building  with  a  quaint  tower,  and  a  sweet-toned  bell,  and  an  an- 
cient organ,  played  by  the  village  schoolmaster.  At  one  end  of  the  church 
is  the  chancel  and  altar  of  the  Catholic  congregation.  At  another  b  the 
pulpit  and  small  altar  of  the  Protestants.  While  the  latter  are  engaged 
in  worship,  the  Catholic  altar  is  covered  with  a  cloth.  One  congregation 
holds  its  service  at  9  A.  M.  The  other  at  11  A.  M.  Each  has  but 
one  service  a  day.  Both  get  along  peaceably  in  the  same  building,  each 
attending  to  its  own  business,  and  leaving  others  attend  to  theirs. 

An  hour  before  church  time  the  village  bell  rang,  and  with  it  began 
the  ringing  of  at  least  a  dozen  church  bells,  from  one  to  eight  miles  off. 
Sitting  with  uncle  on  a  wooden  bench  aside  of  the  front  door,  I  disked : 
*^  Have  you  other  churches  near  the  town  ?  Whence  the  music  of  so 
many  bells?" 

'^  Yes,  we  have  a  dozen  Dorfer  villages  around  us,  each  having  its 
church.  J^W  begin  church  at  the  same  time,  and  when  one  rings  all 
ring." 
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"  But  why  80  many  towns  so  near  together,  Uncle  ?*' 

*'  The  farmers  here  all  live  together  in  small  towns,  and  not  on  their 
farms.  Thus  they  are  all  near  the  school  and  church.  Their  small  farms, 
of  from  one  to  twenty  acres,  lie  around  the  town." 

Sweet  was  the  music  of  those  hells  in  the  valley  of  the  Nahe,  on  that 
Sunday  morning.  The  soft  solemn  sounds  of  those  farthest  off  hlended 
with  the  peals  of  those  less  remote,  forming  a  *'  harmony  of  sweet  sounds." 
Uncle  and  Aunt  were  both  quite  old  people,  and  dressed  after  the  fashion 
of  old  people  in  the  rural  districts  of  Grermany.  A  little  white  cap,  sack 
and  petticoat,  tidily  arranged,  constituted  mainly  her  dress.  Uncle  wore 
woolen  clothes  and  cap ;  a  coat  not  fully  up  to  the  cut  then  in  vogue  in 
German  cities.  But  like  all  sensible  old  people,  they  both  preferred  the 
fashions  of  their  younger  years,  and  to  these  they  adhered. 

I  walked  with  them  to  the  house  of  God.  Uncle  carried  a  hymn 
book ;  Aunt  had  hers  carefully  folded  in  her  snow-white  kerchief.  When 
wc  reached  the  pew,  Uncle  stood  a  few  moments  holding  his  cap  before 
his  face,  and  Aunt  folded  her  hands  around  her  hymn  book,  bowed  her 
head,  and  both  prayed.  And  I  stood  devoutly  aside  of  them  and  prayed 
too.  And  I  knew  that,  my  father  used  to  enter  his  pew  the  same  way  in 
this  church,  when  he  was  a  young  man.  But  few  people  came  to  church 
that  day,  who  did  not  make  the  same  solemn  beginning. 

The  church  had  a  paved  floor,  and  a  high  round  pulpit,  with  room  for 
only  one  to  stand  in  it.  At  the  foot  of  the  pulpit  stairs  was  a  small  box- 
like apartment,  for  the  minister  to  occupy  until  the  services  began.  A 
small  black  board  hung  to  the  wall,  had  the  numbers  of  the  hymns 
written  on  it.  As  soon  as  we  had  prayed  silently  in  the  pew,  we  turned 
to  the  first  hymn,  as  did  all  the  rest.  The  pastor  announced  no  hymn, 
but  left  the  black  board  tell  what  was  to  be  sung. 

After  the  singing  of  the  first  hymn,  a  tall  man,  scarcely  thirty  years 
of  age,  in  a  black  flowing  robe,  stepped  out  of  the  hex  to  the  alur,  and 
road  the  gospel  for  the  day,  prayed  and  then  retired,  while  another  hymn 
was  sung.  His  text  was  Ephesians,  4 :  28.  The  sermon  gave  a  clear, 
edifying  exposition  of  tbe  text,  in  style  far  above  what  an  American 
country  congregation  of  this  sort  could  appreciate.  But  the  rural  popu- 
lation of  Germany  is  well  educated  in  matters  of  religion.  Their  week- 
day schools  are  thorough  in  their  instructions.  The  children  all  learn 
their  catechisms  therein,  and  receive  instruction  from  the  pastor  twice  a 
week  all  the  year  round.  These  plain-habited  village  people  have  more 
knowledge  in  theology  than  people  of  their  standing  in  America  usually 
possess.  Everybody  here  had  a  hymn  book,  and  everybody  sung.  Very 
pleasant  was  it  to  see  every  lady,  old  and  young,  having  her  hymn  book 
carefully  folded  in  her  white  kerchief.  The  organist  being  also  the 
schoolmaster,  had  taught  all  the  young  people  the  church-tunes.  There 
is  no  experimenting  with  new  tunes  in  worship.  The  old  chorals,  which 
their  fathers  sung,  are  still  used.  Now  that  we  are  outside  the  church, 
we  can  better  see  the  people.  All  earnest  looking,  working  people,  un- 
spoiled by  the  fashions  and  follies  of  city  life.  The  men,  young  and  old, 
dress  in  a  plain  style.  Not  a  few  wear  home  made  garments.  Almost 
every  family  owns  a  few  sheep,  and  raises  a  patch  of  flax  every  year,  and 
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spins  its  own  wool  and  flax  io  winter  time,  and  has  its  clothes  woven  by 
the  village  weaver.  The  yonng  ladies,  who  spend  mncb  of  their  sum- 
mer time  at  work  in  the  fields,  may  well  have  rosy  cheeks,  and  voices 
sweet  as  the  nightingales  that  sing  on  the  trees  around  the  village.  I 
saw  no  foolish  aping  of  city  manners,  nor  vain  flourish  of  feathers  and 
fancy  styles.  These  rustics  are  content  to  be  themselves  and  nobody  else, 
and  for  that  they  deserve  praise. 

"Quite  a  large  congregation,  you  have  here,"  I  remarked  to  Uncle  as 
we  walked  home.  ^*  Yes ;  from  a  child  I  have  worshiped  in  this  church, 
but  never  saw  it  so  full  as  to  day.  It  was  rumored  that  the  American 
stranger  would  preach." 

**  But  why  come  for  that  reason  ?" 

"  Well,  it  is  very  rarely  that  an  American  visits  our  village,  especially 
an  American  minister,  and  least  of  all,  the  clerical  son  of  a  former  bur- 
gher of  our  dorf." 

"  Then^  your  Freilaubersheimer  people  do  not  all  attend  church  F" 

**  Alas,  no.  Many  of  our  people  never  go  near  the  church,  save  at 
funerab.  The  revolution  of  1848  has  made  us  much  trouble.  Then 
some  of  our  people  learned  not  only  to  hate  kings,  but  also  the  church 
and  her  ministers.  They  charged  the  latter  with  aiding  tyranny,  and 
serving  as  the  police  of  kings.  For  a  while  very  few  came  near  the 
church.  Then  an  unbelieving  pastor  was  sent  to  us.  He  brought  some 
of  them  back,  but  only  to  poison  their  minds  still  further  with  false  doc- 
trine. Now  we  have  an  earnest,  good  minister^  but  many  of  our  people 
refuse  to  attend  his  services. " 

The  village  people  seemed  to  take  kindly  to  me.  Old  and  young 
men  lifted  their  caps  as  I  and  Uncle  walked  homeward,  and  old  grand- 
mothers paused  with  their  little  urchins  at  the  garden  gate  to  let  them 
see  the  '*  Amerikaner "  as  he  passed  by.  The  older  people  dressed  pre- 
cisely as  did  their  parents,  fifty  years  ago.  The  same  hymns  and  the 
same  chorals  or  tunes  were  sung  at  church  as  then. 

Soon  ian  agreeable  circle  of  new  friends  clustered  around  me,  among 
others,  some  of  the  village  officials.  One  an  intelligent  young  man,  the 
"  Herr  Einnehmer  "  (Treasurer),  as  he  was  called  when  first  introduced; 
the  other  Fbrster  (Forester),  who  had  charge  of  the  village  forest.  For 
here,  where  the  wood  is  very  scarce,  every  village  has  its  tract  of  wood- 
land, where  the  people  get  their  fuel.  This  is  given  in  charge  of  a 
keeper,  who  keeps  thieves  from  stealing  wood  or  game,  and  superintends 

the  planting  of  trees  and  the  felling  of  them.     The  Fbrster  of  F 

was  an  agreeable  elderly  gentleman,  with  a  gray  beard  and  graceful  man- 
ners. Perhaps  feeling  the  dignity  of  his  office  a  little,  which  gave  him  a 
sort  of  military  bearing. 

In  the  afternoon  the  F5rster  and  the  Einnehmer  proposed  a  walk  to 
the  Ebernburger  Schloss.  This  is  a  celebrated  castle  several  miles  from 
here,  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Nahe.  Would  I  not  accompany  them  ? 
Indeed,  I  was  eager  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  a  castle  which  once  belonged 
to  Franz  von  Sickingeo,  the  Knight  of  the  Reformation  ;  the  last  of  the 
Knights-errant.  There  he,  at  different  times,  gave  shelter  to  Melanch- 
thon,  Bucer  and  Oecolampadius.     Ulrich  von  Hutten  wrote  several  of  his 
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works  within  these  yenerable  walls.  I  shoald  like  to  visit  Ebernbiirg 
Schloss  ;  and  as  it  performed  a  memorable  part  in  the  religions  struggles 
of  the  Reformation,  one  might  take  a  walk  thither  on  a  day  sacred  to 
religion. 

Leisurely  a  group  of  half  a  dozen  followed  the  Forster  through  his 
wooded  domain.  Then  over  fragments  of  farms,  parcelled  and  patched 
together  like  a  quilt,  their  owners  all  living  in  some  neighboring 
Tillage.  Only  one  country  farm-house  we  passed ;  a  Bauern  Hoff,  as  it 
is  called,  where  a  wealthy  land-owner  lived  on  his  farm;  a  stone  wall  en- 
closed all  the  buildings  belonging  to  it. 

Aflter  crossing  the  small  river  Nahe,  we  ascended  the  winding  road  to 
a  hill  top  overhanging  it.  crowned  with  the  castle.  Its  old  walls  look  as 
if  they  might  have  defied  the  assaults  of  any  army  in  Reformation  times. 
We  followed  the  Fdrster  through  a  damp,  half-lighted  antechamber. 
Opening  the  hall  door,  the  Fdrster  bade  me  enter,  which  I  was  reluctant 
to  do  ;  for  it  was  a  regular  beerkneipe.  A  noisy  drinking  crowd  sat  along 
long  tables,  with  pipes  and  mugs  of  beer.  The  hall  was  dark  with 
tobacco  smoke,  concealing  the  pleasing  sunlight  outside.  '*  Outen  Tag 
Herr  Forster/'  came  from  a  dozen  voices  as  my  friend  entered,  not  a  few 
rising  boisterously. to  offer  him  a  seat  and  a  mug  of  beer.  I  can  not  re- 
member a  single  name  of  the  ForsterV  jovial  friends ;  albeit,  he  intro- 
duced me  to  a  number  as  Herr  Farrer .  aus  Amerika.    Seated  atone 

of  the  tables,  I  had  not  exactly  a  clear  view  of  the  scene  where  there 
was  so  much  smoke.  The  Fdrster  strolled  through  the  hall,  here  and 
there  lifting  his  cap  at  the  vociferous  salutations  of  heated  friends. 
Waiting  girls  hastened  to  and  fro  with  their  mugs,  while*  shouts  of  loud 
laughter  and  animated  conversation  fiHed  the  hall  with  a  noise 

Longfellow's  Hyperion  tells  of  a  certain  prisoner  in  Whitehall,  who 
thought  himself  in  hell ;  for  here,  **  some  were  sleeping,  others  swearing, 
others  smoking  tobacco ;  and  in  the  chimney  of  the  room  there  were  two 
bushels  of  broken  tobacco  pipes,  and  almost  half  a  load  of  ashes." 

It  was  not  so  bad  here,  yet  bad  enough.  What  would  Melanchthon, 
Bucer  and  Oecolampadius,  and  even  the  heroic  Sickingen  say,  oould  thej 
revisit  this  hall,  once  sacred  to  religion  ?  So  asked  I,  whilst  quietly 
looking  on  this  turbulent  scene.  The  Fdrster  knew  that  I  should  feel  ill 
at  ease  in  such  an  atmosphere,  and  made  but  a  brief  stay.  Who  are  these 
convivial  fellows  ?  Persons  from  Kreutznach,  and  from  the  neighboring 
villages,  who,  for  the  sake  of  a  Sunday  afternoon's  walk  or  ride,  resort 
hither  to  mingle  in  social  intercourse.  The  short  visit  to  this  drinking 
hall  spoiled  my  impressions  of  Sickingen's  Schloss.  It  was  a  charming 
afternoon,  and  the  road  winding  along  the  banks  of  Nahe  toward  Kreutz- 
nach,  was  lined  with  people  walking  and  in  cabs. 

We  returned  to  the  village  after  a  few  hours'  absence,  where  I  spent 
the  evening  in  the  quiet  home  of  my  uncle.  Indeed,  a  pleasing  Sabbath 
stillness  rested  on  the  entire  village.  In  the  afternoon  and  evening  no 
religious  services  of  any  kind  were  held.  Groups  of  people,  old  and 
young,  leisurely  strolled  through  the  village  forest,  and  among  the  green 
fields,  the  children  merrily  prattling  and  plucking  wayside  fiowers,  and 
the  older  people  engaging  in  innocent  conversation. 
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A  VILLAGE  PASTOR  IN   GERMANY. 

Pastor  Karl  L ,  b  a  gentlemaD  of  a  thorough  university  educa- 

tion,  and  of  fine  literary  taste.  He  is  the  only  Protestant  pastor  of  F ; 

has  heen  such  for  several  years.  All  the  Protestant  children  of  the  vil- 
lage are  compelled  to  attend  the  instructions  of  the  schoolmaster  of  the 
congregation.  He  gives  them  daily  religious  instruction  in  the  Cate- 
chism.    And  Pastor  L visits  the  school  and  examines  the  children 

in  the  catechism  two  or  three  times  a  week.  Every  Sunday  he  preaches 
once  in  the  village  church,  and  every  other  Sunday  afternoon,  in  the 
small  church  of  a  neighboring  hamlet.  He  knows  all  his  people,  old  and 
young,  by  name,  and  they  know  him.  Hb  salary  is  600  or  800  gulden. 
Although  a  gulden  is  only  forty  cents  in  our  money,  it  will  go  as  far  in 
Germany  as  a  dollar  will  with  us.  Besides  this,  he  has  the  use  of  a  com- 
modious parsonage  and  some  fifteen  acres  of  fertile  land.  He  receives 
his  whole  support  from  the  Government ;  all  the  church  members,  instead 
of  supporting  the  pastor  directly,  pay  their  taxes  to  the  State,  which  in 
turn  pays  their  spiritual  guide.  Thus^  his  support  is  always  secure, 
whether  the  people  like  him  or  not.  In  some  German  villages  not  one  in 
ten  of  the  people  attend  church,  and  yet  the  pastor  regularly  receives  his 
salary. 

Very  pleasant  are  my  recollections  of  Pastor  L and  his  amiable 

wife  and  sweet  children.  Three  children  they  had,  little  angels,  which 
seemed  not  yet  to  have  learned  evil.  They  lived  in  frugal  elegance.  Not 
a  carpet  in  the  whole  house ;  albeit,  some  of  the  floors  were  painted  or 
strewn  with  white  sand.  Their  hospitable  board,  void  of  needless. dis- 
play, contained  the  few  but  nutrient  dishes,  which  the  discreet  German 

housowife  so  well  knows  how  to  prepare.     Pastor  L was  well  booked 

in  the  religious  and  political  literature  of  his  nation,  in  discussing  which 
we  spent  many  an  agreeable  hour.  Now  and  then,  the  meek  lady  of  the 
house,  who  diligently  plied  her  knitting  needles,  would  gently  put  in  a 
question.  Thus  we  three,  and  the  three  innocents,  who,  with  subdued 
voice  and  sofl  tread,  engaged  in  their  gleeful  play,  formed  many  an  even- 
ing group,  which  I  still  with  joy  remember. 

**  Herr  Pfarrer,"  said  Mrs.  L ,  one  morning,  "  will  you  honor  us 

with  your  company  this  aflernoon,  on  a  little  ausflug  ?**  (Excursion.) 
"  Whither,  Frau  Pfarrerin  V*  (In  Germany  a  pastor's  wife  is  addressed 
by  her  husband's  title,  with  a  feminine  termination.)  <^  It  is  the  birth- 
day of  our  Ghurfiirst  (the  Grand  Duke  of  Hessen  Darmstadt),  which  we 
usually  celebrate,  in  a  neighboring  grove.'' 

On  a  wooded  hill,  a  mile  or  two  from  the  village,  we  met  a  select 
assemblage  of  about  a  hundred  people.  They  had  come  from  a  few  of 
the  nearest  villages,  bringing  their  pastors  with  them.  A  band  and  a 
choir  discoursed  sweet  music.  Groups  of  people  sat  under  the  shade 
trees  chatting  with  innocent  glee.  Young  men  and  maidens  strolled  arm- 
in-arm  through  the  grove.  Around  several  beer  kegs  less  refined  groups 
stood  with  mug  in  hand;  quaffing  theii  favorite  beverage.  Three  pastors, 
with  their  families,  and  a  village  physician,  with  two  intelligent  daughters, 
formed  a  select  group,  of  which  I  was  invited  to  form  a  part.    On  the 
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grassy  earth  we  sat,  all  aDbending  merrily  in  the  most  familiar  way.  Now 
and  then,  one  of  the  pastors  would  move  through  the  crowd,  to  greet  his 
members  aod  neighbors.  Men  and  boys,  without  exception,  took  off  their 
cape  as  he  approached,  and  he,  in  turn,  his  hat.  He  is  saluted  as  the 
Herr  Pfarrer  (Mr.  Pastor),  and  not  by  his  proper  name.  Towards  even- 
ing the  conversation  became  more  animated,  at  length  boisterous,  the 
result  of  the  beer.  Our  group  seemed  annoyed  by  the  scene.  The 
clergy  proposed  to  retire  homeward.  And  thus  ended  the  birth- day 
festival  of  the  Churfurst  of  Hessen  Darmstadt. 

'^To-morrow  we  have  a  Pastoral  Conference  at  Bosenheim,  I  invite  you 

*  hoffliohts  *  to  be  present,"  said  Pastor  L .     A  few  miles'  walk  over 

a  charming  road  brought  us.thither.  Five  ministers  met  at  the  house  of 
the  village  pastor  for  literary  and  social  intercourse.  One  read  an  essay 
on  the  diseases  of  the  pastoral  office  and  their  cure.  A  familiar  conver- 
sation followed  on  the  same  general  subject.  These  brethren  have  trials, 
of  which  we  American  pastors  are  happily  ignorant.  They  are  tram- 
melled by  State  regulations^  which  force  into  their  church  councils 
irreligious  officials.  '*  How  is  it  in  America  ?  How  do  you  govern  your 
churches  f  How  visit  your  people  ?  How  raise  your  salaries  ?"  With 
these  and  many  kindred  questions  did  they  ply  me. 

^^  How  much  better  it  is  in  America,"  they  all  exclaimed.  "  Herr 
Schreiber,"  exclaimed  one,  '^  write  these  points  on  our  minutes  for  future 
discussion."     The  inevitable  social  meal  or  dinner  was  not  lacking. 

Withal,  the  German  country  pastor  is  a  happy  man,  at  least,  he  ought 
to  be.  He  is  the  first  man  in  his  village.  He  is  honored  afler  a  certain 
style,  even  by  those  who  discard  his  ministrations.  Walking  the  streets 
of  F ,  with  my  friend,  his  presence  would  uncover  every  head,  him- 
self doffing  his  hat  most  ceremoniously  before  everybody.  He  knows  the 
secret  trials  and  joys  of  every  home;  can  call  every  village  child  by 
name.  He  lays  the  moulding  hand  of  his  office  on  the  souls  of  the  peo- 
ple, from  the  cradle  to  the  grave — ^from  the  baptism,  schooling  and  con- 
firmation of  the  child,  to  its  burial.  He  has  no  petty  clerical  rivalries, 
and  clerical  mountebanks  to  contend  with.  No  proselyting  sect  plants  its 
pilfering  conventicle  into  his  parish ;  no  wolf  of  this  kind  to  steal  his 
sheep.  Each  village  has  one  church,  and  one  pastor.  Whereas,  many 
towns  of  this  size  in  America  have  half  a  dozen  sickly  congregations, 
each  trying  in  part  to  steal  its  pasture  and  its  sheep  from  the  others. 
Correct  some  of  the  evils  existing  in  the  religious  and  state  regulations  of 
Germany,  and  give  their  flocks  ministers  who  are  as  skillfxil  pastors  as 
they  are  able  theologians,  and  the  Protestant  churches  of  the  fatherland, 
by  the  blessing  of  God,  might  be  made  a  Paradise  of  religious  pros- 
perity. 

A  blessing  on  my  friend  Pastor  L and  his  family.     I  can  yet  see 

him  as  we  parted  last,  on  the  market  square  of  the  ancient  city  of  Ober 
Jugelheim.  With  touching  tenderness  we  embraced  and  kissed  each 
other. 

His  last  word  was,  "Auf  Wiederseh'n."  Thence  he  retired  to  his  quiet 
country  parish,  and  I  roved  sadly  onward  through  *' the  wide,  wide 
world." 
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GOD'S  ACBE. 


I  know  a  quiet  burial-ground, 
Where,  on  their  last  low  bed, 

In  many  deep  and  secret  graves, 
A  Soul  has  laid  her  dead. 

It  is  no  place  of  church-yard  gloom, 
Where  nought  but  yew-trees  grow ; 

But  all  the  year  on  every  tomb 
Bright-colored  flowers  blow. 

And  He  who  sowed  them  comes  each  day, 

Nav,  even  every  hour — 
To  take  the  noxious  weeds  away. 

And  cherish  every  flower. 

And  oft,  as  now,  I  silent  stand, 

To  watch  His  husbandry, 
For  here  the  workings  of  His  hand 

Are  wonderful  to  see. 

So  strange  it  is — His  seed  upsprings, 
And  plants  grow  strong  and  hi^, 

E'en  on  the  graves  wherein  the  things 
That  Soul  most  hated  lie  I 

Here,  where  her  youthful  Haughtiness 

Was  buried  years  ago, 
Here  violets  of  Lowliness 

In  fullest  fragrance  grow. 

And  there,  where  with  such  royal  grace, 

Her  Truth's  white  lilies  rise, 
Is  but  the  cross-road  burial-place 

Where  felon  Falsehood  lies. 

And  herCf  where  now  her  rose-tree.  Love, 

Entwines  its  glowing  wreath, 
And  waves  so  ioyfally  above. 

Foul  Hatred  rots  beneath. 

And  so  on  all  her  graves  I  find. 

And  strange  it  is  to  me — 
He  plants  foir  flowers  of  just  the  kind 

Which  there  none  hoped  to  see. 

And  when  I  ask  her  why  'tis  so, 

She  never  plainly  tells. 
But  humbly  whispers  sou  and  low. 

In  little  parables. 
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I  asked  her  onl j  yesterday, 

And  she  replied  but  thus : 
The  strength  of  every  foe  we  slay 

All  passes  into  us, 
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KING  ETHELBEBT, 

AND   CHRISTIANITY  AMONG  THE  ANOLO-SAXONB. 

From  the  German  of  E,  Nbldechen. 

BY  L.   H.   8. 

The  Celtic  population  of  Britain,  which  had  come  from  the  slopes  of  the 
Himalaya  in  remote  antiquity  to  the  distant  western  island,  had  been  long 
won  over  to  the  religion  of  the  cross,  when  the  Germanic  tribes,  the 
Tutes,  Angles  and  Saxous,  invaded  the  country,  sword  in  hand  (445). 
An  attractive  prize  was  before  them  ;  London  was  a  place  of  considerable 
importance  even  in  the  time  of  Nero,  as  wag  York  in  that  of  Constan- 
tino. Christianity,  with  its  temporal  blessings  also,  had  found  a  safe  abode 
there,  since  the  reign  of  the  latter  Emperor. 

The  Eomans  had  already  withdrawn  (427),  when  the  Germans,  under 
Hengist  and  Horsa  arrived.  They  founa  a  very  degenerate  form  of  Chris- 
tianity in  fact  among  the  Britons,  which  was  continually  retrograding  in 
the  western  mountains.  For  a  century  and  a  half  thereafter  the  Ger- 
mans dwelt  there  as  heathens,  leaving  monumental  indications  of  the  same 
to  their  Christian  posterity ;  the  stone  of  Horsa  was  still  visible  in  East 
Kent  in  731.  The  glad  tidings  were  at  length  brought  to  the  heathen 
in  597  from  Borne ;  they  would  not  have  willingly  received  them  from 
neighbors  with  whom  they  were  at  deadly  enmity.  Ethelbert  of  Kent 
became  the  first  Christian  king.— A  young  warrior,  he  had  already  ex- 
tended his  dominion  over  the  East  Anglo-Saxons  to  the  Humber,  when 
he  sought  to  strengthen  his  power  by  a  foreign  alliance.  The  wife  of  his 
choice  was  Bertha,  the  niece  of  Chilperic,  a  descendant  of  that  Chlodo- 
wig,  who  had  formerly  (496)  bent  his  neck  before  Bishop  Remigius. 
Bertha's  uncle  was  not  favorable  to  a  heathen  alliance,  but  when  Ethel- 
bert assured  her  of  freedom  to  worship  in  her  father's  faith,  the  marriage 
was  consummated.  Liudhard,  a  bishop  of  the  Franks,  was  permitted  to 
accompany  the  Princess  and  even  to  consecrate  a  small  Christian  chapel 
in  heathen  Albion.  This  long  existing,  but  long  unused  house  of  (h>d 
bore  the  name  of  Saint  Martin  (born  in  336),  and  had  been  constructed 
during  the  Roman  times  of  Christianity  in  Britain.  This  was  the  state 
of  affairs,  when  those  forty  Boman  monks  (597)  landed  on  the  island  of 
Thanet  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  present  Eamsgate.  A  door  seemed 
to  have  been  opened,  but  the  old  German  heathenism  was  almost  un- 
broken. 

Woden  was  then,  not  considered  as  the  creator  and  ruler  of  the  world. 
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but  as  the  god  of  war  and  the  progenitor  of  their  kings.  Like  the  Phe- 
nician  Moloch  he  delighted  in  human  sacrifices^  and  all  those  slain  in 
battle  he  took  to  Valhalla.  And  like  the  god  so  were  the  people,  war 
was  their  delight;  a  piratical  mode  of  life  had  given  them  a  knowledge 
of  ^'  those  distant  coasts;''  highway  robbery  was  much  more  honorable 
for  them  than  thefl.  In  drinking  and  dice-throwing  the  old  furor  was 
sometimes  aroused ;  murder  and  deadly  encounters  were  not  unfrequent- 
ly  the  end  of  their  carousals.  Their  clothes  were  made  of  the  skins  of 
animals ;  on  New- Year's  night  they  practised  strange  masquerades,  in 
which  the  heroes  were  adorned  with  sheep's,  stags'  and  calves'  heads. 
Their  ideas  of  the  beautiful  were  singular  :  they  raised  the  skin  and  in- 
serted various  colored  substances  beneath  it,  as  so  many  of  the  heathen 
are  accustomed  now  to  do.  Their  food  was  fish,  which  they  caught  very 
awkwardly,  and  their  favorite  horse-flesh,  which  Augustine  opposed  in 
England,  as  Ansgar  did  afterwards  in  Sweden.  Their  drink  was  mead, 
for  wine  was  too  costly ;  it  was  the  drink  of  the  gods,  and  but  seldom  that 
of  heroes.  Their  dwellings  were  badly-constructed  wooden-houses,  and 
their  cities  were  small.  They  were  also  ignorant  of  the  arts  of  reading 
and  writing. 

The  natural  endowments  of  these  Anglo-Saxons  were  nevertheless  at- 
tractive. Ovid  may  have  sneered  at  their  ancestors,  then  living  in  Ger- 
many, on  account  of  *^  their  ruddy  features  covered  with  long  hair,"  but 
Bishop  Gregory  seems  more  appropriately  to  have  praised  their  '^  angel- 
like faces  surrounded  with  flaxen  hair."  Respect  for  woman,  and  hospi- 
tality were  their  ancient  German  inheritance.  Traces  of  the  infancy  of 
art  were  also  to  be  found.  Metrical  songs  were  in  use.  At  their  carou- 
sals the  warrior  struck  the  lyre  and  sang  a  song,  or  chanted  in  melan- 
cholio  strains  of  grief  for  the  slain,  or  of  the  fearful  ocean.  The  sweet 
gift  of  song  itself  had  a  tendency  to  elevate  them ;  and  when  the  carou- 
sal became  boisterous,  the  singer's  protest  was  heard  "  that  the  pleasure 
of  victory  shall  only  be  opened  to  heroes  in  the  halls  of  honor."  Further- 
more they  were  free  from  unnatural  vices,  and  we  are  reminded  of  St. 
Paul's  own  words  about  the  Gentiles  being  *'  a  law  unto  themselves." 

When  Augustine  reached  the  land  of  these  Germans,  he  sent  an  in- 
terpreter to  Ethelbert  to  announce  his  arrival  and  object.  The  king 
permitted  them  to  remain  and  ordered  them  to  be  entertained.  After 
a  few  days  the  King  came  and,  taking  a  place  out  of  doors,  granted  an 
interview  to  the  monks.  Fear  of  witchcraft  prevented  him  receiving 
them  in  any  house.  At  the  King's  command  the  monks  were  seated 
while  he  stood ;  their  doctrines  seemed  fair  but  at  the  same  time  novel 
and  unsafe,  and  he  could  not  forthwith  forsake  that  which  he,  with  all 
the  Angles,  had  so  long  followed.  It  was,  however,  stated  to  him,  that 
they  came  as  friends  from  a  distant  land,  and  that  they  certainly  desired 
to  give  instructions  touching  the  things  they  esteemed  true  and  excellent. 
He  was  ready  to  guard  them  from  molestation,  and  receive  them  in  good 
faith.  Liberty  of  speech  was  granted  the  messengers,  and  it  was  option- 
al with  his  people  to  receive  the  new  doctrines  or  not.  A  residence  was 
then  given  them  in  his  metropolis  of  Canterbury.  The  monks  took  pos- 
session of  the  same,  bearing  an  image  of  their  King  Christ,  and  singing. 
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In  a  short  time  the  King  himself  became  a  convert.  His  Christian 
wife,  the  conversion  of  all  the  Franks,  the  sacred  sweetness  of  the  new 
heavenly  truth,  the  unselfish  lives  of  the  monks,  all  must  have  had  some 
influence  in  the  formation  of  the  King's  resolution.  And  his  faith  bore 
fruit.  Soon  the  Cloister  and  Church  of  Canterbury  were  established,  the 
latter  beine  called  in  honor  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul.  The  stones 
of  the  Abbey  were  to  enshrine  many  blessings,  and  it  was  connected  then, 
as  in  our  days,  with  a  Missionary  Seminary.  At  length  Ethelbert's 
faith  shone  forth  more  beautiful  than  in  ecclesiastical  architecture ;  for, 
although  he  did  not  employ  force  in  the  conversion  of  his  subjects,  he  re- 
ceived the  brethren  who  became  such  of  their  own  accord  with  joy  ''as 
members  of  the  Heavenly  Kingdom.'' 

A  few  years  thereafter  this  '*  famous  son  "  received  a  fresh  stimulus 
from  "  Father  "  Gregory,  "  the  servant  of  the  servants  of  God."  He  was 
admonished  in  a  letter  to  extend  the  faith  among  the  people  entrusted  to 
him ;  '^  abolish  the  worship  of  idols,  destroy  the  heathen  temples ;  be- 
come pure  thyself,  diligently  admonish  others ;  warn,  attract,  reform  with 
zeal,  do  good  and  build  up."  Like  Constantino  of  blessed  memory,  he 
should  labor  to  excel  the  fame  of  his  predecessors.  Cleaning  himself 
from  all  stains,  he  would  approach  with  trusting  heart  the  awful  presence 
of  God.  He  should  *^  willingly  Ibten  to  the  instructions  of  Augustine, 
humbly  execute  them,  zealously  keep  them  in  memory."  He  was  re- 
minded of  the  end  of  all  things  :  he  might  have  to  endure  storms,  war, 
hunger,  pestilence,  earthquakes  and  other  horrors  from  heaven.  He 
should  not  fear,  but  become  familiar  with  death.  Presents  and  the  bless- 
ing of  St.  Peter  accompanied  the  letter." 

Bede  does  not  inform  us  whether  Ethelbert  made  any  practical  use  of 
the  specific  advice  of  Gregory  and  of  similar  advice  received  later  from 
Pope  Boniface.  He  died  (618)  twenty-one  years  after  the  landing  of  Augus^ 
tine,  in  the  56th  year  of  his  reign.  His  remains  were  deposited  in  the 
portico  of  St  Martin's  Church,  along^side  of  the  bones  of  his  wife  Ber- 
tha, who  had  died  before  him;  his  second  wife  survived  him.  The 
Church  of  his  land  long  after  his  death  eulogized  him,  because  he  had 
afforded  protection  to  its  bishops,  ministers  and  clobters  against  robbery 
and  violence.  The  code  of  laws  that  produced  such  effects,  he  had  bor- 
rowed from  Rome,  but  had  adapted  them,  with  the  aid  of  wise  men  of 
his  land,  to  English  requirements.  His  son  Eadbald  married  his  step- 
mother (1  Cor.  V.  1) ;  whether  his  father's  instructions  were  to  blame  for 
this  or  not,  is  a  difficult  matter  to  determine  now. 

In  Ethelbert  we  recognize  the  first  representative  of  the  Christianity 
of  his  people ;  hence  it  is  proper  to  connect  his  name  with  a  survey  of 
what  the  religion  of  the  Cross  had  accomplished  among  the  German 
maritime  people.  The  historical  mind  does  not  dream  indeed  of  an  Uto- 
pia here,  such  as  a  countryman  of  Ethelbert  described  long  afterwards 
in  glowing  colors.  He  who  recognizes  the  spots,  which  his  present  ex- 
perience still  detects  in  the  Bride  of  the  Lord,  cannot  expect  them  ab- 
sent in  those  days,  when  after  a  long  worship  of  idols  they  began  first  to 
put  on  the  garments  of  Christ.  Indeed,  when  several  centuries  after 
Ethelbert's  era  had  passed  away  (1051),  the  Anglo-Saxon  Aelfrio  made 
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complaint  of  the  numerous  traces  of  heathenism  that  were  even  then  re- 
maining, there  were  those  who  sought,  in  the  commencement  of  spring, 
hy  magic  arts  to  prolong  life  and  secure  health,  who  studied  the  light  of 
the  moon  and  regulated  their  journeys  hy  it,  who  were  superstitious 
ahout  days  and  feared  Monday  as  an  unlucky  day,  who  cursed  their  cattle 
because  these  belonged  to  the  Devil  and  such  curses  would  be  effective 
as  blessings,  who  said  "  they  must  fulfil  their  destiny  as  though  God 
would  urge  any  one  to  evil  deeds." 

But  the  night  passed  away  and  the  day  came  on.  A  manhood,  rooted 
in  Christ,  ameliorated  the  fearful  serfdom  of  early  times,  even  if  it  did 
not  wholly  close  up  this  deep  wound  of  social  life.  No  Anglo-Saxon 
dare  purchase  his  countrymen  any  longer;  even  the  rights  of  children 
were  ensured  against  the  arbitrariness  of  parents  (Mai.  iv.  6).  Chris- 
tian piety,  although  in  a  monastic  garb,  took  hold  of  the  heart.  The 
Anglo-Saxon  Church  furnished  an  apostle  to  the  Germans  and  supplied 
the  mature  fruit  of  its  commendable  cultivation  to  the  mother-country. 

As  regards  particulars :  Augustine  had  already  enjoined  infant  Bap- 
tism. Aelfric  also  considered  its  introduction  as  a  necessity.  "  Let  us 
reflect,"  he  says,  **  what  we  have  promised  God  at  our  baptism.  It  is 
asked :  how  so  ?  promised  ?  what  can  a  child  promise  ?"  And  he  re- 
verts to  antiquity :  the  baptized  adults  then  indeed  renounced  the  Devil 
and  expressly  devoted  themselves  to  Christ,  but  now  the  faith  of  the  pa- 
rents is  accepted  instead  of;  and  as  security  for,  the  child.  The  reason 
for  early  baptism  is  this,  to  wit,  that  we  do  not  know  whether  the  child 
will  ever  grow  up  to  adult  age.  The  solemnization  of  marriage  was  in- 
fluenced by  some  of  the  old,  national  customs  that  had  been  enlivened 
by  the  Church  with  a  new  spirit.  According  to  the  old  custom,  the  pa- 
rents or  guardians  of  the  bride  received  a  sum  of  money  from  the  bride- 
groom, a  present  was  made  to  the  bride  herself,  and  a  jointure  was  de- 
termined upon  at  the  betrothal.  The  latter  was  not  binding,  if  its  an- 
nulment was  accompanied  with  a  fixed  forfeiture,  for  which  reason  those 
precontracts,  that  played  so  important  a  role  in  the  history  of  Henry  Y III, 
had  the  sanction  of  great  antiquity.  The  ceremonies  took  place  three 
days  before  the  consummation  of  the  marriage  (Tobit  viii.  4).  Bride 
and  bridegroom  came  with  their  attendants  to  the  Church.  The  Priest 
took  the  ring;  blessed  it  with  prayer,  gave  it  to  the  bridegroom,  who 
placed  it  upon  the  middle-finger  of  the  left  hand  of  his  bride.  There- 
upon the  Priest  said :  "  May  God  the  Father  bless,  Jesus  Christ  pre- 
serve, the  Holy  Ghost  shine  upon  you."  Then  the  pair  presented  them- 
selves at  the  altar,  kneeling  on  the  lowest  step,  while  a  purple-robe  was 
held  extended  over  them.  The  Priest  turned  to  them  and  with  up- 
lifted hands,  pronounced  the  nuptial  benediction.  The  loveliness  of 
Rachel,  the  wisdom^f  Rebecca,  the  faith  and  old  age  of  Sarah  were  in- 
voked for  the  bride.  At  the  close  the  Priest  pronounced  the  blessing 
also  upon  the  bridegroom,  who  followed  with  a  kiss  to  the  bride,  and  both 
then  partook  of  the  Lord's  Supper.  It  must  be  admitted,  however,  that, 
in  spite  of  this,  married  life  was  considered  more  imperfect  than  the 
single  state.  Bede,  in  the  Homilies,  has,  it  is  true,  some  emphatic  ex- 
pressions of  dissatisfaction  with  those  who  prided  themselves  on  the  lat- 
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ter  conditioo,  and  directs  their  attention  to  the  marriage  in  Cana ;  and 
Aelfric  refers  not  only  to  the  fact  that  Bede  considered  virginity,  widow- 
hood, and  the  married  estate  as  representing  progressive  steps  in  the 
scale  of  honor,  but  insisted  upon  it  that  the  ratio  of  rewards  laid  down 
in  Matt.  xiii.  8,  indicated  their  respective  heavenly  rewards.  At  fune- 
rals there  were  also  traces  of  heathen  customs.  As  now  with  the  cog- 
nate Saxons  in  Siebenbtirgen  loud  wailings  for  the  deceased  are  customa- 
ry, a  paucity  of  words  indicates  lack  of  feelin^^  and  one  goes  to  the  fo- 
•  neral  only  to  hear  how  "  beautifully"  or  **  shamefully"  the  dead  has  been 
bewailed,  so  the  old  Saxons,  just  escaped  from  heathenism,  mourned  as 
those  who  had  no  hope,  and  not  unfrequently,  in  the  fullness  of  their 
grief,  disfigured  their  faces.  An  opposite  custom  is  also  mentioned  )  fu- 
neral feasts  with  **  heathen  songs"  and  uproarious  laughter  were  the  ob- 
jects of  priestly  reproof.  There  was  another  feature  more  innocent,  the 
women  were  accustomed  to  prepare  the  burial  linen  with  great  zeal,  and 
costly  materials  were  used  to  dress  the  body  for  the  last  journey  as  though 
for  some  earthly  journey.  Candles  borne  by  the  clergy  belonged  to  the 
splendor  of  the  funeral  ceremonies,  although  these  were  less  common 
than  later  in  the  Middle  Ages.  A  beautiful  custom  of  distributing  alms 
to  the  poor  at  the  funeral  also  existed. 

Latin  was  preferred  in  public  worship  :  the  Gospel  and  Epistle  were 
read  indeed  in  the  Anglo-Saxon,  the  sermon  was  generally  delivered  in 
the  language  of  the  people,  but  the  whole  of  the  Liturgy  was  in  the  lan- 
guage of  Rome.  In  the  midst  of  an  English  sermon,  Latin  apologies  ad- 
dressed to  the  intelligent  hearers  must  have  sounded  strangely,  apologi- 
zing, for  instance,  for  the  tediousness  of  their  account  of  the  story  of 
Job  because  of  the  ignorance  of  the  masses.  How  rich  the  sermons 
were  in  mere  verbal  explanations  may  be  seen  when  we  learn  that  Aelfric 
connected  a  comparison  of  the  character  of  languages  with  the  word 
*^  Hallelujah  1"  *'  No  tongue  is  so  sublime  as  the  Hebrew  !  Latin  sounds 
more  abject,  more  humble,  therefore,  use  Latin  atone  in  times  of  fasting." 
The  Latin  Bible  was  naturally  closed  to  the  people :  this  very  conceal- 
ment was  pointed  at  by  the  Priests  with  expressions  of  satisfaction. 
Nevertheless  it  was  unwillingly  acknowledged  that  the  Latin  did  not  pre- 
vent heresy :  *^  Heretical  books  both  in  English  and  Latin  are  to  be  had." 
The  dividing-lines  between  Priest  and  Laity  were  sharply  defined  in  their 
sermons:  ''that  is  sufficient  for  you  laymen, — the  secret  things  are  not  for 
you." 

The  celebration  of  Sunday  was  protected  by  law.  Labor  in  the  gar- 
den or  woods,  framing  timber  and  erecting  houses,  weaving  and  washing 
were  expressly  forbidden ;  also  wool  combing  and  sheep-shearing.  But 
such  protection  did  not  prevent  More  in  his  Utopia  from  looking  at  the 
consumers  of  mutton  in  cities  and  villages  as  contributing  to  a  national 
misfortune,  to  wit^  the  conversion  of  arable  land  into  pasture  for  sheep- 
breeding,  nor  the  enactment  of  Henry  VIII,  that  forbade  such  perilous 
exclusive  appropriation  of  arable  land.  The  preparation  of  meals,  and 
unavoidable  journeys  were  expressly  permitted :  the  strictness  of  Scottish 
law  was  never  enjoined  upon  the  Angles  and  Saxons. 

As  regards  annual  festivals,  Palm-Sunday  and  Candlemas-day  were  al- 
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ways  kept.  The  latter,  February  2d,  as  is  known,  partly  obtained  its 
peculiarities  from  heathen  Rome  (Luperoalia  and  Amburvalia).  Strange, 
that  the  Christian  Heptarchy  was  so  closely  bound  to  the  central  point  of 
the  Church,  that  even  the  heathen  Roman  element  existing  in  its  Chris- 
tian conceptions  was  transplanted  along  with  them,  and  that  these  coun- 
terbalanced the  weight  of  the  prevailing  faith  in  Woden.  The  Roman 
Church  substituted  the  consecration  of  candles  and  processions  with 
them,  for  the  torch-light  processions  of  heathen  Rome,  and  in  conse- 
quence of  a  strong  tendency  to  similarity,  thb  scion  was  also  grafted  into 
the  other  wild  olive  tree  of  German  heathenism.  ^^  On  this  day,"  says 
AelfriCy  referring  exclusively  to  the  Biblical  factor  of  the  festival,  "  we 
carry  our  candles  to  Church  so  that  we  may  have  them  blessed ;  then  we 
proceed  to  the  religious  houses,  singing  the  prescribed  hymn.  Although 
many  are  not  able  to  sing,  still  they  can  carry  a  candle  ;  to-day  the  Sa- 
viour carried  the  true  light  to  the  temple."  On  Palm-Sunday  a  similar 
piece  of  symb  dism  was  employed,  although  of  pure  Christian  origin. 
Foggy  England,  separated  from  the  rest  of  the  globe,  then  needed  a  large 
supply  of  palm  branches ;  and  this  may  have  perhaps  presented  no  less 
a  difficulty  than  the  regular  supply  of  wine  for  the  laity  did  in  cold  Swe- 
den in  post-reformation  times.  The  Anglo-Saxon  Priests  standing  up  on 
Palm-Sunday,  blessed  the  branches  and  distributed  them  among  the 
people.  "  The  servants  of  God  sing  the  hymn  the  Jews  sang.  We  imi- 
tate the  believing  Jews :  the  palm  betokens  victory,  and  Christ  is  victo- 
rious." 

Pilgrimages  were  in  great  favor.  All  the  Germans  were  fond  of  travel, 
but  the  Anglo-Saxons  were  peculiarly  so.  The  principal  point  of  attrac- 
tion was  the  Holy  Land ;  its  great  distance,  the  government  of  infidels  in 
the  sacred  places,  the  strange  tongues  of  the  lands  through  which  they 
had  to  pass,  could  not  suppress  the  pious  inclination.  A  kinsman  of 
Wilfried,  afterwards  Bishop  of  Eichstddt,  undertook  this  pilgrimage. 
Greater  numbers  were  attracted  to  Rome  on  account  of  its  nearness. 
Charlemagne  and  Conrad  had  successively  promised  protection  on  the 
dangerous  journey  But  they  could  not  remove  all  the  danger.  Boni- 
face complained  of  the  dissolute  women,  whose  deep  degradation  was 
displayed  in  Lombardy ;  and  not  unfrequently  the  expiatory  pilgrimages 
resulted  in  gross  licentiousness.  The  remains  of  Thomas,  the  Martyr,  at 
home,  presented  no  object  for  a  more  safe  Summer  excursion,  and  the 
attraction  from  abroad  presented  by  those  of  St.  Jago,  the  Saint  of  Com- 
postella,  which  in  the  beginning  of  the  great  Reformation  attracted  so 
many  pilgrim-ships  from  English  posts,  was  but  slight,  since  visits  to 
them  were  under  the  control  of  special  laws  with  the  view  of  preventing 
the  transmission  of  public  secrets  and  the  exportation  of  money. 

The  condition  of  the  slaves  was  slightly  ameliorated,  although  still 
somewhat  severe ;  the  beginning  of  the  abolition  of  the  shameful  institu- 
tion was  at  hand.  Already  under  the  heathen  government  of  Rome, 
prominent  Christians  had  manumitted  thousands  of  slaves,  and  such 
manumission  had  received  the  sanction  of  the  Church ;  something  of  a 
similar  character  took  place  here  also.  At  a  Synod,  held  in  Oalciuth,  it 
was  unanimously  resolved,  that  at  the  death  of  each  Prelate  all  the  sUves 
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of  English  birth,  acquired  by  his  Church  during  his  administration, 
should  be  set  free,  a  custom  similar  to  one  that  prevailed  in  Rome. 

But  no  condition  was  so  thoroughly  inwoven  with  the  cultus  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  people  as  that  of  monasticism ;  in  it  rested  the  roots  of 
Anglo  Saxon  Christianity.  It  is  true,  there  was  not  the  great  variety  of 
Monks  that  afterwards  existed  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Mendicant  friars 
black  and  gray,  white  Carmelites,  black  and  white  Carthusians,  Tem- 
plars of  the  Red  Cross,  and  Knights  of  St.  John  with  the  White  Cross, 
these  were  strange  to  the  dawn  of  monasticism.  But  the  Rule  of  Bene- 
dict with  the  peculiarities  of  Gregory  had  come  to  England  along  with 
Augustine.  And  at  a  later  period  there  was  a  rivalry  between  the  noble 
Aidan  of  lona,  and  Lindisfarne,  which  latter  soon  became  in  the  East 
what  lona  was  in  the  West.  How  attractive  to  the  people  were  these 
excellent  monks  ! 

As  St.  Patrick  once  invited  Ireland  by  the  beatini^  of  drums  to  the 
preaching  of  the  Word,  so  the  Abbot  Aldhelm  of  Malmesbury  attracted 
these  people  by  the  playing  of  a  harp  to  the  way  of  the  Cross,  and  the 
sweet  sounds  of  the  organ  were  heard  before  the  commencement  of  the 
service.  Kings  emulated  each  other  in  the  founding  of  Cloisters ;  many 
celebrated  Abbeys  of  this  early  Christian  period  disappeared  in  the  gene- 
ral destruction  of  the  monastic  life.  Among  these  may  be  mentioned 
that  of  Wonichcombe  in  what  is  now  Gloucestershire,  founded  in  811  by 
Coinulf  of  Mercia,  who  set  free  his  prisoner,  the  King  of  Kent,  upon 
the  steps  of  the  altar  of  its  Chapel,  at  its  consecration.  Founded  a  sec- 
ond time  in  985,  this  important  Cloister  fell  in  the  reign  of  Henry  YIII, 
by  the  advice  of  "  the  Commissioner  of  the  West."  Still  more  im- 
portant were  those  of  Glastonbury  in  the  Wiest,  and  Westminster  in  the 
East :  both  boasting  Anglo-Saxon  Princes  as  their  founders.  The  great 
reputation  of  these  Abbeys  soon  gave  them  enormous  wealth,  and  when 
at  length  their  end  was  decreed,  their  income  was  said  to  have  been  4000 
pounds  sterling.  The  names  of  Benson  of  Westminster  and  Whiting  of 
Glastonbury  are  connected  with  their  tragical  dissolution.  In  Glaston- 
bury there  were  specially  dear  remembrances  connected  with  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  times;  there  Saint  Dunstan  commenced  his  reform  of  the  Monas- 
teries, there  be  imparted  his  firht  instructions  to  the  Irish  Monks,  thence 
he  was  called  to  the  Primacy  of  England.  So  princely  were  its  sur- 
roundings, that  the  four  great  parks  of  the  Abbey  were  considered  by 
^Hhe  Commissioners  of  the  West''  as  only  suited  for  a  King.  But 
Westminster  recalls  to  mind  a  peculiar  institution,  which  was  founded  in 
Anglo-Saxon  times  and  had  taken  such  deep  root  that  it  survived  even 
the  overthrow  of  that  venerable  Abbey,  the  place  of  refuge.  The  Old 
Testament  (Deut.  iv.  41-43)  and  classic  heathen  origin  of  this  institu- 
tion is. very  manifest.  It  was  quite  general  in  the  Christian  Roman  Em- 
pire, after  Theodosius^  and  thence  it  was  transplanted  among  the  Anglo- 
Saxons.  And  surely,  in  the  days  of  bloody  self-defence,  which  infant 
Christianity  could  not  magically  eradicate,  it  must  have  been  a  blessing 
for  a  criminal  to  be  at  first  protected  from  the  rage  of  the  injured  or  the 
fury  of  relatives.  Indeed  the  wisdom  of  the  great  King  Alfred  (901), 
gradually  extended  the  length  of  the  protection  from  three  days,  to  sev- 
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en  and  nine,  and  finally  forty  days,  during  which  each  Parish  Church 
could  afford  protection  to  offenders.  But  whilst  there  were  certain  classes 
of  criminals  debarred  from  protection  in  the  ordinary  places  of  refuge,  as 
for  instance  highway  robbers,  Westminster  had  the  distinctive  privilege 
of  extending  protection  to  all.  So  it  soon  came  to  pass,  that  the  boldest 
malefactor  might  have  his  place  of  refuge,  prowl  through  the  streets  a 
terror  to  all,  and  yet  retire  to  his  protection,  unpunished  for  his  new 
crimes ;  and  so  tenaciously  was  this  institution  of  Anglo-Saxon  days  re- 
tained, that  even  the  Reform- Parliament  (1529-1536),  in  true  obstinate 
English  love  for  sacred  antiquity,  allowed  the  place  of  refuge  at  West- 
minster to  continue  in  its  immediate  neighborhood. 

Let  us  glance  at  Anglo  Saxon  architecture,  in  closing.  Here  Wil- 
fried's  name  is  prominent,  the  same  Wilfried  who  when  an  exile  from 
York,  established  Chinstianity  in  Sussex  (668).  It  was  he  who  covered 
the  Cathedral  of  York  with  a  lead  roof,  and  introduced  gla8<*-window8 
instead  of  linen  curtains.  The  Abbey  of  Hexham  on  the  borders  of 
Scotland  was  his  last  much-admired  work.  As  Solomon  brought  his 
workmen  from  Tyre,  so  VV  ilfried  his  builders  from  Rome :  it  was  boldly 
stated  that  there  was  nothing  more  beautiful  than  Hexham  this  side  of 
the  Alps.  After  a  thousand  years  its  old  magnificence  had  indeed  dis- 
appeared,  when  Lee,  the  opponent  of  Erasmus,  sat  in  Wilfried's  chair, 
but  he  was  ready  to  break  a  lance  for  the  preservation  of  the  old  ^'  Ha- 
guhtald"  that  had  extended  its  peace  and  blessing  during  the  border- 
wars,  and  was  not  willing  that  its  architectural  grandeur  should  go  to 
ruin. 

In  the  days  of  the  Reformation  an  opinion  was  held  adverse  to  Anglo- 
Saxon  Christianity.  Bale,  Bishop  of  Ossory,  who  was  of  the  number  of 
those  exiled  under  bloody  Mary,  and  Parker,  the  teacher  of  Elizabeth, 
who  was  made  by  her  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  expressed  the  opinion, 
that  England  in  the  sixth  century  had  only  received  panegyrists  of 
Romish  customs,  but  nlot  ministers  of  the  faith.  Such  an  opinion  was 
manifestly  given  in  the  heat  of  the  fight,  of  the  good  fight.  But  when 
one  recognizes  Christ  as  the  beginning  and  end,  when  one  is  not  so 
blinded  as  to  extol  Christ  our  Lord  as  appearing  in  something  wholly 
new  in  the  work  of  our  blessed  Reformation,  he  can  by  careful  examina- 
tion among  the  Angles  and  the  Saxons,  find  even  in  Ethelbert's  house 
costly  pearls  to  rejoice  his  heart;  if  there  are  not  contained  forces  in 
monastic  robes,  our  glance  must  be  more  free  and  the  treasures  more  in- 
corruptible which  have  been  the  results  of  guidance  from  on  high. 


Memory  and  Action. — Memory  presides  over  the  past;  action  over 
the  present.     The  first  lives  in  a  rich  temple  hung  with  glorious  trophies, 
and  lined  with  tombs ;  the  other  has  no  shrine  but  duty,  and  walkis  the 
earth  like  a  spirit. 
12 
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AS  IT  WAS. 


BT   MART   ELLEN. 


IConolxided  from  lad  Number.'] 

EDUCATIONAL. 

Id  proportion  to  nambers,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  that  in  this  regard, 
they  are  in  advance  of  the  Northern  section  of  the  Charch.  Especially, 
is  this  true  of  female  edncation.  If  not  in  realisation,  it  expresses  itself 
in  their  ardent  aspirations.  Youth  seemed  to  lay  hold  of  their  opporta* 
nities  for  instruction,  as  of  a  prise,  ready  to  elude  their  grasp.  To  use  a 
North  Carolina  provincialism,  the  public  schools  were  <^  of  no  account;" 
hence  parents  were  called  upon  to  make  greater  sacrifices  for  their  child- 
ren. Upon  such  the  influence  of  pastors  and  earnest  laymen  was  such  as 
almost  to  compel  an  acquiescence  on  the  side  of  duty.  In  thb,  pastors 
themselves  took  the  lead,  and  example  goes  farther  than  precept.  When 
a  pastor  attaches  importance  to  the  educational  interests  of  his  family,  the 
leaven  generally  permeates  his  entire  flock.  One  faithful  laborer  opened 
a  school  himself,  in  order  to  afford  nurture  to  the  lambs  of  his  fold,  in- 
cluding those  of  his  own  household.  Earnestly  he  thus  strove  to  lead 
them  to  the  "  Higher  Life."  A  minbter's  wife  plied  her  needle  (sewing 
machines  were  yet  a  rarity)  day  after  day,  to  enable  her  to  increase  their 
small  income  sufficiently  to  educltte  a  family  of  daughters.  This  seemed 
to  be  the  burden  of  her  hopes  The  family  of  another,  in  straitened  eir- 
cumstanoes,  actually  denied  themselves,  to  furnish  wherewith  to  supply 
the  necessary  amount  to  enable  one  of  their  number,  in  turn,  to  obtain 
this  coveted  boon.  It  has  been  our  happy  privilege  to  assist  in  teaching 
the  ^*  young  idea  "  in  hundreds  of  instances ;  yet  we  have  failed  to  see  any- 
where, a  greater  amount  of  enthusiasm  in  the  class  room.  Their  advan- 
tages were  necessarily  more  circumscribed,  and  "  Blessings  brighten  as 
they  take  their  flight."  If  possible,  it  would  seem  as  though  these  privi- 
leges were  afforded  too  abundantly  in  some  more  highly  favored  localities, 
or  purchased  too  cheaply;  else  why  so  much  neglect  in  way  of  apprecia- 
tion? 

A  daughter  of  a  deceased  Reformed  minister  expressed  ardent  desins 
to  have  an  education.  She  was  talented;  but  her  widowed  mother  ould 
not  assist  her  in  procuring  the  much  longed  for  blessing.  The  whole  Re- 
formed oommuaity  became  interested.  One  lady  came  forward  nobly,  and 
said,  ^*I  will  board  her  gratis;"  another,  '*I  will  furnish  her  books,"  and 
the  teacher  offered  her  tuition,  free  of  charge.  The  message  was  forward- 
ed to  the  daughter,  but  her  mother  lamented  her  inability  to  cultivate  her 
few  acres  of  ground  without  the  assistance  of  this,  her  elder  child.     Ar- 
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rangements  were  sabsequeotly  made,  but  national  oommotions  put  an  end 
to  their  being  carried  out.  Since  that,  a  touching  letter  has  been  received 
from  a  noble-hearted  young  woman  of  that  locality,  which  goes  to  verify 
what  has  been  stated.  *^  Oh  V  said  she,  "  next  to  the  death  of  dear 
friends,  do  I  sadly  regret  the  loss  of  an  education,  as  a  result  of  the  diffi- 
culties of  the  past  few  years.''  Though  teaching  at  the  time,  she  felt  the 
want  of  still  greater  efficiency  in  order  to  act  well  her  part  as  an  instructor 
of  others.  .  Some  remarkable  instances  might  here  be  cited,  too,  with  ref- 
erence to  the  earnestness  of  certain  young  men.  These  only  prove  the 
extent  of  the  work  in  the  North  Carolina  Classis,  and  the  field,  we 
have  learned,  has  been  increased,  and  is  now  ready.  In  the  Sunday-school 
the  same  spirit  was  apparent.  No  task  seemed  too  much.  All  was  re- 
garded as  a  happy  privilege.  An  instance  or  two  will  illustrate  our  point. 
In  our  Sunday-school  was  a  young  daughter  of  a  neighboring  minister. 
His  family  was  large  and  its  support  meagre.  This  little  girl  did  not  wish 
to  draw  her  class  donations  from  that  source.  She  spent  her  leisure  mo- 
ments from  school,  in  knitting  fancy  articles,  for  which  she  readily  found 
purchasers.  The  proceeds  she  cheerfully  put  in  the  charity  collection. 
Another  young  lady  of  amiable  disposition  and  general  worth,  had  early 
consecrated  herself  to  her  '*  Faithful  Saviour,  to  whom  she  felt  she  be< 
longed;'' for  be  it  remembered,  these  examples  are'  all  from  those  who 
received  their  religious  instruction,  as  based  upon  that  inestimable  answer 
of  the  Heidelberg  Catechism.  It  was  her  custom,  and  seemed  her  plea- 
sure also,  to  go  into  the  by  ways  and  lanes,  and  gather  in  the  little  igno- 
rant, neglected  children  of  some  of  the  wretched  homes  of  the  poorer 
classes  of  North  Carolina,  of  which  colporteurs  tell  us  so  much.  She 
would  bring  them  from  their  miserable  abodes  personally,  and  gently  lead 
them  to  her  class.  So  uncertain  was  their  return  that  she  was  obliged  to 
follow  them  Sabbath  after  Sabbath. 

CAMP  MEETINGS. 

It  will  surprise  some  of  our  youthful  *'  Guardian  "  readers,  to  be  told 
of  Camp-meetings,  as  held  under  the  auspices  of  the  Reformed  Church, 
and  its  sister  denomination,  the  Presbyterian.  They  differed,  however^ 
i'rom  those  commonly  conducted  by  the  Methodists,  North  and  South. 
Properly  speaking,  it  was  a  *M/hurch  Jubilee/'  or  reunion,  in  which  sev- 
eral charges  joined,  their  pastors  sharing  the  labors.  There  was  nothing 
unusual  in  the  mode  of  conducting  the  services — no  excitement  whatever. 
A  sermon  was  preached,  morning,  afterooon  and  night,  with  a  prayer- 
meeting  twice  a  day.  The  intervals  were  spent  in  a  quiet,  social  way. 
Their  tents  were  of  a  permanent  character,  constructed  of  boards.  The 
camp  grounds  thus  became  a  ^*  fixture  '*  in  the  community.  The  large 
audience  tent  occupied  the  centre,  whilo  around  it,  in  regular  order,  were 
the  family  tents,  one  of  which,  sometimes,  answered  for  a  whole  family 
connection^  as  representing  a  '^settlement."  They  contained  reception 
and  dining  rooms,  with  chambers  in  regular  pioneer  style  of  architecture. 
The  cooking  was  done  by  the  negroes  without.  They,  too,  by  the  way, 
had  their  oamp-meetiag  afVer  their  own  tasres,  in  the  rear  of  the  main 
eucampment.     The  sale  of  provision  on  the  ground  was  not  permitted  at 
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all.  The  food  was  brought  in  wagODS,  id  daily  supplies,  from  the  homes 
of  those  there  represented.  In  a  word  everything  was  done  ^'deoentlj  and 
in  order."  When  we  consider  the  thinlj  settled  condition  of  the  country, 
in  comparison  with  ours,  we  are  disposed  to  lay  aside  our  prejudices  con- 
cerning "  German  Reformed  Camp- meetings." 

BURYING    GROUNDS. 

It  is  with  emotions  of  sadness  that  we  recall  the  appearance  of  some  spots 
which  served  as  the  final  resting  places  of  their  dead ;  from  which  their 
loved  ones  will  '^  rbe  to  meet  their  Lord  in  the  air."  Presume  nothing 
tests  the  moral  sensibilities  of  a  community,  or  congregation  if  you  please, 
as  does  care  or  neglect  of  their  '*  God's  Acre."  This  is  a  matter  claiming 
too  little  attention  everywhere,  out  of  our  larger  cities  or  towns.  The 
Moravians  are  an  exception.  They  are  a  people  who  manifest  a  keen 
sense  of  propriety  in  things  touching  the  finer  feelings  of  our  nature. 
Generally  speaking,  burying  grounds  are  the  most  neglected  plots  in  rural 
districts — perfect  thickets  of  brambles — not  those  attractive  spots,  which, 
by  their  very  loveliness,  soothe  the  mourning  heart  and  raise  the  droop- 
ing, crushed  spirit,  by  inviting  thoughts  of  that  ''  Land  of  pure  delight, 
where ^cwrerg  {mmortal  bloom."  In  the  section  of  country  about  which 
we  have  been  speaking,  great  carelessness  existed  in  this  particular. 
Many  burial  grounds  differed  little  from  the  surrounding  fields.  A  deso- 
late, sombre  picture  for  heart  memories  to  dwell  upon.  Their  mode  of 
conveying  their  dead  to  the  tomb  was  often  of  a  primitive  character. 
Trust  it  is  no  longer  **  il«  it  Wa$**  in  that  respect.  I  might  here  add, 
that  some  few  family  burying  grounds,  such  as  were  common  here  many 
years  since,  are  better  fenced  and  more  care  bestowed  upon  them.  Near 
larger  towns,  there  as  here,  beautiful  cemeteries  were  seen. 

LOCAL   AMUSEMENTS. 

Every  locality  has  its  provincial  sports  or  pastimes.  So  here — the  fa- 
vorite of  which  was,  ^^  netting  partridijes**  In  this  recreation,  persons  of 
both  sexes  and  all  a^es  seemed  to  take  delight.  The  staid  parson,  for  ex- 
ample, would  here  find  relaxation  of  a  health-giving  kind ;  while  the  young 
gave  outlet  to  their  overflowing  vitality.  A  damp,  dull  day  was  considered 
best  for  ^'netting"  The  birds  were  not  so  prone  to  fly.  It  was  customary 
to  go  either  singly  or  in  companies;  when  sport  was  the  end  sought,  the 
latter  mode  was  employed.  A  large  net,  with  wings,  so  to  speak,  was 
used  for  trapping  them.  A  bevy  was  sought,  and  when  started,  the  net 
was  staked  some  distance  in  advance,  with  its  wings  so  spread  as  to  take 
in  as  large  a  scope  as  possible.  The  pursuers,  on  horseback,  would  then 
slowly  urge  them  forward,  until  within  the  limits  of  the  wings.  If  suc- 
cessful, the  birds  dart  rapidly  into  the  net,  as  though  it  were  a  place  of 
shelter.  One  of  the  number  would  quickly  dismount,  close  the  net,  and 
the  game  was  secured.  The  excitement  is  apt  to  grow  intense  as  the  pros- 
pect of  capturing  the  prize  brightens.  They  sometimes  fly  en  n>at9e^  j  ust 
as  their  eager  pursuers  had  hoped  to  have  them  safely  '^  netted." 

We  were  told,  by  good  authority,  that  success  was  rare  when  ladies 
were  in  the  company.     They  made  patient,  persevering  drivers;  but  when 
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iilence  was  absolutely  reqaisite^  their  eothusiasm  would  burst  all  restraint^ 
and  away  the  bird  would  fly.  They  would  have  the  iDvigorating  advan- 
tages of  the  chase,  but  invariably  lost  the  game.  Hence,  when  sport  was 
the  object,  the  company  of  ladies  was  solicited ;  but  when  game  was  to  be 
the  result,  the  gentlemen  were  apt  to  **  silently  steal  away." 

We  would  suggest  to  those  care-worn,  overtaxed  ministers;  who  annu- 
ally look  forward  in  hope,  towards  their  ^^  vacation,"  that  they  postpone 
it  until  the  autumn  months,  then  try  ^'  netting  partridges,"  in  company 
with  their  ministerial  brethren  of  North  Carolina  Classis,  and  their  hos- 
pitable parishioners.  They  would  thus  cheer  those  of  their  own  spiritual 
household,  while  they  themselves  would  reap  a  rich  reward  in  the  re8to- 
ration  of  exhausted  energies.  "  Ah  I"  says  one,  "  but  I  prefer  to  inhale 
the  breeze  'of  the  *  mountains/  or  quaff  the  health-restoring  draught  of 
my  favorite  'springs.'"  In  Western  N.  C  are  both  mountains  and  medi- 
oinal  springs,  which  offer  their  benefits,  almost  without  money  or  price, 
in  comparison  with  the  extortions  of  more  fashionable  haunts. 

The  ladies,  too,  have  their  amusement,  in  way  of  compeusation.  We 
here  refer  to  "  dipping."  or  rubbing  snuff;  a  custom  peculiar  to  the  South- 
ern country.  It  is  pre  eminently  feminine^  and  the  effect  produced  is 
similar  to  that  resulting  from  opium  or  any  other  stimulant  of  that  nature. 
In  order  to  take  a  place  in  a  social  circle  to  *'dip,"  it  was  necessary  to  be 
furnished  with  a  box  of  snuff,  and^a  little  brush  made  by  chewing  one  end 
of  a  small  piece  of  wood,  by  means  of  which,  the  snuff  was  rubbed  on  the 
teeth;  to  which  it  was  highly  deleterious.  While  there  were  very  many 
ladies  whose  breaths  were  never  thus  polluted;  yet  this  strange  custom  was 
not  confined  to  the  lower  classes.  Young  school  misses  would  evade  the 
eye  of  their  teacher,  and  in  some  instances  little  girls  that  of  their  pa- 
rents, long  enough  for  a  miniature  *'dip."  Our  initiation  into  a  ^'dipping" 
scene  is  still  vivid  in  our  memory.  The  person  representing  it,  was  a  lady 
of  no  ordinary  endowments  and  culture.  She  had  entertained  us  accord- 
ing to  the  standard  which  had  ever  been  the  boast  of  the  ^'  first  families  " 
of  the  South.  As  the  evening  passed,  and  our  energies  began  to  wane, 
the  gentlemen  were  left  to  themselves,  while  we  were  politely  invited  to 
withdraw  to  another  apartment,  and  there,  around  a  large,  open,  be«rth- 
fire,  we  were  asked  if  we  would  join  in  a  "  dip !"  We  had  hoped  that 
this  custom  so  injurious  to  health,  simply  prevailed  in  that  country  ^'^  As 
it  Was;**  but  alas,  we  see  it  stated  by  reliable  journals,  that  its  evil  con- 
sequence is  greatly  on  the  increase. 

AN    INCIDENT. 

A  scene  occurred  during  the  last  Sabbath,  there  spent,  which  will  long 
be  remembered.  It  was  communion  day  at  ''Grace  Church."  Classis 
had  there  convened  during  the  week  previ(tu8.  Some  of  the  neighboring 
clergymen  remained,  to  assist  the  pastor.  Extra  services  rendered  it  ne- 
cessary for  the  congregation  to  take  their  dinners  in  the  grove,  as  did 
our  grand- parents  in  the  **  Olden  Time." 

Many  persons  from  the  adjoining  charges  mingled  their  songs  of  praise 
in  ttie  sanctuary  that  day.  We  sometimes  query,  if  that  **  Good  Old 
Way  "  has  been  improved  upon  in  these  latter  days  of  short  pulpit  effu- 
sions and  pompous  display. 
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The  morning  sermon  was  ended.  The  communicants  took  their  places 
around  the  altar.  Among  the  number  was  a  young  man  upon  whom  all 
eyes  were  fixed.  He  was  clad  in  a  soldier's  gray  uniform,  yet  fresh  and 
new.  To  eyes  still  unaccustomed  to  martial  scenes,  it  was  indeed  a  novel 
spectacle. 

Our  attention  was  thus  drawn  for  a  time  from  the  ^  Scenes  of  Gethse- 
mane."  In  dismissing  the  communicants,  the  pastor,  in  most  pathetic 
manner,  alluded  to  the  circumstance,  and  said  in  language  something  like 
this :  ''  If  our  country  must  now  be  plunged  into  all  the  horrors  of  a  fra- 
tricidal strife — may  its  cause  be  entrusted  to  the  hands  of  such  Christian 
heroes — those  who  first  consecrate  their  souls  to  God,  and  aflerwards  their 
bodies  to  their  country  I''  That  was  the  first  link  in  a  long  chain  of  expe- 
riences. •  ^ 

AN   APPEAL. 

We  see  the  fact  stated  monthly,  in  the  American  Afeaenger,  that  the 
souls  of  multitudes  of  the  poor,  ignorant,  neglected  class  of  N.  C.,  are  now 
famishing  for  the  bread  of  spiritual  life.  Many  of  these  are  within  the 
bounds  of  the  N.  C.  Classis  of  the  Reformed  Cfhurch.  For  reasons  not 
necessary  to  mention,  this  Classis  is  notable  to  do  all  that  it  desires.  Are 
there  no  wealthy,  flourishing  Sunday-schools  in  the  North — in  Pennsylvania, 
which  might  easily  transfer  their  entire  libraries  to  this  important  field, 
and  replenish  their  own  shelves  by  fresh  reading  matter  ?  Mission  schools 
could  in  that  way  be  organized  in  localities  where  none  now  exist.  In 
blessing  others,  Sunday-schools  are  thus  blessed  themselves.  The  nearest 
approach  to  true  happiness  arises  from  a  self- consciousness  that  we  have 
tried  to  live—  not  for  ourselves,  but  to  be  a  benefit  to  others,  less  favorably 
circumstanced.  Some  of  the  ^*  Songs  of  Zion  "  so  frequently  cast  aside  in 
our  more  prominent  schools,  would  make  a  most  acceptable  gifl  to  some 
mission  enterprize. 

By  music  the  ignorant  and  vicious  are  sometimes  won,  when  all  other 
efforts  fail.  We  know  of  congregations  in  other  denominations,  which 
make  a  practice  of  thus  founding  new  Sunday-schools  in  neglected  por- 
tions of  our  land.  A  great  work  Is  open  to  the  Reformed  Church  in 
North  Carolina.  In  there  days  of  emigration,  its  borders  are  enlarging. 
The  Saviour's  language  is  emphatic  :  **  Go  work  in  my  vineyard  todajfj* 


LIFE  S  GBEAT  END. 

To  breathe,  And  wake,  and  sleep, 

To  smile,  to  sigh,  to  grieve ; 
To  move  in  idleness  through  earth| 

This,  this  is  not  to  livel 
Make  hasle,  O  man,  to  live  1 

The  useful,  not  the  great : 

The  thing  that  never  dies, 
The  silent  toil  that  is  not  lost, 

Set  these  before  thine  eyes. 
Make  haste,  0  man,  to  live  l^Bonar. 
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KNOW'ST  THOU  THE  LAND? 


A  Christianized  Version  of  Goethe's  Mgnen  ;  from  the  German  of  Mrs,  Dr, 
Meta  Hettsser-Schweizer. 


BY  PROP.  T.  C.  PORTER,  D.  D.,  OP  LAFAYETTE  COLLEGE. 


Know'st  thou  the  Land,  where  Sharon's  rosea  glow, 
Where  'neath  the  palms  the  quiet  lilies  blow. 
Where  Love's  soft  breath  makes  an  eternal  spring. 
And  round  their  Lord  the  ransomed  spirits  sing? 
Know'st  thou  the  Land?  Oh,  thither  I, 
Son  of  my  hope,  with  thee  would  gladly  fly. 

Know'st  thou  the  House  ?    On  rock  its  pillars  rest  j 
The  spacious  hall  invites  the  wearied  guest, 
Ana  angels  stand  and  look  with  kind  regard : 
"  Lost  child,  for  thee  too  is  the  gate  unbarred  I" 
Know'st  thou  the  House?  Oh,  thitner  I, 
Son  of  my  care,  with  thee  would  gladly  fly. 

Know'st  thou  the  Mountain,  up  whose  craggy  side 

And  narrow  footway  Faith  must  be  the  guide? 
In  caverns  dwell  the  Dragon's  ancient  brood, 
But  faithful  is  the  leader's  eye  and  good. 

Know'st  thou  the  Mountain  ?   Thither,  lo ! 

Our  journey  lies; — let  us,  beloved,  go. 


HANDLE  THEM  TENDERLY. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 

Machinery  is  good  in  its  place ;  which  place  is  in  the  sphere  of 
mechanics.  Among  living  beings  its  laws  work  badly.  You  can  not 
plant  or  raise  trees,  or  train  children  by  a  machine.  The  Egyptians  can 
batch  their  eggs  by  a  mechanical  contrivance,  but  they  cannot  lay  them 
in  the  same  way.     They  get  their  eggs  in  the  old-fashioned  way. 

We  dislike  orchards  or  gardens  planted  with  mathematical  regularity. 
Nature's  plan  is  the  wisest;  which  lets  flowers  and  forest  trees  grow  where 
they  list. 

How  this  mechanical  exaction  dwarfs  the  mind  and  heart  of  children 
in  their  training.  ^'  Spanish  boots  "  and  *^  short  jackets  "  are  a  tender 
mercy  compared  with  much  of  the  unnaturalness  practised  in  families  and 
schools.  Children  are  expected  to  look,  laugh  and  sin  like  older  people, 
if  sin  they  mast.     There  is  a  sense  in  which  the  maxim  is  true:  '^  That 
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is  the  best  ^vernmeDt  which  governs  the  least."  Beautiful  advice  does 
Dr.  Hall  give  in  his  "  Health  bj  Good  Living," 

'*  Let  your  children  alone  when  they  gather  around  the  family  table.  It 
is  a  cnielcy  to  hamper  them  with  manifold  rules  and  regulations  about 
this,  and  that,  and  the  other.  As  long  as  their  conduct  is  harmless  as  to 
others,  encourage  them  in  their  cheeriness.  If  they  do  smack  their  lips, 
and  their  suppings  of  milk  and  other  drinks  can  be  heard  across  the 
street,  it  does  not  hurt  the  street;  let  them  alone.  What  if  they  do  take 
their  soup  with  the  wrong  end  of  the  fork,  it  is  all  the  same  to  the  fork ; 
let  them  alone. 

Suppose  a  child  does  not  sit  as  straight  as  a  ramrod  at  the  table ;  sup- 
pose a  cup  or  tumbler  slips  through  its  little  fingers  and  deluges  the  plato 
of  food  below,  and  the  goblet  is  smashed,  and  the  table-cloth  is  ruined, 
do  not  look  a  thousand  scowls  and  thunders,  and  scare  the  poor  thing  to 
the  balance  of  its  death,  for  it  was  scared  half  to  death  before.  It  *  didn't 
go  to  do  it.'  Did  you  never  let  a  glass  slip  through  your  fingers 
since  you  were  grown  ?  Instead  of  sending  the  child  away  from  the 
table  in  anger,  if  not  even  with  a  threat,  for  this  or  any  other  little 
nothing,  be  as  generous  as  you  would  to  an  equal  or  superior  guest,  to 
whom  you  would  say,  with  a  more  or  less  obsequious  smile :  ^  It's  of  no 
possible  consequence.'  That  would  be  the  form  of  expression  even  to  a 
stranger  guest ;  and  yet  to  your  own  child  you  remorselessly,  and  revenge- 
fully, and  angrily  mete  out  a  swift  punishment,  which  for  the  time  almost 
breaks  its  little  heart  and  belittles  you  amazingly. 

The  proper  and  more  efficient  and  more  Christian  method  of  meeting 
the  mishaps  and  delinquencies  and  improprieties  of  your  children  at  the 
table  is  either  to  take  no  notice  of  them  at  the  time,  or  to  go  further,  and 
divert  attention  from  them  at  the  very  instant,  if  possible,  or  make  a  kind 
apology  for  them.  But  afterwards,  in  an  hour  or  two,  or,  betler  still,  next 
day,  draw  the  child's  atttention  to  the  fault,  if  fault  it  was.  in  a  friendly 
and  loving  manner;  point  out  the  impropriety  in  some  kindly  way  ;  show 
where  it  was  wrong  or  rude,  and  appeal  to  the  child's  self-respect  or  man^ 
liness.  This  is  the  best  way  to  correct  all  family  errors.  Sometimes  it 
may  not  succeed;  sometimes  harsh  measures  maybe  required;  but  try 
the  deprecating  or  the  kindly  method  with  perfect  equanimity  of  mind, 
and  failure  will  be  of  rare  occurrence  " 

Sir  William  Napier,  one  of  the  bravest  warriors  and  finest  scholars  in 
English  history,  was  as  tender-hearted  and  conscientious  as  he  was  heroic. 
He  was  true  towards  the  lowest,  no  less  than  the  highest ;  towards  chil- 
dren, as  well  as  towards  his  noble  adult  assocyites.  One  day  taking  a 
long  walk  near  Freshford,  he  met  a  little  girl^  about  five  years  old, 
sobbing  over  a  broken  bowl.  She  had  dropped  and  broken  it  in  bringing 
it  back  from  the  field  to  which  she  had  taken  her  father's  dinner  in  it, 
and  she  said  she  would  be  beaten  on  her  return  for  having  broken  it; 
then,  with  a  sudden  gleam  of  hope,  innocently  looked  into  his  face  and  said : 

"  But  ye  can  mend  it,  can't  ye  ?" 

Sir  William  explained  that  he  could  not  mend  the  bowl ;  but  the 
trouble  he  could  mend,  by  the  gift  of  sixpence  to  buy  another.  How- 
ever, on  opening  his  purse,  it  was  empty  of  silver,  and  he  had  to  make 
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amends  by  promising  to  meet  his  little  friend  in  the  same  spot  at  the 
same  hour  next  day,  and  to  bring  the  sixpence  with  him,  bidding  her^ 
meanwhile,  tell  her  mother  she  had  seen  a  gentleman  who  would  bring 
her  the  money  for  the  bowl  next  day.  The  child  entirely  trusting  him, 
went  on  her  way  comforted.  On  his  return  home  he  found  an  invitation 
awaiting  him  to  dine  in  Bath  the  following  evening,  to  meet  some  one 
whom  he  especially  wished  to  see.  He  hesitated  for  some  little  time, 
trying  to  calculate  the  possibility  of  giving  the  meeting  to  his  little 
friend  of  the  broken  bowl,  and  of  still  being  in  time  for  the  dinner  party 
in  Bath ;  but,  finding  that  this  could  not  be,  he  wrote  to  decline  accept- 
ing the  invitation,  on  the  plea  of  a  *^  pre-engagement/'  saying  to  one  of 
his  family,  as  he  did  so,  '*  I  cannot  disappoint  her,  she  trusted  me  so 
implicitly.*' 

— <>■»> 

JOHANNES  FALK. 


(fhOM   the   GERMAN,   BY  J.   W.   EBBINQHAUS.) 

{Continued from  the  April  Number,) 


Accompanied  by  the  blessings  of  the  aged  Danzig  city  counsellors,  and 
of  his  parents,  Johannes  went  to  the  celebrated  University  of  Halle, 
rented  a  room,  which  was  oflFered  for  a  moderate  rent,  and  was  just  large 
enough  for  a  bed,  a  table,  two  chairs,  and  a  youthful  heart  which  is 
always  rejoicing,  and  ready  to  fly  up  like  the  lark  into  the  blue  heavens 
of  hope  and  expectation ;  for  a  young  student  is  always  merry,  and 
especially  when  he  has  no  money.  But  when  a  student  intends  to  be 
faithful  in  his  studies,  he  will  soon  find  that  this  is  a  difficult  and  serious 
duty.  Indeed  many  a  farmer  or  craftsman  thinks  that  to  use  the  plane  and 
hammer,  or  to  spade  in  garden  or  field,  is  work,  bat  to  sit  and  study  nothing 
but  pleasure.  But  books  offer  no  bed  of  roses.  Besides  I  have  read 
somewhere,  that  drops  of  sweat,  falling  from  a  brow  which  leans  over 
books,  taste  like  blood.  There  are  also  many  dangers,  that  beset  the  way 
of  a  poor  student ;  there  are  swamps  into  which  the  foot  of  the  weary 
sinks  deep  and  is  helplessly  lost ;  false  lights  entice  him  where  death  is 
lying  in  wait,  as  a  wild  beast  waitoth  for  its  prey.  Then  the  poor  soul 
fainteth,  seeking  for  a  guide,  whilst  there  is  none ,  panting  for  Ood  as 
the  hart  panteth  for  the  water  brooks. 

Such  times  came  also  to  Johannes  Falk ;  and  in  them  he  erred  and 
sinned  much,  but  the  Lord  had  compassion  upon  him  and  held  him  by 
his  right  hand.  He  became  acquainted  with  life ;  he  saw  the  great  misery, 
which  stood  like  a  cloud  over  valleys  and  hills,  over  high  and  low,  and  he 
tasted  something  which  was  like  the  odor  of  corruption,  rising  out  of  the 
midst  of  the  fields  of  pleasure.  Then  a  deep  woe  penetrated  his  bosom, 
and  he  sighed  under  the  burden.  ^*  (rod  must  save  me  ;  Qod  must  save 
the  German  nation.''  These  were  the  words  which  were  always  upon 
his  lips,  and  which  he  took  with  him  out  of  those  days  into  the  future. 
He  also  made  poems  in  spite  of  the  warnings  of  the  professor  of  poetry  in 
Danzig  -,  and  his  poems  were  full  of  strength  and  melody,  so  that  many 
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a  one  became  desirous  to  know  the  youth  who  earried  such  a  Day  id  V 
barp  in  his  bosom.  And  what  his  youthful  longing  sought  in  yain  in  the 
world  around  him,  that  he  created  for  himself  in  song. 

The  years  of  his  apprenticeship  were  now  finished,  and  Johannes 
longed  to  leave  Halle  and  to  go  to  a  place,  where  he  could  strike  root  in 
healthy  ground,  and  freely  unfold  the  powers  of  his  genius.  He  was 
drawn  to  a  place,  a  city^  which  was  small  and  yet  great;  for  it  contained 
among  its  citizens  the  greatest  poets  of  the  German  nation,  whom  a  noble 
Prince  gathered  around  his  throne.  Gothe,  Schiller,  Herder,  and  others 
of  like  genius,  threw  a  bright  lustre  of  intellectual  greatness  upon  the 
Court  of  the  Duke  of  Weimar.  They  were  men  of  great  minds  and 
earnest  labor,  gifled  above  all  others  by  God  to  reveal  the  mysteries  of 
human  life  in  the  words  of  poetry.  They  sought  the  lights  but  not  find- 
ing it  in  the  simplicity  of  the  Gospel,  they  led  many  a  one  away  from 
the  mountains  whence  cometh  our  help ;  for  that  time  was  a  time  of 
bitter  poverty  for  the  Evangelical  Church.  The  Word  of  the  Cross  was 
heard  no  more  in  German  lands,  in  the  families  and  in  the  pulpits ;  for  it 
had  become  an  empty  sound,  and  the  Lord's  sanctuary  was  divided  be- 
tween unbelief  and  dead  orthodoxy ;  only  here  and  there  a  voice  was 
raised  in  testimony  of  the  despised  faith,  the  voice  of  a  Cldudius,  Lava- 
ter  and  Toung  Stilling.  How  can  it  appear  strange  to  us,  that  those  great 
minds  at  Weimar  did  not  see  with  clear  eyes  the  light  that  shineth  from 
Zion? 

They  received  Johannes  Falk  with  great  joy  ;  they  became  his  guides 
and  friends.  In  their  company  he  began  to  understand,  that  all  the 
glory  of  art  is  not  able  to  give  the  soul  of  man  peace,  and  that  there  is  no 
other  name  given  in  heaven  and  earth  to  save  man  but  the  name  of 
Jesus.  The  Lord  intended  to  plant  His  cross  anew  among  men,  through 
the  cross. 

The  French  revolution  had  begun  and  Germany  trembled  from  its 
effects.  Napoleon,  the  scourge  of  God  for  the  European  nations,  trod  the 
fatherland  into  the  dust.  Already  the  Battle  of  Jena  had  been  fought 
and  lost,  and  before  the  victorious  enemy  everybody  fled  in  a  frightful 
tumult. 

There  was  no  comfort  or  help  any  more  in  poetry ;  but  in  prayer  there 
was  comfort,  and  there  were  but  few  in  the  city  of  Weimar  who  under- 
stood this  precious  art.  Johannes  Falk,  the  son  of  the  old  wig  maker, 
understood  it-  He  knew  how  to  lift  up  his  heart  to  the  merciful  God  ; 
and  because  he  understood  this  art,  he  also  understood,  how  to  move  hb 
,  hands  for  the  help  of  his  fellow  beings.  When  in  the  endless  confusion 
and  fear  of  death,  everybody  had  lost  courage  and  consideration,  he  be- 
came an  adviser  and  help,  maintaining  discipline  and  opposing  wrong 
over  against  friend  and  foe.  The  Duke  of  Weimar,  grateful  for  such 
services,  appointed  him  to  the  position  of  counsellor,  and  adorned  his  breast 
with  a  sign  of  honor.  To  Johannes  Falk  this  was  no  time  for  rejoicing, 
but  for  sadness  and  earnest  work ;  for  he  clearly  saw  the  chastening  hand 
of  the  Lord  stretched  out  over  the  bleeding  fatherland,  which  had  for- 
gotten him.  He  became  more  and  more  convinced  of  the  truth  of  the 
almost  forgotten  Gospel,  which  he  had  heard  fVom  his  mother,  and  also 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  Johannes  Folk.  191 

from  the  lips  of  his  mioiBter,  the  pastor  of  St.  Peter's  Church  io  Daozig, 
that  Jesus  Christ  is  truly  our  only  Saviour.  That  is  indeed  a  great  aod 
holy  miracle,  when  a  proud  human  heart  that  has  long  resisted,  hum- 
hleth  itself  under  the  cross  and  the  prayer  of  the  publican:  ^^Ood  be 
merciful  unto  me  a  sinner/'  goes  for  the  first  time  over  newly  sanctified 
lips  The  people  in  Weimar  only  saw  the  new  Counsellor  of  the  Lega- 
tion with  the  sign  of  honor  on  his  breast  going  along  the  streets ;  but 
our  Lord  in  heaven  saw  the  poor  publican  Falk,  and  the  publican  pleased 
Bim  far  more  than  the  Counsellor. 

The  war  raged  on.  Napoleon  had  passed  on  his  road  of  victory  until 
he  came  to  Moscow.  Then  God  punished  him.  The  awaking  fatherland, 
with  Prussia  at  its  head,  rose  against  its  oppressor,  who  with  new  armies 
entered  upon  the  field  of  battle.  It  was  in  the  year  1813,  when  Italian 
and  Spanish  soldiers,  under  the  lead  of  the  Duke  of  Ragusa  and  General 
Bertram  marched,  murdering,  pillaging  and  burning,  through  the  princi- 
pality of  Weimar.  Houses  and  mills  were  burnt,  fields  were  destroyed, 
the  cattle  driven  ofi,  and  nothing  was  left  to  the  despairing  farmer  but 
heaps  of  smoking  ruins.  l)uring  these  days  of  terror  Falk  ventured 
boldly  out  into  the  tumult  of  war,  a  saviour  and  protector  to  the  oppressed 
people.  By  his  mauiy  and  pressing  solicitations,  two  companies  of  French 
soldiers  were  put  at  his  disposal  by  the  French  General  Cochora,  in  order 
to  rehtore  order  and  security  in  the  villages  and  towns.  By  force  and 
kindly  persuasion,  he  succeeded  to  return  to  the  inhabitants  of  Wiegen- 
durf  and  Osmanstett  their  stolen  cattle,  took  from  the  wild  soldaten  the 
watches,  rings,  money  and  other  valuables,  which  they  had  stolen,  and 
returned  the  goods  to  the  owners. 

Without  fear  of  death  he  was  everywhere,  and  placed  himself  in  the 
greatest  danger,  to  prevent  as  much  as  possible  the  horrors  of  the  war, 
and  became  protector  of  the  oppressed  and  needy  in  the  States  of 
Thufingia. 

The  battle  of  Leipzig  which  decided  the  fate  of  nations,  was  fought, 
and  after  the  severest  struggle,  Napoleon  driven  over  the  Rhine.  Those 
were  wonderful  times;  and  as  the  united  Princes,  aflter  every  battle  that 
was  won  upon  the  bloody  fields,  raised  up  their  hands  in  gratitude  to  God, 
80  a  grand  Te  deum  laudamus  went  up  from  all  Germany,  and  many  lips 
which  had  forgotten  the  art  of  praying  in  those  days,  again  learned  to 
confess  the  name  of  God. 

But  the  bow  of  peace  stood  over  fields  of  death.  The  fatherland  was 
like  a  desert,  full  of  dead  men's  bones,  full  of  ruin  and  tears.  Especially 
in  Thuringia  there  raged  a  fearful  pestilence,  and  the  angel  of  death  went 
from  place  to  place.  In  one  village  alone  sixty  orphans  mourned  and 
wept  at  the  fresh  graves  of  their  parents.  What  was  to  become  of  them? 
At  the  door  of  Johannes  Falk,  too,  knocked  the  dreaded  messenger,  and  in 
few  weeks  tore  four  beloved  children  out  of  his  arms.  Then  his  heart 
trembled,  and  in  his  excessive  grief  it  almost  ceased  to  beat ;  his  discon- 
solate soul  would  have  perished,  ii*  he  had  not  planted  himself  securely 
upon  the  rock  of  salvation. 

In  the  abundance  of  his  grief,  he  might  have  locked  himself  up  in  his 
room  and  wept  day  and  night ;  but  he  had  no  rest.    There  was  another 
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knock  at  his  door,  and  yet  another.  It  was  not  the  angel  of  death ;  jet 
an  angel  it  was.  No,  it  was  Jesus  Himself,  his  comforter  and  friend,  who 
came  to  him  and  called  him  by  his  name.  And  when  he  opened,  there 
came  in  poor  children ;  hungry,  homeless  orphans,  who  came  to  ask  him 
for  bread  and  shelter,  because  they  knew  no  other.  Then  remembered 
Johannes  Falk  the  words  of  those  aged  counsellors  of  Danzig ;  the  words  : 
**  Never  forget  that  you  were  once  a  poor  boy  ;  and  when  in  the  future  a 
poor  child  knocks  at  your  door,  then  think  that  we  the  dead,  the  gray- 
headed  Burgomasters  and  City  Counsellors  of  Danzig  are  knocking ; 
then  turn  them  not  away  from  your  door."  Yes,  he  remembered  it ;  and 
he  remembered  also  another  saying,  which  his  Saviour  once  spoke :  ^'Who- 
ever receives  such  a  child  in  my  name  reoeiveth  me."  Tben  his  heart 
melted  with  compassion,  and  remembering  his  own  four  beloved  ones, 
and  the  love  of  Him  who  took  them  from  him,  he  opened  his  door  to  them, 
fed  and  clothed  them ;  and  then  went  out  and  wept. 

The  greatness  and  extent  of  the  misery  compelled  him  soon  to  seek 
assistance  from  others  He  gathered  all  those  together,  who  were  of  one 
mind  with  him,  and  formed  **  The  Society  of  Friends  in  need,"  who  bj 
works  of  charity  sought  to  relieve  the  increasing  trouble.  Pledging  all 
their  individual  possessions,  they  aided  the  poor  farmers  with  money, 
and  loans  without  interest,  to  rebuild  their  houses,  get  cattle  and  grain, 
and  to  house  their  orphans  and  sick.  Falk  was  not  satisfied  with  these 
measures  only,  but  more  than  anything  else  troubled  him,  the  thought 
of  the  neglected,  helpless,  perishing  children.  The  idea  of  his  holy 
calling  pressed  itself  on  his  conscience,  and  like  a  pleading  voice  of 
Godj  it  called  him  to  the  service  of  the  little  ones  With  the  ten- 
derness of  a  mother,  he  gathered  the  helpless,  forsaken  children  from 
the  streets  and  highways,  where  they  were  famishing,  into  his  owa 
house,  and  everything  he  would  have  done  to  his  own  children,  had  they 
been  living,  he  did  to  those  little  orphans,  in  whom  the  Lord  Himself  had 
come  to  him,  befriending  and  comforting  him.  The  faith  in  this  Lord 
wafi  the  golden  treasure,  with  which  he  vigorously  founded  a  reform 
school  or  house  of  refuge  for  poor  unhappy  children.  He  had  very  little 
money  himself,  but  it  is  a  fact  which  experience  proves,  and  which  the 
wise  with  all  their  learning  cannot  gainsay,  that  faith,  although  small  like 
a  mustard  seed,  can  remove  mountains. 

Quietly  Falk  had  begun  to  labor,  but  soon  many  noble  Christian  souls 
far  and  near  heard  of  this  work,  and«  moved  by  the  glory  of  this  humble 
living  love,  which  seeketh  the  lost  and  saves  the  erring,  they  sent  many 
gifts,  to  enable  Falk,  who  now  had  really  become  a  counsellor,  not  by  the 
choice  of  the  Duke  of  Weimar,  but  by  the  mercy  of  the  Prince  of  salva- 
tion. Had  his  father,  the  old  wig  miker,  and  his  wife,  then  still  been 
living,  and  could  they  have  seen  their  son  surrounded  by  his  large  family, 
teaching  and  educating  those  little  ones,  they  Would  no  doubt  have  felt 
great  joy,  and  his  old  aunt  Mrs.  Anna  Martens  would  have  rejoiced  with 
them  and  said  :  '<  Now  did  I  not  tell  you,  the  Lord  wanted  him  for  His 
service." 
The  divine  art  which  Johannes  Falk  now  practiced,  he  did  not  learn  from 
Oothe  or  Schiller,  nor  did  Herder  or  Wieland  instruct  him  in  it,  but  his 
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teachers  had  been  his  m  other  and  Jesus  Christ  the  great  Teacher ;  they 
taught  him  the  art  to  save  souls,  and  to  make  out  of  children  of  this 
world  children  of  God.  The  way  he  effected  this  was  very  simple.  He 
taught  them  to  work  and  to  pray,  practicing  these  two  things  every  day 
in  humble  holy  love,  and  showing  them  how  to  live  for  God  by  his  own 
precious  example.  He  was  their  father  and  friend,  their  spiritual  guide 
in  the  way  of  life,  leading  them  into  the  blessed  fold  of  holy  obedience, 
that  they  might  learn  to  be  free  for  time  and  eternity. 

When  the  boys  were  old  enough  they  were  apprenticed  to  pious  crafts- 
men, to  learn  their  trade,  so  that  they  might  earn  their  bread  honorably. 
He  kept  them  from  the  temptations  of  youth  by  calling  them  together 
every  Sunday,  to  spend  the  day  at  his  house  in  singing,  praying  and 
conversation.  The  blessing  of  those  days  they  took  with  them  into  the 
new  week  of  labor. 

The  Institution  grew  from  day  to  day,  and  the  consequences  of  the 
war  filled  the  house  to  its  utmost  capacity.  In  1821  he  had  three  hun- 
dred poor  children  with  him.  He  was  almost  as  rich  as  Abraham,  and 
also  a  pilgrim  like  Abraham,  without  an  abiding  city.  For  a  malicious 
man  had  succeeded  in  turning  him  out  of  the  house  which  he  had  rented; 
and  in  all  Weimar  there  was  no  one  willing  to  receive  such  a  family  into 
his  house.  Johannes  Falk  did  not  know  what  to  do ;  it  troubled  him  da 
and  night.  Finally  the  people  of  Weimar  said,  he  must  move  into 
Luther  Street ;  when  he  heard  of  this,  he  took  it  as  a  hint  from  above, 
and  went  to  look  at  the  houses  there.  He  found  a  large  house  which 
was  old  and  cut  of  repair.  It  had  formerly  belonged  to  the  Counts  of 
Ottamilnde,  and  because  Luther  had  lived  in  it  some  time,  it  had  re- 
ceived the  name  :  Lutherhof.  He  saw  that  by  a  little  repairs  it  might 
be  made  comfortable  again.  He  succeeded  in  buying  the  bouse  for  five 
thousand  dollars,  and  the  next  day  moved  into  it.  Now  the  sparrow  had 
found  a  house,  and  the  swallow  a  nest,  where  she  could  lay  her  young. 
The  whole  interior  presented  a  world  of  confusion  and  ruin.  He  needed 
plasterers  and  carpenters,  but  had  no  money  to  pay  them,  and  so  the  boys 
themselves  went  to  work  and  plastered,  planed,  and  painted  until  the  old 
house  became  new.  They  did  this  with  such  pleasure,  singing  and 
laughing  all  the  while,  that  Luther  himself,  could  he  have  seen  them, 
would  have  been  glad  to  lend  a  helping  hand.  These  quiet  walls  now 
became  the  birth-place  of  a  life  rich  in  love.  Its  influence  was  felt  all 
over  the  country,  and  the  Evangelical  Church  has  reaped  an  abundant 
harvest  from  the  small  grain  that  was  sown  here.  Not  only  in  Germany, 
but  also  in  France,  England  and  Prussia,  similar  institutions  have  been 
founded,  furnishing  homes  for  the  neglected  children  of  want.  This 
was  all  done  to  the  Lord  Jesus. 

But  the  Lord  had  reserved  a  severe  trial  for  his  servant.  A  painful 
disease  took  him  away  from  his  place  in  the  household,  and  laid  him  low. 
Under  great  bodily  pains  he  was  permitted  to  prepare  himself  for  a  blessed 
departure.  His  spirit  was  patient  in  all  his  troubles,  and  full  of  joy. 
The  |)hjsicians  had  finally  to  perform  a  verv  dangerous  operation,  and 
while  suffering  the  most  excruciating  pains,  he  said  to  a  friend :  **  The 
tempter  touches  my  flesh  and  blood ;  does  he  think  I  would  deny  my 
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Lord?  he  is  surely  mistaken.  God  is  my  Lord  and  I  his  servant,  and 
wherever  I  shall  fall,  I  am  satisfied  " 

All  human  help  was  in  vain  ;  death  stood  at  the  bed  of  the  faithful 
servant.  A  few  days  before  his  end  he  finished  with  a  trembling  hand 
the  book,  "  the  Christian  Faith^''  wrote  to  some  friends  letters  full  of  the 
joy  of  faith,  wrote  a  preface  to  his  *^  Book  on  Luther/'  in  which  he  com- 
plains that  many  leave  the  church  of  their  fathers,  and  instead  of  turning 
their  faces  towards  Calvary,  turn  them  towards  Rome.  He  desired  to 
bring  before  the  eyes  of  the  German  nation  once  more  the  glorious  deeds 
of  God  done  through  Luther  his  servant,  so  that  they  might  realize  the 
importance  of  the  Reformation,  and  become  alive  again  in  this  precious 
faith.     Thus  spoke  the  dying  Falk,  the  father  of  the  Orphan. 

On  the  14th  of  February,  1826,  in  the  evening  about  7  o'clock, 
Johannes  Falk  departed  this  life,  with  the  name  of  his  Saviour  upon  his 
dying  lips,  in  the  fifty-sixth  year  of  his  earthly  life.  On  his  gravestone 
he  ordered  the  following  verses  for  his  epitaph,  which  he  himself  had 
written.     On  his  tombstone  they  are  engraved  to  this  day. 

Untcr  diesen  ^nen  Linden, 
Ist  durch  Christus  frei  von  Siinden 
Herr  Johannes  Falk  zu  finden. 
An  der  <  )8tsee  fernem  Strande 
Liess  er  El  tern  und  Verwandte 
Ba  ihn  Oott  zur  lime  sandte. 
Kinder  die  aus  fremden  Stadten 
Diesen  stillen  Ort  betreten 
Bollen  also  fflr  ihn  beten  : 
Ew'ger  Vater  dir  befehle 
Ich  des  Vaters  arme  Seele 
Hier  in  dunkler  Qrabeshole ! 
Weil  er  Kinder  aufgenommen 
Lass  ihn  ja  mit  alien  Frommen 
Als  dein  Kind  auch  zu  dir  kommen. 

NoTB.— Falk  is  also  the  author  of  the  little  hymn  which  is  known  to  almost  every 
German  child,  and  which  has  I  believe  also  been  translated  into  the  English. 

**  0  du  selige,  0  do  froliohe, 
Gnadenbringende  weibnaohtsseif 

In  the  three  verses  of  the  hymn  he  praises  the  three  great  festivals  of  the  Christian 
Church,  Christmas,  Easter  and  Pentecost. 


Time  Found. — He  who  cannot  find  time  to  consult  his  Bible  will  one 
day  find  time  to  be  sick ;  he  who  has  no  time  to  pray  must  find  time  to 
die;  he  who  can  find  no  time  to  reflect  is  most  likely  to  find  time  to  sin  ; 
he  who  cannot  find  time  for  repentance  will  find  an  eternity  in  which 
repentance  will  be  of  no  avail ;  he  who  cannot  find  time  to  work  for 
others  may  find  an  eternity  in  which  to  suffer  for  himself. — £[,  More. 
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THE  QXJEEN  OF  THE  HOME. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 

*I  met  Miss  ,  in   market,  this    morning/'  said  a  venerable 

friend  to  us,  on  returning  home  with  his  well  filled  basket  through  the 
rain.  *^  Why,  do  you  attend  market?'  1  remarked,  as  she  pressed  her 
way  with  her  basket  through  the  crowd.  ''  Yes^  sir,  I  do  all  the  mar- 
keting for  mother,"  she  replied  with  a  sweet  voice,  her  face  blooming  as 
fri-shly  as  a  June  rose.  It  greatly  pleased  my  friend,  and  me  no  less. 
Not  that  I  consider  marketing  on  a  rainy  morning  very  agreeable  work 
for  a  lady — a  young  lady.  The  early  rising,  the  mud,  market  odor,  and 
the  pressing  crowd,  have  little  attraction  for  old  or  young.  But  some- 
body must  do  the  marketing,  and  the  ladies  possess  a  native  aptitude  for 
the  work,  and  young  ladies  do  well  to  take  lessons  in  the  art.  A  know- 
ledge of  it  will  never  injure  them  ;  it  may  be  of  great  service  to  them. 

This  young  lady  is  an  heiress  of  vast  prospective  wealth.  The  mother 
and  her  daughter  teach  many  of  their  sex  a  salutary  lesson.  Many  are 
the  complaints  about  domestic  help.  ^*  What  are  we  coming  to  in  this 
country  1"  is  asked  by  thousands  of  anxious  matrons.  '-  It  is  almost  im- 
possible to  get  help,  and  what  you  do  get  you  cannot  keep/' 

The  only  remedy  is  for  young  ladies  to  learn  the  art  of  housekeeping.  Let 
every  young  lady,  who  expects  some  day  to  become  the  head  of  a  family — 
and  what  young  lady  does  not  cherish  this  expectation  ? — spare  no  labor  to 
become  the  mistress  of  her  future  situation.  Without  this,  her  educa- 
tion is  substantially  incomplete,  though  she  be  honored  with  the  prizes 
and  diplomas  of  the  best  literary  institutions  in  the  country.  No  lady 
who  lacks  this  is  fit  to  be  the  wife  and  mother  of  a  family.  The  upper 
ten  thousand  and  the  lower  ten  million  alike  need  it.  It  is  no  disgrace 
to  understand  the  duties  of  housekeeping,  as  some  silly  addle-brained 
people  suppose.     Indeed,  it  is  a  shame  not  to  understand  it. 

The  London  Leisure  Hour  says  of  our  young  folks  : 

'^  The  American  youn^  ladies  of  the  middle,  and  even  the  upper  class,  are 
usually  trained  to  such  domestic  duties  as  are  sure  to  devolve  upon  the  young 
wife,  be  she  rich  or  poor.  They  are  called  upon  to  co  into  the  kitchen,  to 
observe  the  working  of  that  important  element  of  dom^tic  life,  occasion- 
ally to  make  up  dishes,  and  to  know  how,  at  least,  to  make  up  all  which  the 
table  requires.  They  are  left  in  charge  of  the  nousehold,  see  that  every- 
thing is  properly  done,  and  that  the  servants  are  not  indolent  or  dishonest. 
Not  that  American  women  are  by  any  means  unmindful  of  *  appearances ;' 
for  the  Democratic  theories  of  government  do  not  entirely  enter  into  the 
social  life.  Still  it  is  regarded  as  by  no  means  any  disgrace  for  even  a  richly 
endowed  or  '  high  famuy '  young  wife  to  superintend  her  household,  and 
even  to  do  what  is  necessary  to  be  done  in  order  to  make  her  home  pleasant 
and  comfortable  for  her  husband  and  herself." 

Why  should  a  young  lady,  whatever  her  social  elevation,  blush  and 
blunder  away  at  awkward  apologies  for  being  caught  bending  over  the 
wash  tub,  the  dough-trough,  or  over  fuming  pots  and  pans  ?  People 
must  have  food  to  eat,  and  ought  to  have  clean  garments.     And  a  bless- 
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iog  on  all  whose  diligent  hands  can  prepare  both.  The  food  we  eat  gives 
us  either  good  or  bad  bones,  bile  and  brains.  And  those  who  furnish  the 
hpalthful  nourishment  to  these  human  forces  are  benefactors  to  their  race. 
The  wisest  King  that  ever  wore  a  crown,  says  of  the  virtuous  woman  : 
"  She  seeketh  wool  and  flax,  and  worketh  willingly  with  her  hands.  She 
is  like  the  merchant  ships,  she  briugeth  her  food  from  afar.  She 
riseth  also  while  it  is  yet  night,  and  giveth  meat  to  her  household,  and 
a  portion  to  her  maidens.  She  layeth  her  hands  to  the  spindle  and  her 
hands  hold  the  distafif.  She  stretcheth  out  her  hand  to  the  poor,  yea, 
she  reaoheth  forth  her  hands  to  the  needy.  She  looketh  well  to  the  ways 
of  her  household,  and  eateth  not  the  bread  of  idleness.  Favor  is  deceit- 
ful, and  beauty  is  vain,  but  a  woman  that  feareth  the  Lord,  she  shall  be 
praised."     Proverbs  31. 


UP  TO  TIME. 

BT   THE   EDITOR. 


Some  people  have  a  singular  infirmity  of  always  being  too  late,  and 
they  naturally  entail  their  weakness  upon  their  children.  They  usually 
reach  the  table  after  grace  has  been  said,  and  get  to  church  when  the 
second  hymn  is  sung,  and  pay  their  notes  a  month  after  they  have  become 
due.  We  know  of  a  pastor  whose  people  were  in  the  habit  of  straggling 
into  his  weekly  meetings  fifteen  minutes  after  he  had  opened  the  services. 
To  enable  all  to  be  present  at  the  opening,  he  appointed  the  meeting 
fifteen  minutes  later.  To  his  annoyance,  he  found  the  tardy  ones  still 
dropping  in  after  time.  Again  he  changed  the  hour,  with  no  better  suc- 
cess. And  had  he  kept  on  accommodating  the  delinquents  by  com- 
mencing at  midnight,  they  would  still  have  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
later. 

A  certain  Sunday  School  Superintendent  was  ten  minutes  late  ten 
Sundays  in  the  year.  His  pastor  charged  him  with  robbing  others  of 
twenty  precious  days  of  their  lives.  How  so?  There  were  three  hun- 
dred persons  in  the  school,  and  he  took  ten  minutes  from  each  on  every 
tardy  Sunday,  which  in  all  made  over  twenty  days. 

It  is  said,  that  with  all  his  numerous  engagements,  Washington  was 
never  one  minute  late  in  meeting  them.  On  a  certain  occasion,  the 
Secretary  of  State  was  fifteen  minutes  late  in  attending  a  Cabinet  meet- 
ing. He  apologized  for  his  tardiness  by  saying  that  he  had  been  misled 
by  his  watch.  Washington  replied :  *^  Then  you  will  either  have  to  get 
another  watch,  or  I  another  Secretary  of  State.'' 

A  Sunday  school,  in  Albany,  New  York,  has  had  the  same  superin- 
tendent for  forty  years  j  and  he  was  never  a  minute  behind  time  in  all  his 
forty  years'  service  in  the  school.     Think  of  that,  boys, 

Chief  Justice  Williams,  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  was  a  teacher  in  the  Sun- 
day-school, and  the  superintendent  always  knew  when  it  wanted  thtee 
minutes  of  the  time  to  open  the  school  by  seeing  him  enter.  Think  what 
punctuality  that  was  I 
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SUNDAYS  ABROAD. 


BT  THE   EDITOR. 


SUNDAY   IN   SWITZERLAND. 

Most  cbarming  is  a  ride  from  Laa«anDe  to  Geneva,  along  the  banks  of 
Lake  Lcman,  especially  if  enjoyed  on  a  sunny  summer  Saturday,  filling 
the  mind  with  pure  and  hopeful  images  of  Sabbath  peace.  Seated  aside 
of  the  postillion,  I  plied  him  with  many  a  question  about  the  country  in 
Tiew,  and  right  cleverly  did  he  answer  them,  emphasizing  his  little 
speeches  with  a  wave  of  his  long  whip,  and  a  crack  like  the  report  of  a 
pistiol.  Our  road  led  us  by  many  vineyards  and  charming  villas.  On  the 
opposite  side  of  the  Lake,  the  mountains  rose  majestically  heavenward, 
culminating  in  the  snowy  crown  of  Mount  Blanc.  In  between  lay  the 
unruffled  Genevan  Sea. 

'^  Clear  placid  Leman  !  thy  contrasted  lake 

With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 

Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring.'* 

Not  without  design  did  I  reach  Geneva  on  a  Saturday  evening.  There 
Calvin  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  active  life,  giving  laws  to  the  Canton 
of. Geneva, — indeed,  leaving  his  impress  upon  the  whole  Protestant  world. 
How  fares  God's  holy  day  at  the  hands  of  the  Genevese  ? 

At  the  South  western  extremity  of  the  lake  the  city  is  located;  where 
itH  waters  wildly  rush  out  from  their  con  finings  through  two  streams,  soon 
uniting  and  forming  the  river  Rhone.  8omethirtyfivethou.sand  inhabitants 
it  has,  one  third  of  which  are  Koman  Catholics. 

Surely  in  a  place  having  had  such  grand  teachers,  and  produced  so 
many  martyrs,  we  shall  have  an  undisturbed  Sabbath  day  to  morrow.  So 
thought  and  hoped  I.  Early  in  the  morning,  before  day,  I  already  heard 
the  rumbling  of  rolling  drays^  and  the  clatter  of  busy  builders.  All  day 
long  carts  and  wagons  followed  their  accustomed  work.  Ship-men  along 
the  wharf  were  busy  los^ding  and  unloading  their  ships.  In  the  morning 
about  five  hundred  laborer8,each  clad  in  cap  and  a  short  blue  bloa^e,a8sembled 
in  the  market  place.  All  were  supplied  with  hoes  and  scythes,  ready  to  go 
13 
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to  work.  They  seemed  to  be  a  merry  crowd.  Their  chatteriog  filled  the 
square  with  a  great  noise.  Some  stores  were  closed,  othei:s  had  one  shut- 
ter open.  Drinking  places  were  well  patronized.  Half  the  people  on  the 
streets  were  in  their  work  day  clothes. 

One  of  the  principal  Catholic  churches  was  crowded.  Some  clung 
around  the  doorways  for  want  of  room  within.  Later  in  the  day  I  attend- 
ed a  Reformed  church.  The  services  were  held  in  the  German  language. 
The  building  was  scarcely  half-filled  with  a  congregation,  chiefly  composed 
of  females.  There,  as  in  other  European  cities,  the  morning  service  is  the 
principal  one  of  the  day. 

St.  Peter's  Church,  in  which  Calvin  preached  his  memorable  sermons, 
is  still  in  use;  also  the  house  in  which  the  great  Reformer  lived  and  died. 
Somewhere  in  an  old  cemetery,  near  Geneva,  no  longer  used,  he  lies 
buried;  no  one  knows  where,  since  he  strictly  prohibited  the  erection  of 
a  tombstone  over  his  remains. 

MARTIGNY, 

A  grand  little  village,  in  the  heart  of  Switzerland,  nestled  deep  down  be- , 
tween  high  mountains.  Aflel*  moving  about  among  the  hard-working 
mountaineers,  I  must  spend  a  Lord's  day  with  them.  In  truth,  in  the 
sweat  of  their  brow  these  hardy  Swiss  must  eat  their  bread.  Women 
swinging  the  heavy  scythe  in  their  meadowy  mountain  glcos,  bearing 
large  bales  of  grass  on  their  heads;  the  men  grubbing  around  every  avail- 
able spot  of  shallow  earth  on  the  steep  mountain  side, — whither  they  must 
bear  the  manure,  and  whence  they  gladly  carry  their  harvests  home,  the 
mountain  path  being  impassable  for  wagons.  So  work  the  Swiss.  A  hard- 
worked,  yet  withal,  a  cheerful  race. 

"  Though  poor  the  peasant's  hut,  his  feasts  though  small, 
He  sees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all, 
Sees  DO  contiguouR  palace  rear  its  head 
To  shame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed  ; 
Ko  costly  lord  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal. 
Cheerful  at  morn  lie  wakes  from  short  repope, 
Breathes  the  keen  air  aud  carols  as  he  goes." 

Martigny  is  a  Catholic  village.  Its  people  all  worship  in  one  church ; 
a  plain  solid  old  building,  with  dingy  walls  and  dusty  windows,  and  a 
quaint  belfry,  and  worshipers  given  to  quaint  fashions.  At  six  in  the 
morning  the  church-bell  already  rang  for  services,  and  down  the  narrow 
valleys  that  centre  here  many  persons  wended  their  way  to  the  house  of 
prayer.  Thereafter,  at  certain  intervals,  a  half  dozen  other  services  were 
held  during  the  day.  The  chief  of  these  were  those  held  at  10  A.M., 
and  at  the  close  of  day.  Then  came,  the  people  from  all  the  mountain 
country  round  about.  Herdsmen  left  their  cattle  and  shepherds  their 
flocks,  grazing  on  mountain  tops  to  spend  a  sacred  hour  in  the  vale  below. 
Milkmaids  with  cheeks  as  red  as  the  ribbons  bordering  their  picturesque 
bonnets,  and  venerable  matrons,  stiflf  with  life's  labor,  and  stooping  be- 
neath the  burdens  of  age,  athletic  young  men,  as  nobly  formed  as  the 
Swiss  body-guard  of  f  ius   IX.      These  all  I  scanned   with    pleasing 
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interest,  coming  down  the  steep  and  tortuous  mountain  paths,  and  through 
the  winding  valleys.  Not  a  man  entered  the  sacred  huilding  with  hat  on. 
The  church  was  crowded,  back  to  the  door.  Not  a  whisper  was  heard, 
save  the  low  muttering  voice  of  the  officiating  priest ;  until  the  congrega- 
tion sang;  then  all  voices  joined;  voices  untrained  by  art,  yet  sweetly 
blending  the  notes  of  praise. 

All  the  women,  save  the  old  ones,  wore  low-crowned,  narrow-brimmed 
straw  bonnets,  fringed  with  gilt-bordered,  black,  red,  blue  or  pink  lace.  These 
odd  hats  seen  from  the  church  door,  gave  the  congregation  quite  a  mili- 
tary appearance. 

To  me  it  was  a  marvel  where  all  these  people  came  from.  The  valleys 
scarcely  a  half  a  mile  wide,  the  village  very  small,  with  here  and  there  a 
small  hamlet  clinging  to  the  mountain  side;  at  best  this  mountain-world 
can  support  but  few  people.  But  these  few  in  their  own  way,  seem  to  feel 
their  dependence  upon  God.  All  came  afoot;  some  a  distance  of  six  or 
eight  miles,  over  rouds  which  would  make  the  knees  and  nerves  of  Ameri- 
can church-goers  quake.  Not  a  carriage  or  beast  of  burden  was  seen 
around  that  church. 

Somehow  I  took  kindly  to  these  simple  peasant  people  of  Martigny,  and 
they  to  me.  Tenderly  I  regarded  them  at  their  hard  work  and  devout 
worship.  But  they  have  a  hard  speech  for  an  American  to  understand. 
A  mixture  of  French  and  German.  The  body  is  French,  but  the  woof  is 
wrought  with  fragments  of  German.  Both  so  oddly  mixed  and  so  un- 
like either  one^  that  a  knowledge  of  both  {&  not  sufficient  to  understand 
them. 

With  joy  I  remember  this  Sabbath  day  at  Martigny.  Nor  sound  nor 
sight  marred  its  cheerful  elevating  rest.  The  travelers  at  the  hotels 
seemed  subdued.  The  toiling  mountain  people  seemed  so  grateful  for  a 
day  of  rest.  The  very  dogs  on  the  streets  seemed  instinctively  to  catch 
the  Sabbatic  spell,  and  the  cattle  on  the  hills  seemed  to  low  less,  so  as  not 
to  disturb  the  worshipers  in  the  vale. 

The  mountains,  dressed  with  waving  pine,  looked  benignantly  down 
upon  us,  themselves  preaching  lessons  of  peace.  As  they  rose  thousands 
of  feet  above  this  narrow  valley,  I  could  easily  realize  that  as  they  were 
around  us,  so  God  was  round  about  His  people — around  us,  too.  So  silent, 
yet  so  grand;  so  rugged,  yet  so  pleasing  to  beholcl;  so  little  one  feels, 
looking  up  to  them,  yet  so  peaceful.  The  longer  you  behold  them,  the 
more  they  seem  as  if  you  had  never  seen  them  before. 

«  Oft' as  I  looked 
A  strange  delight,  mingled  with  fear,  came  o'er; 
A  wonder  as  at  things  1  had  not  heard  oM 
Oft'  a^  I  lookeH,  I  felt  as  though  it  were 
For  the  first  lime." 

ZURICH. 

Now  let  us  Northward  to  the  home  of  Zwingle.  At  Cappel,  on  a  hill, 
several  hours  before  we  reach  the  city,  we  pass  the  place  where  the  Re- 
former was  killed.  A  metallic  plate,  on  a  rock,  by  the  wayside,  with  a 
suitable  inscription,  marks  the  place.     Hither  he  had  followed  his  dear 
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Zurichers  to  battle.  A  cruel  soldier  discovered  him  among  the  wouDded, 
and  gave  him  a  death  blow.  The  next  day  his  body  was  burDcd  by  his 
bitter  foes,  and  his  ashes  mingled  with  the  ashes  of  swine.  The  plate,  on 
the  rook  marks  the  place  where  he  died ;  Zurich  marks  the  place  where 
he  lived. 

In  this  beautiful  city,  on  the  Lake  of  the  same  name,  we  will  spend  a 
Sabbath. 

Zwingli  was  pastor  of  the  Mtinster  or  Cathedral.  A  very  large  massive 
building,  built  eight  hundred  years  ago.  A  vast  unornamented  structure,  that 
looks  as  if  it  could  stand  a  thousand  years  longer.  The  inside  is  very  plain, 
without  an  organ,  and  with  poor  singing  for  a  German  congregation.  The 
preacher  evidently  is  very  learned,  and  certainly  very  dry.  His  language 
precise  and  polished,  diction  pure,  delivery  calm  and  deliberate;  his  doc- 
trine out  at  elbows,  a  frigid  moralizing,  his  congregation  more  decorous 
than  devout.  The  large  church  not  half  filled ;  and  this  in  the  charch 
in  which  Ulrich  Zwingli  poured  forth  his  red-hot  sermons,  to  a  congregation 
which  the  building  could  scarcely  contain.  In  the  afternoon  I  worshiped 
in  St.  Peter's  Church,  where  the  pious  Lavater  w.-is  pastor  for  twenty-three 
years.  A  young  man  preached  a  very  poor  sapless  sermon,  to  a  congregation 
scarcely  filling  the  twentieth  part  of  the  church. 

Zurich  is  the  Boston  of  Switzerland,  where  learning  and  religious  levity 
abound.  The  bulk  of  the  people  seemed  to  be  refined  and  rationalistic, 
who  fancy  that  they  have  outgrown  the  teachings  and  simple  faith  of 
Zwingli.  The  city  theatre  was  open,  and  far  more  people  spent  the  day 
in  recreation  than  io  worship.  Withal,  the  town  was  quiet,  undisturbed 
by  drunkenness  or  revelry.     Much  better  was  I  pleased  with  a  Sunday  in 

SCHAFFHAUSEN. 

The  most  of  its  seven  thousand  seven  hundred  inhabitants  are 
Reformed.  Its  two  principal  pastors  at  this  time,  were  Dr.  Kirchofer 
and  Pastor  J.  Burchhart,  both  advanced  in  years.  The  former  was 
Antistes,  or  Pastoral  Superintendent  of  the  Canton  of  Schaff- 
hausen.  Pastor  Burkhart  preached  in  the  morning  in  the  Steige,  a 
church  on  an  elevation  at  the  edge  of  the  town.  It  was  full,  with 
a  devout  congregation.  The  preacher  officiated  in  a  black  robe,  as 
do  all  the  Reformed  ministers  of  Switzerland.  His  text  was  the 
parable  of  the  wheat  and  tares;  his  theme  the  mingled,  state  of  good  and 
evil  in  this  life,  and  their  final  separation.  An  instructive  and  edifying 
sermon,  full  of  the  warmth  of  Christian  love. 

In  the  afternoon,  a  young  man,  pastor  Magis,  preached  in  the  same 
church,  on  Matthew  v.  5.  The  people  generally  seemed  to  observe  the 
day.  Places  of  business  vf%re  closed,  the  people  on  the  street  were  neatly 
clad,  and  a  pleasing  atmosphere  of  rest  and  quiet  pervaded  the  town. 

Very  grateful  are  my  recollections  of  these  two  worthy  S  *iss  pastors,  Kir- 
chofer and  Burkhart.  Much  of  my  sojourn  in  Schaflfhausen  was  spent  amid 
their  hospitable  home  circles,  where  I  formed  the  acquaintance  of  eminent 
theologians  from  different  parts  of  Europe.  Through  fraternal  letters 
they  followed  me  with  their  counsel  and  blessing  on  my  journey.  Both 
the  dear  fathers  have  since  died  in  the  Lord,  and  their  works  do  follow 
them. 
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WHAT  TO  DO  WITH  "OLD  HABBYP" 

BY    PEBKIOMBN 

"  The  horse  is  a  very  asefal  aniiual  to  man/'  We  can  prove  that,  in 
any  amount  of  *  writing ' — "  in  black  or  white  " — if  we  are  allowed  to 
offer  in  evidence  the  bandies  of  unadnlterated  and  artless  compositions  of 
boy-dom.  The  testimony  is  unanimous  on  this  point.  Nor  dare  we 
question  the  correctness  of  the  proposition  for  ^^  Kinder  und  Narren 
sagen  die  WahrheitJ* 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  however,  that  a  truism,  so  early  implanted  and  so 
primitively  and  spontaneously  put  on  record  by  the  unsophisticated 
urchin,  should  iDfluence  so  little  the  grown-up  and  selfish  man.  If  boys 
preach  the  truth,  in  this  case,  then  surely  men  ought  to  have  learned,  by 
this  time,  some  more  humane  policy,  touching  all  superannuated  nags. 
There  is  such  a  thing  as  ^growing  old  '«— with  men,  animals  and  things. 
What  to  do  with  them,  when  once  such,  is  frequently  of  no  little 
interest. 

If  it  be  true,  that  '<  the  horse  is  a  very  useful  animal  to  man,"  it  is 
just  as  true,  that  man  is  a  very  unkind  animal  to  the  horse — to  old  horses 
especially.  We  sincerely  wish  the  tender  hearted  members  of  Mr. 
Bergh's  "  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals"  would  devise 
a  plan,  by  which  every  superannuated  charger,  who  has  passed  the  regular 
term  of  service  in  an  honorable  way,  in  the  great  battle  of  life,  might  be- 
come a  pensionary  character,  as  it  were.  Most  anxious  are  we  for  the  con- 
summation of  such  a  plan.  Mr.  Bergh  has  done  an  incalculable  amount 
of  good  to  man  and  beast  during  the  years  of  his  society's  existence,  and 
we  are  looking  in  that  direction  for  an  answer  to  fit  the  question.  What 
shall  be  done  with  '*  Old  Harry  f* 

We  well  know  (alas  I)  what  all  is  done  with  him — faithful  and  true 
though  he  proved  for  many  a  mile  and  many  a  year.  He  mostly  falls  in 
jockeys'  hands.  That  is  the  purgatory  period  for  a  horse.  It  is  hard 
to  tell  the  sufferings  of  the  horse-kind,  from  this  stage  forward.  A  larger 
and  truer  volume  than  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs  might  be  written.  But 
none  of  ours  shall  ever  fall  into  such  hands.  Our  ^  Harry '  has  served 
us  too  long  and  too  faithfully  to  send  him  tugging  a  lubberly  boat  on  the 
dead-level  canal — lean, — galled  and  martyred.  That  is  a  Yankee  way  of 
executing  a  horse  by  hanging.  We  could  never  again  walk  the  tow-path 
without  experiencing  a  constant  dread  of  being  pursued  by  his  avenging 
shade. 

We  want  to  be  able  to  meet  an  oyster- team  or  fish- wagon,  too,  without 
any  trepidation  of  confronting  **  Old  Harry,"  a  mere  wreck  of  his 
whilom  self  Nor  do  we  ever  want  him  to  neigh  a  curse  on  us  at  the 
easting  up  of  a  new  railroad.    No !     '  Harry '  shall  not  end  his  days 
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amid  such  surroundings ;  and  to  prevent  it,  we  will  take  no  jockey's  bid. 
Neither  will  we  ever  sit  in  a  stage  which  Old  Harry  must  pull  along — 
another  reason  for  saying : — ^A vaunt  ye  jockies  I 

The  tan-yard  is  no  very  pleasant  rendezvous  for  horses  well  up  in 
years,  either.  But  how  often  does  it,  notwithstanding,  prove  a  place  of 
final  resort  to  the  discjiarged  "  Bills''— "Harrys"— "Rocks"— "Fan- 
nys"— "  Floras"  and  "  Paddys?"  We  think  it  displays  poor  horseman- 
ship. We  are  opposed  to  capital  punishment,  so  far  as  horses  are 
concerned.  If  any  one  can  be  proven  guilty  of  a  malicious  murder 
or  of  an  attempted  man-slaughter — then  let  such  be  '  fanned  *  to  the  full 
extent  of  that  term.  But  to  execute  innocent  and  kind  horses,  that  have 
never  done  aught  but  good  to  their  owners — to  execute  such  horses,  after 
a  cold-blooded  manner,  is  simply  barbarous.  By  no  system  of  casuistry 
can  such  a  course  be  defended.  We  never  pass  where,  sombre  crows  do 
congregate,  but  we  seem  to  hear  their  caw,  their  sorrow  and  disapproval  over 
man's  inhumanity  towards  the  kindest  and  most  useful  aoimal  his  stable 
ever  encloses.  If  even  the  commaod — "Thou  shalt  not  kill"^-does  not 
embrace  animals,  we  verily  believe  it  to  extend  itself  far  enough  to  pro- ' 
hibit  the  killing  of  any  creature,  merely  to  get  rid  of  it.  Every  Horse 
Insurance  Company  makes  it  a  condition,  that  the  animal  shall  die 
naturally,  else  no  benefit  accrues.  No  violence  is  permitted  under  the 
plea  of  curtailing  its  misery.  We,  too,  are  opposed  to  making  carrion  of 
a  once  good  and  faithful^  but  now  old  and  weary  horse.  Is  it  in  this  way, 
that  "  a  righteous  man  regardeth  the  life  of  his  beast?" 

All  that  is  done  with  our  old  nags  does  not  please  us,  then.  But  jus( 
what  should  be  done,  we  are  not  horseman  enough  to  say.  On  this  account 
we  seek  for  information  from  Mr.  Bergh's  *  Society  for  the  Prevention 
of  Cruelty  to  Animals.' 

We  have  read  of  a  benevolent  gentleman,  founding  an  asylum  for 
over-aged  dogs.  An  elderly  dame  in  Paris  is  said  to  meditate  a  like  in- 
stitution for  venerable  cats.  There  is  no  accounting  for  taste;  were 
there,  we  could  more  readily  account  for  such  a  penchant^  than  for  that 
of  the  dog-catcher  or  cat-exterminator.  But  surely  then,  the  horse  is 
entitled  to  some  tender  consideration,  as  well.  We  want  "Harry"  to 
take  rank  ahead  of  "Tray"  or  "Tabby."  Did  not  "Harry"  help 
to  build  your  house  and  barn  ?  Did  not  he  aid  largely  in  cultivating 
your  farm  ?  Had  not  he  been  the  chief  loco-motive  agent,  before  the  age 
of  steam  ?  And  after  all  this,  would  it  be  so  great  a  thing,  were  some 
great,  good  and  wealthy  soul  to  found  a  Eorsepitalf 

We  can  never  think  of  asking  Government  to  do  this,  however. 
Government  has  forfeited  all  claims  to  our  regard  in  this  direction.  Let 
any  one  call  to  mind  the  emaciated,  crippled  and  starving  creatures, 
which  were  used  and  abused  during  the  Rebellion,  and  then  left  to  starve 
and  die  by  the  pen-full.  Our  whilom  poetical  idea  of  a  "  war-horse " 
has  collapsed  fearfully,  ever  since  our  eyes  beheld  those  Government 
animals.  The  immortal  Rosinaote  is  no  caricature  aside  of  them.  The 
Government  brand — "U.S." — on  all  those  poor  horses — is  symbolical. 
It  can  be  interpreted  Untold  Suffering — Unlimited  Starvation— Unfed 
Steeds — Unfortunate  Steve-dores — and  much  else  that  savors  of  misery. 
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Let  Groveroment  first  of  all  pay  the  debt  it  owes  to  its  war-horses,  before 
we  can  trust  it  to  our  superaoDuated  nags,  accumalating  in  time  of  peace. 
We  would  not  entrust  "  Harry "  into  any  Government  horse-asylum, 
were  it  right  *  yernance '  our  stable. 

It  must  be  an  Association  from  which  relief  can  come  We  leave  it 
over,  therefore,  to  Mr.  Bergh's  Society.  But  this  we  say,  that  the 
'  Horsepital'  ought  first  of  all  to  engage  their  minds — long  before  a 
Grand  Kennel  is  spoken  of  in  any  e^o^-matic  way,  or  a  Universal  Felinery, 
after  any  ca^cgorical  style. 

In  the  meantime,  we  should  labor  for  the  implanting  and  growth  of 
mercy  in  the  individual  man.  Every  well-to-do  proprietor  of  some  such 
superannuated  and  once  faithful  nag  should  feel  himself  obliged  to  have 

proper  provision  made  for  him  to  his  end.     Doctor  L recommended 

himself  to  us  as.a  humane  man,  by  simply  keeping  his  old  '^  Bob  "  sleek 
and  fat — as  a  retired  horse  gentleman---down  to  his  natural  taking  off. 
He  used  to  say  :  "  Bob  "  deserves  better  things  of  me  than  to  be  *'  sav- 
agely killed  at  my  hands.''  But  might  not  many  an  owner  of  venerable 
horses  show  a  like  mercy  ?  True,  the  investment  is  not  a  well-paying 
one ;  but  neither  do  we  ask  a  poor  man  to  do  it,  and  a  wealthy  character 
can  hereby  enrich  his  store  of  generosity  and  mercy,  a  thing  which  is 
better  than  money.  At  all  events,  such  a  course  speaks  better  for  an 
able  man,  than  to  jockey  his  poor  old  horse  away  for  a  paltry  sum,  or  to 
kill  him  to  get  rid  of  him.  There  are  some  things  which  men  may  do 
and  will  do,  but  let  them  be  done  never  so  often,  thej  are  still  mean 
things.  Anything  by  which  we  are  emancipated  from  meanness  ennobles 
the  soul.  There  are  worse  things  than  poverty ;  so  are  there  nobler  ends 
than  mere  pelf.  He  is  a  true  horseman,  who  hath  regard  for  the  life  of 
his  beast. 

Men  in  ordinary  circumstances,  who  cannot  afford  to  keep  such  stable 
pensioners,  can,  perhaps,  find  some  deserving  poor  man,  who  needs  a 
horse,  but  cannot  buy  one,  to  farm  his  acre  or  two  and  go  to  mill,  as  well 
as  take  his  invalid  wife  to  church.  The  household  would  be  glad )  you 
have  done  an  act  of  charity ; — you  have  been  showing  yourself  merciful, 
and  '^  Harry  "  can  earn  his  board  in  his  old  days.  We  know  a  number 
of  such  gift  horses.  They  seem  to  be  hale,  hearty  and  happy.  A  horse, 
like  his  master,  ought  to  exercise  according  to  his  years  and  general 
state.  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  an  aged  nag  wants  no  work  at  all. 
Let  him  work  under  his  trustee- master,  as  is  suitable,  and  spare  his  life. 

But  it  is  not  wise  to  give  "Harry"  away,  out  and  out.  No  matter 
how  desirable  the  object  of  your  charity  may  seem,  always  reserve  your 
superior  right  and  control  over  "  Harry."  The  poor  man  may  die.  Then 
the  jockey  will  capture  "  Harry  "  at  the  auction-block,  and  your  whole 
plan  of  mercy  will  be  defeated.  So,  too,  your  poor  man  may  prove  a 
cruel  man,  and  "  Harry"  may  have  a  sorry  time  of  it.  If  you  have 
relinquished  your  right  entirely,  he  will  likely  respond,  should  you 
reprove  him — "  It  is  corban  !"     Prudence  is  a  virtue,  as  well  as  mercy. 

Do  it  as  you  think  best;  we  will  not  dictate — we  only  suggest.  But 
one  thing  we  mean  to  do— we  mean  to  warn  men^  not  to  vitiate  their 
claims  to  be  considered  righteous  men,  in  and  through  the  manner  they 
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dispose  of  their  old  worn-out  horses.  Let  no  man  speculate  with  poor  old 
*'  Harry,"  or  «*  Tom,"  or  '*  Bill,"  or  "  Fanny."  Your  horse  must  be  the 
better  for  your  religion,  or  your  religion  is  not  genuine.  If  Mammon 
be  put  under,  in  all  your  dealings  through  life,  but  crop  out  in  the  dis- 
posal you  make  of  "  Harry,"  there  is  still  a  flaw  in  your  morality. 

Our  Lord  taught  a  system  of  mercy,  which  embraces  the  brute  crea- 
tion. Even  on  the  Sabbath  we  may  extricate  the  entrapped  ox  or  ass. 
You  have  no  right  then  to  cast  "Harry"  into  a  pit,  for  pelf's  sake — yea, 
into  a  more  horrible  pit  even,  than  our  Lord  intended.  God  Himself 
careih  for  oxen.  We  have  wondered  to  ourselves  whether  the  Arab's 
kindness  to  his  horse  is  not  of  a  more  civilized  and  Christian  order  than 
our  own.  God  commands  a  seventh  part  of  time  to  be  allotted  for  the 
rest  of  the  laboring  beasts.  Surely,  then,  a  godly  man  will  consider  what 
is  best  for  the  comfort,  ease,  health  and  life  of  the  beast  that  serves  him. 
Dr.  Clark  once  saw  the  Hebrew  of  the  proverb  on  the  shield  of  a  public 
inn  : — "  A  riyhteom  man  conaiderelh  the  life  of  his  beast  J* 


The  following  beautiful  lines  from  the  Dublin  University  Magazine  will 
remind  the  reader  of  the  last  scene  in  "  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress" : 


BEYOND    THE   BIVEB. 


Time  is  a  river  deep  and  wide ; 

And  while  along  its  banks  we  stray, 
We  see  our  lov'd  ones  o'er  its  tide 

Sail  from  our  sight  away,  away. 
Where  are  they  sped— they  who  return 

No  more  to  fflad  our  longing  eyes  ? 
They've  passed  from  life's  contracted  bourne 

To  land  unseen,  unknown,  that  lies 

Beyond  the  river. 

'Tii*  hid  from  view ;  but  we  may  guess 

How  beautiful  that  realm  must  be  ; 
For  gleamings  of  its  loveliness, 

In  visions  granted,  oft  we  see. 
The  very  clouds  that  o'er  it  throw 

Their  veil,  unraised  for  mortal  sight, 
With  gold  and  purple  tin  tings  glow, 

B^flected  from  the  glorious  light 

Beyond  the  river. 

And  gentle  airs,  so  sweet  so  calm. 
Steal  sometimes  from  that  viewless  sphere ; 

The  mourner  feels  their  breath  of  balm, 
And  soothed  sorrow  dries  the  tear. 

And  sometimes  listening  ear  may  gain 
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Entrancing  sound  that  hither  floats; 
The  echo  of  a  distant  strain, 
Of  harps  and  voices'  hlended  notes, 

Beyond  the  river. 

There  are  our  lov'd  ones  in  their  rest ; 

ThevVe  crossed  Time's  River — now  no  more 
They  heed  the  bubbles  on  its  breast, 

Nor  feel  the  storms  that  sweep  its  shore. 
But  (here  pure  love  can  live,  can  last — 

They  look  for  us  their  home  to  share ; 
When  we  in  turn  away  have  passed, 

With  joyful  greetings  wait  us  there, 

Beyond  the  river. 


"LEAD  US  WOT  INTO  TEMPTATION." 

(from   TH£  QBRMAN,  by  K.  £.    H.) 

Iq  the  little  hut,  by  the  wood,  there  was  deep  sorrow.  Good  Anna 
had  wept  all  day,  and  when  evening  came  she  had  not  et^en  so  much  as  a 
small  piece  of  bread  for  herself  and  her  three  little  chi  dreo. 

Once  peace,  quiet  and  moderate  wealth  had  been  theirs.  Then  their 
garden  grew  greeu  and  blossomed,  and  their  fields  bore  the  best  fruit. 
Their  father  was  very  industrious,  and  worked  all  day  ;  he  rose  with  the 
birds,  and  when  they  sung  their  morning  son<]:,  he  went  into  the  fields 
and  sang  with  them,  a  song  of  praise.  He  did  his  day's  work  cheerfully 
and  earnestly,  for  he  thought  of  God,  and  his  dear  Anna  at  home  with 
hia  children.  At  harvest  time,  his  barn  was  so  full  and  his  fruits  so  fine 
that  the  villagers  would  have  envied  him,  if  all  bad  not  loved  him  so 
dearly. 

Then  came  cruel,  cruel  war.  Anna's  husband  was  obliged  to  go  away 
to  fight* against  the  enemies  of  his  native  land,  and  his  wife  and  children 
were  left  at  home,  in  sorrow  and  tears;  for  he  was  their  all,  and  it  seemed 
as  though  all  joy  had  departed  with  him,  and  only  want  and  misery 
awaited  them  ;  and  so  it  was.  Year  after  year  passed,  and  the  father  did 
not  return ;  all  their  provisions  were  exhausted ;  there  was  no  one  to 
cultivate  the  land;  for  Anna's  children  were  too  small,  and  all  the  young 
men,  who  would  h  ive  helped  a  little  with  the  field-work,  had  left  the 
place,  and  only  want  and  need  reigned  in  the  whole  village. 

Fathers,  brothers,  and  husbands  were  gone,  where  death  might  over- 
take them  at  any  moment,  and  the  tears  and  prayers  of  those  at  home 
could  not  protect  them  from  a  bloody  end. 

Poor  Anna  scarcely  knew  what  to  do.  She  would  willingly  have 
worked  for  others,  but  in  this  evil  time,  every  one  had  to  work  if  he 
wished  to  live.  There  was  no  one  who  needed  her  work ;  no  one  who 
would  ofifer  her  the  helping  hand  with  gifts  of  love,  and  no  one  heard  of 
the  father. 
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Anna  wept  for  him  as  for  one  dead,  who  would  never,  never  return, 
and  this  made  their  need  and  sorrow  greater. 

If  she  could  have  hoped  for  his  speedy,  return,  she  could  have  home 
the  terrible  present  more  easily. 

The  general  want  was  increased  by  the  news  that  the  war  was  drawing 
nearer  and  nearer  to  that  part  of  the  country  where  Anna  lived.  Fugi- 
tives arrived  daily.  Badly  wounded  men  were  brought  through  the  vil- 
lage, and  had  carried  away  with  them  the  little  that  the  poor  people  had 
collected. 

Anna  lefl  her  children  and  went  to  a  hill  near  the  house,  to  look 
around;  she  thought  the  battle-field  must  lie  quite  near,  because  so 
many  strange  soldiers  were  continually  coming  through  the  village.  Far 
and  wide  she  saw  nothing  of  war,  only  a  few  men  who  passed  one  another 
quietly ;  yet  she  hardly  ventured  to  return  home,  because  of  her  hungry 
little  ones. 

As  she  was  coming  slowly  down  the  hill  opposite  to  the  point  at  which 
she  ascended,  she  saw  a  wounded  soldier  lying  in  the  thicket.  She 
stooped  down  and  gazed  upon  him.  He  was  fast  asleep.  Near  him  lay 
a  full,  heavy  knapsack,  and  Anna's  tearful  glance  fell  upon  it. 

Then  came  the  wish:  **if  only  that  knapsack  were  mine;  it  certainly 
contains  gold  which  the  man  has  won  in  war;  perhaps  he  has  been  plun- 
dering, like  many  others,  and  has  not  won  it  honestly.  If  it  were  only 
mine,  it  would  help  me  out  of  all  my  trouble.  I  could  buy  bread  for  my 
children,  and  it  would  last  for  a  long  time. 

We  have  not  had  one  bite  to  eat  the  whole  day ;  how  hungry  the 
children  must  be ;  and  here  is  help. 

The  man  sleeps  so  soundly,  perhaps  he  will  pass  thus  into  the  eternal 
sleep;  for  I  see  by  his  bandages  that  he  has  many  wounds;  then,  too,  an- 
other will  fiod  his  money  which  I  can  take  so  easily. 

If  my  hunger  were  not  so  great,  I  would  never  lay  hands  on  strange 
goods.  But  no,  he  may  awake  and  become  well ;  then  he  would  be  poor, 
as  poor  as  I  am,  and  it  would  be  my  fault.  God  has  sent  great  trouble  ; 
but  He  will,  yes,  He  will  help  me  to  bear  it;  but  how  easily  I  could  end 
it  now.     Shall  I  wake  him,  or  shall  I  take  his  money  ?" 

How  heavily  her  heart  beat.  ^*  It  would  be  a  sin,  a  threat  sin ;  it  is 
better  to  remain  honest;  my  children  will  not  starve.  No.  God  sup- 
port me  and  lead  me  not  into  temptation.'' 

Now  mark  I  the  struscgle  in  her  heart  was  over ;  faith  and  trust  in  God 
had  overcome  temptation.  She  blushed  for  shame  that  such  thoughts 
had  filled  her  mind. 

Hope  in  God's  fatherly  love,  which  is  always  nearest  when  our  need  is 
greatest  sprang  up  in  her  heart,  and  she  thanked  Him,  with  a  devout 
grace  to  Heaven,  that  He  had  not  permitted  her  to  fall  into  this  temptation. 

She  bent  down  to  wake  the  man,  and  ask  him  if  he  would  not  rather 
rest  in  her  hut.  *  True,  she  could  not  give  him  food  and  drink  ;  but  she 
could  prepare  a  comfortable  bed,  and  dress  his  wounds. 

Well  pleased,  the  wounded  soldier  listened,  looked  at  her,  and  tried  to 
stand.  With  Anna's  help,  he  went  slowly  and  faithfully  down  the  hill 
to  the  hut. 
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He  smiled  sorrowfully  when  he  saw  the  three  children  come  to  meet 
their  mother,  weeping,  asked  where  she  had  been  so  \ou^,  and  if  she  had 
brought  any  bread.  He  saw  how  Anna  blushed  when  she  comforted  the 
children  and  cast  a  prayerful  glance  to  the  fatherless  orphans,  as  she 
believed  her  children  to  bo.  Carefully  she  led  her  patient  to  the  best 
bed,  and  asked  whether  she  should  dress  his  wounds  now«  or  in  what  way 
she  could  help  him. 

The  poor  suflFerer  seemed  to  have  sunk  into  a  deep  reverie  ;  he  beckoned 
Anna  close  to  him,  and  asked  about  her  children  and  her  husband,  and 
at  last  asked  her  name. 

As  she  pronounced  it,  a  great,  warm  tear  fell  from  the  soldier's  eye 
upon  the  trembling  hand  which  he  had  clasped.  "  Weep  no  more,"  said 
he."  '*  A  kind  God  has  guided  my  last  steps.  Your  husband,  my  good 
woman,  was  in  battle  my  best  comrade,  and  my  truest  friend ;  he  stood 
next  me  in  rank,  when  I, severely  wounded,  was  obliged  to  leave  him;  he 
fought  like  a  lion.  God  will  protect  him..  As  soon  as  the  battle  is  over 
he  will  be  here,  and  it  is  my  last  wish  to  see  him  once  more  before  I  go 
to  my  eternal  home. 

"  Poor  mother!  wife  of  my  best  friend.  All  that  is  mine  is  thine.  In 
my  knapsack  you  will  find  many  bright  dollars  that  I  have  saved.  God 
does  not  will  that  I  should  buy  a  herd  of  my  own.  There  is  no  one  upon 
this  earth  whom  I  love  as  I  love  your  husband.  All  1  possess  shall  be 
yours ;  you  will  close  my  eyes,  and  give  me  a  resting  place  not  far  from 
your  hut,  that  your  glance,  and,  perhaps,  your  tears  may  oftenlfall 
upon  it." 

He  was  silent.  Anna,  too,  was  silent,  from  sorrow,  surprise  and 
shame.  She  hardly  ventured  to  look  up  to  the  generous  man  ;  the  strug- 
gle of  her  poor,  weak  heart  was  remembered.  Again  she  prayed,  ^'  Lead 
us  not  into  temptation." 

Now  she  thou<^ht  of  her  husband  who  would  soon  return  ;  she  thought 
of  her  poor  hungry  children  ;  she  glanced  at  the  wounded  man,  who,  after 
great  suspense  and  agitation,  lay  as  one  dead.  She  would  have  attended 
him  first,  but  with  a  beseeching  look,  he  begged  her  first  to  satisfy  the 
children's  hunger,  which  was  soon  done;  for  his  knapsack  contained  pro- 
vbions 

When  this  was  done,  she  remained  by  the  sufferer's  bed. 

It  did,  indeed,  seem  as  though  his  last  hour  was  near  ;  but  Anna  would 
have  held  back  the  passing  life,  to  repay  in  care  and  love  that  for  which 
she  could  not  thank  him.  But  his  time  was  come;  amid  the  thanks  and 
tears  of  the  rescued  family,  his  good,  noble  heart  broke,  like  many  thou- 
sand other  hearts, — broken  in  the  tumult  of  battle — but  without  tears. 

The  same  day  Anna's  husband  returned  to  his  family,  and  his  first 
work  was  to  prepare  the  resting  place  near  the  hut,  where  roses  and  lilacs 
soon  blossomed  over  his  grave. 

Anna  often  went  to  the  grave,  and,  with  tearful  eyes,  she  thought  of 
the  time  when  she  had  wavered  between  right  and  wrong,  between  virtue 
and  sin,  and  with  the  resolve  never  to  yield;  yet  feeling  her  own  weak- 
ness, she  prayed, 

"  Lead  us  not  into  temptation.*' 
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THE  YEAR  OP  OUR  LORD. 


From  the .  German^  hy  J,  W,  Ehhinghaui, 

It  was  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  850.  wben  sufferiog  and  distress  of 
almost  every  kind  spread  throngh  the  Fatherland.  At  the  north  coast 
landed  the  Normans,  pillaging  villages  and  murdering  its  inhabitants.  In 
Thuringia  and  Ilessia  were  the  hostile  Sorbs  raiding  through  the  conn- 
try  ;  to  fill  the  cup  of  publio  calamity  there  came  a  great  famine  into 
every  part  of  northern  Germany.  In  parts  which  the  ravages  of  war  had 
not  reached,  it  was  estimated  that  the  famine  had  taken  away  one-third 
of  the  population.  No  one  was  able  to  estimate  the  loss  of  life  sustained 
by  the  war.  History  has  covered  those  times  with  oblivion,  for  this  was 
a  war  of  extermination.  The  enemy  had  destroyed  the  plantations  and 
all  the  fruits  of  the  field,  so  that  even  the  rest  of  the  little,  that  God's 
mercy  had  left,  fell  a  prey  to  man's  unmerciful  rage. 

During  several  nights  fiery  signs  and  wonderful  meteors  had  an- 
nounced to  the  people  the  dreadful  event.  A  cloud  arose  from  the  north 
and  another  from  the  east^  and  in  meeting  in  the  heavens  they  darted 
fiery  bundles  of  rays  against  each  other,  and  finally  one  devoured  the  other, 
like  a  hostile  army  engaged  with  another  in  a  deadly  combat.  All  hearts 
were  troubled.  The  people  thought  the  Lord  had  turned  His  countenance 
away  from  the  German  nation.  Even  the  dogs  howled  more  mournfully, 
the  lays  of  the  bird*)  were  more  mournful  than  usual.  False  prophets 
arose  on  the  Rhine  and  the  Danube,  and  as  forerunners  of  the  antichrist, 
they  announced  the  approach  of  the  last  day.  Many  rulers  and  secular 
governors  administered  their  office  so  arbitrarily  and  wickedly,  as  if  neither 
their  rule  and  life,  nor  the  world  ever  should  have  an  end,  and  as  if  the 
judgment-seat  of  the  Lord  had  not  been  placed  over  the  thrones  of  the 
kings  of  this  world. 

In  that  year  there  lived  in  the  Fulder  Land  a  man — his  name  is  for- 
gotten— who  had  given  his  inherited  estate  into  the  hands  of  a  nobleman, 
in  order  that  he,  without  becoming  a  serf,  might  enjoy  his  protection,  and 
for  himself  and  children  to  have  the  U8e  of  the  estate,  which  had  been 
his  father's  free  property.  But  in  the  course  of  those  eventful  times  his 
protectoi  died,  and  another  gained  his  possessions,  and  among  them  the 
former  estate  of  this  man.  The  new  lord  wanted  to  enslave  him  com- 
pletely, as  thousands  then  were  enslaved.  In  the  confusion  of  those  days 
the  oppressed  could  fiod  no  protection  against  bis  enemy.  Then  came  to 
him  a  desperate  courage,  aod  he  resolved  to  prefer  misery  to  servitude. 
Pervaded  by  the  pride  and  prowess  of  the  old  Teutones,  he  looked  with 
contempt  upon  this  new  time  when  the  warrior  began  to  give  way  to  the 
humble  monk  and  the  tame  peasant.  When  a  boy  his  grandfather  had 
seen  the  service  of  the  old  gods  in  consecrated  forests.     Who  could  say 
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which  were  better,  the  old  gods  or  the  new  God  ?  With  the  old  gods  the 
good  old  time  had  gone,  and  like  as  a  punishment  for  unfaithful aess  there 
came  now  long  years  of  tribulation,  and  the  new  Christian  God  had  either 
not  the  power  or  else  not  the  will  to  take  the  distress  from  his  people. 
Thus  thought  the  man  of  the  Fulder  Land.  He  resolved  to  help  himself 
with  the  help  of  God  or  without  it,  afler  the  custom  of  his  fathers. 

One  night  he  girded  on  his  sword  and  fled  from  the  place  that  was  no 
more  his  own,  in  order  to  escape  the  power  of  his  oppressor.  He  took 
with  him  nothing  but  his  three  most  precious  possessions  :  his  wife,  his 
child  and  his  sword.  It  was  in  the  dead  of  winter;  the  fugitives  put 
warm  bearskins  as  cloaks  over  their  garments.  But  neither  food  nor 
money  they  had  lefl  to  take  along  in  their  perilous  journey. 

They  intended  to  travel  towards  the  upper  Main,  and  from  there  to  go 
over  to  ThuriDgia  and  Saxony.  This  was  a  bold  plan,  for  their  route 
led  through  the  heart  of  a  country,  which  was  laid  waste  by  the  enemy, 
and  it  was  in  the  shortest  days  of  the  year.  But  the  fugitives  were  of  a 
hardened,  weather-proof  race,  with  steel  in  their  bones,  able  to  endure 
the  pangs  of  hunger  for  a  good  length  of  time. 

It  was  at  the  time  when  Ludwig,  called  the  German,  upon  a  journey 
to  his  brother  Charles,  broke  several  ribs  in  his  body,  and  yet  continued 
on  his  way  without  showing  a  sign  of  pain,  although  one  could  hear  the 
working  of  the  broken  bones.  He  met  his  brother,  and  they  divided  the 
empire  of  their  third  brother  Lothar  in  a  brotherly  spirit.  After  they 
had  accomplished  this  fraternal  act  he  went  to  Acheu  to  have  his  ribs 
healed. 

Those  were  indeed  stern  times,  stern  people  and  kings,  who  did  not 
hold  of  much  account  a  broken  German  Empire  or  a  few  broken  ribs. 

It  was  the  last  evening  in  the  year,  the  evening  of  the  third  day  since 
the  man  from  the  Fulder  Land  had  gone  from  the  home  of  his  fathers. 
The  child  was  two  years  old,  and  still  sucked  at  the  breasts  of  its  mother ; 
thus  they  then  raised  their  strong  children.  The  man  and  his  wife 
carried  their  child  alternately,  carefully  wrapt  up  in  their  warm  furs. 
The  day  had  been  terribly  cold.  Towards  night  wind  increased  the  cold 
still  more.  In  the  forest  mountains  of  the  Rh'in  the  wanderers  had  lost 
their  way. 

On  the  first  day  only  they  had  received  a'morsel  at  the  table  of  a  pea- 
sant, who  was  himself  half  starved ;  and  since  then  they  had  eaten  nothing. 
Hungry,  they  had  bedded  themselves  already  the  previous  night  in  the 
snow  of  the  forest.  In  the  morning  when  they  continued  their  journey 
the  man  was  still  hopeful ;  for  he  who  fleeth  from  bondage  to  freedom, 
endureth  cheerfully  the  hardships  of  the  road.  With  the  faithful  endur- 
ing courage  of  woman,  his  wife  silently  followed  with  the  slumbering 
child  in  her  brms.  But  at  noon  they  again  lost  their  way,  and  wandered 
about  till  evening,  without  being  able  to  discover  the  smoke  of  a  hospitable 
fire-place.  Only  the  footprints  of  rapacious  animals  crossed  their  path  ia 
the  snow.  The  child  awoke  and  cried;  but  the  mother  had  no  more  food 
for  it. 

Then  began  it  to  darken  before  the  eyes  of  the  man  ;  his  courage  gave 
way,  yet  only  for  a  moment.      He  aroused  himself  and  proceeded  on  his 


Digitized  by 


Google 


210  The  Tear  of  our  Lord.  [July, 

way  like  one,  who  in  midsummer  was  walking  for  tbe  sake  of  pleasure. 
He  thought  of  the  giant's  son  from  Northland 'this  was  the  name  given  by 
the  Germans  to  the  winter  season — the  man  with  the  cold  breast.  And 
it  appeared  to  him  as  if  the  angry  God  intended  to  destroy  him  with  his 
wife  and  child.  A  fainting  chill  penetrated  his  whole  body.  But  the 
woman  with  the  pale  face  of  suffering,  looked  like  a  Christian  martyr, 
who  was  led  to  the  altar  to  be  sacrificed  to  the  giant's  son.  Although  she 
trembled  under  the  sufferings  of  the  body,  yet  her  trembling  and  sorrow 
was  nothing  in  comparison  to  the  terror  which  seized  her  all  at  once  on 
looking  at  her  husband;  for  when  the  night  began  to  settle  upon  the 
earth  and  the  cold  bloodlike  color  of  the  setting  sun  fainted  away,  there 
settled  upon  the  hard  features  of  the  man  a  terrific  expression,  the  out- 
ward sign  of  the  conflict  which  was  going  on  within  him.  His  eyes  were 
in  an  unusually  wild  motion,  his  lips  trembled  so  quickly  that  he  bit  his 
teeth  till  the  blood  ran  down  over  his  beard,  in  order  to  close  them,  and 
as  if  he  wanted  to  use  the  sword  against  the  enemy  with  whom  he 
wrestled  within  his  soul.  Several  times  his  hand  moved  towards  the  hilt 
of  his  sword.  His  beard  and  head  whitened  by  the  cold,  the  last  rays  of 
the  setting  sun  upon  him,  full  of  dignity,  he  appeared  like  an  old  Druid 
priest,  who  interceding  with  the  anger  of  the  gods  is  preparing  for  the 
sacrifice  in  the  most  holy  retreat  of  the  wildcroess. 

In  the  meaotiroe  they  had  come  up  to  a  hill  where  black  basalt  rocks 
were  projecting  from  out  of  the  snow.  Under  the  cover  of  ooe  of  them 
they  halted  instinctively,  because  it  afforded  them  a  protection  against 
the  storm.  They  collected  a  few  dry  branches  and  kindled  a  fire,  resolv- 
ing to  spend  the  night  there.  But  the  pangs  of  hunger  did  not  allow 
them  to  rest,  and  the  cries  of  the  child  for  food  re  echoed  in  the  woods 
around  them. 

The  man  could  neither  sit  nor  lay  down,  he  stood  leaningagainst  the  rocks 
and  stared  at  the  crackling  flames.  From  tbe  fire  he  turned  his  eyes  up 
to  the  sky,  and  pointing  to  the  stars  he  said  to  his  wife :  The  giants  and  heroes 
of  the  past  shine  above  as  stars ;  formerly  they  looked  graciously  upon 
us,  but  now  their  look  is  cold,  as  cold  as  theheartof  the  giant  winter.  In 
the  times  of  our  fathers  the  gods  descended  from  heaven  with  help  to  man, 
for  they  had  been  faithful  in  their  service  and  in  sacrifice.  Your  priests 
have  banished  our  divinities  fh>m  our  hearts,  and  the  gods  have  now  kept 
heaven  for  themselves,  and  nothing  is  left  to  us  but  misery.  Humbly  and 
with  trembling  the  woman  replied,  yet  full  of  believing  trust :  Only  one 
God  has  descended  to  earth  and  has  suffered  as  man  for  man,  and  the 
earth  was  so  filled  with  the  rays  of  divinity,  that  no  other  God  tried  to 
descend  henceforth  and  forever. 

The  man  was  silent.  Quite  near  they  heard  the  howling  of  hungry 
wolves.  The  weak  woman  was  not  terrified  at  the  sounds  of  this  song  of 
the  wilderness ;  yet,  when  she  again  looked  up  into  the  countenance  of 
her  husband  she  was  frightened,  because  his  eye  rolled  wilder  than  the 
eye  of  the  wolf. 

And  the  man  replied  again  :  Whenever  our  fathers  became  ensnared 
in  misfortune,  they  remembered  their  guilt  and  prepared  sacrifices ;  the 
greater  the  guilt,  the  more  costly  the  gifl  which  was  offered  for  sacrifice. 
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Did  not  oar  bards  tell  us — secretly  so  that  the  monks  could  not  hear  it — 
of  the  good  old  northern  King  Doraaldi,  whom  his  own  people  led  to  the 
altar  in  order  to  sacrifice  him,  their  best  man,  to  the  gods,  that  they 
might  take  the  famine  from  the  land,  and  when  the  sacrificial  knife  cut 
deep  into  the  body  of  the  king  the  famine  ceased  ?  Thus  spoke  the  man 
with  the  glowing  eye  of  the  wolf;  in  the  strength  of  animal  passion  he 
drew  his  sword  and  made  several  blows  through  the  air;  the  terror- 
stricken  woman  could  not  utter  a  word. 

He  began  anew  :  Wife,  th*ou  hast  not  heard,  what  the  day  before 
yesterday  the  peasant  who  fed  us  the  last  time,  related.  Hear  it  now  : 
The  Archbishop  Khahan  feeds  at  his  residence  in  Wink  el  every  day 
hundreds  of  people,  who  come  to  him  from  the  whole  neighborhood.  Now 
it  happened  not  long  ago,  that  an  almost  starved  woman  came  to  him  with 
her  child,  a  boy,  but  when  she  stepped  into  the  saving  door  of  the  house 
she  fell  down,  and  died;  but  the  child  lay  upon  his  dead  mother  and 
sucked  at  her  breast  as  if  she  was  living.  No  one  was  able  to  look  at  this 
scene  without  tears.  The  trunk  perished,  that  the  branch  might  be 
saved  ;  ought  not  the  woman  have  sacrificed  the  child  and  saved  herself 
•  for  her  husband  and  her  other  children  ? 

Then  speech  came  back  to  the  woman  and  she  continued  :  No,  blessed 
IS  the  mother  who  gave  her  life  for  her  child.  Her  soul  ascending  to 
heaven  saw  the  boy  who  wanted  to  drink  at  the  cold  breast,  and  was 
saved.  You  say  she  died  of  weakness?  0  no,  in  the  greatness  of  her 
joy,  that  after  the  torments  of  despair  on  the  way,  the  object  of  saving 
her  child  was  accomplished,  her  heart  broke,  and  overcome  with  delight 
she  gave  up  her  spirit. 

The  man  was  silent ;  he  covered  his  face  and  turned  away  from  his 
wife  who  sat  at  the  fire,  peacefully  holding  her  child  in  her  arms  and 
giving  it  a  look  of  tender  compassion.  Finally  he  aroused  himself  and 
walked  up  and  down,  wildly  rolling  his  eyes. 

"  Perhaps  the  hour  is  near  when  the  old  year  vanishes  before  the  new. 
The  priests,  when  they  count  the  years,  say  :  In  the  year  of  our  Lord ; — 
but  this  wicked  year,  full  of  misery  and  trouble  ought  to  be  called  the 
year  of  Satan  !"  so  spake  he,  and  yet,  mildly  replied  the  woman,  that  one 
year  in  which  the  Lord  was  born  as  man  among  men,  has  brought  such 
an  abundance  of  salvation  for  all  the  years  succeeding  it,  that  even  the 
worst  yej^r  after  the  birth  of  Christ  still  may  be  called  a  year  of  the  Lord. 

The  man  took  the  child  from  the  lap  of  its  mother.  ^'The  hour  is 
precious ;  the  future  he  will  divine  in  the  last  hour  of  the  year  who 
girds  his  sword  and  sits  on  the  roof  of  his  house,  turning  his  looks  to  the 
East.  Only  one  thing  I  wish  to  know ;  whether  we  will  live  to  see  the 
next  day.  This  rock  is  now  our  house.  Let  me  go  up  to  its  top  and  while 
I  there  conquer  the  spirits  of  the  future,  remember  thou  here  the  atoning 
sacrifice,  which  the  northern  people  made  to  the  gods  by  killing  their 
best  man,  their  King  Domaldi,  that  the  famine  might  be  taken  from  the 
land.  Then  cried  the  woman  with  a  voice  of  deep  anguish  :  O  hear  first, 
the  story  of  another  sacrifice :  Hear  how  it  happened,  when  Jehovah 
commanded  Abraham  that  he  also  should  offer  for  sacrifice  his  most  pre- 
cious good,  his  only  son. 
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But  the  man  did  oot  stop  to  listen.  He  went  up  to  tbe  top  of  the  rock 
and  disappeared  behind  the  bushes.  The  woman  wanted  to  hurry  after 
him,  the  mother  after  the  child.  Yet  when  she  attempted  to  rise  she  felt 
that  hunger  had  taken  away  all  her  strength,  and  she  fainted  away. 

Suddenly  the  crying  of  the  child  brought  her  back  to  life,  and  listening 
she  heard  the  noise  of  a  contest  going  on  quite  near  in  the  bushes,  and 
then  it  became. silent  as  the  silence  of  the  grave. 

Then  the  mother  sprung  up,  her  strength  returned,  and  she  ran  over 
into  the  bushes  whence  the  noise  had  proceeded.  And  before  her  stood 
the  man  pale  like  a  ghost,  his  sword  in  his  hand,  and  in  the  light  of  the 
moon  she  saw  blood  dropping  from  the  blade,  and  blood  upon  his  face  and 
arms.  My  child,  cried  the  mother,  where  is  my  child  ?  Then  the  man 
handed  her  the  child  which  he  had  held  in  his  left  arm.  It  was  unin- 
jured, sleeping  and  smiling  in  its  dreams. 

We  are  both  well  and  without  wounds,  said  the  man  in  a  broken  voice. 
The  woman  inquired  of  him  what  had  happened,  but  the  man  said  trembling : 
Finish  first  the  story  of  the  sacrifice  of  the  child,  which  God  had  com- 
manded its  father  to  ofi'er. 

And  surprised,  hardly  able  to  speak,  she  related  the  story  of  the  sacri- 
fice of  Isaac  according  to  the  words  of  sacrifice,  and  finished  with  the 
words  she  had  often  heard  in  the  cloister  chapel  at  Fulda  :  Then  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  said  unto  Abraham,  lay  not  thine  hand  upon  the  lad, 
neither  do  thou  any  thing  to  him;  for  now  I  know  that  thou  fearest  Ood, 
seeing  thou  hast  not  withheld  thine  -only  son  from  me.  And  Abraham 
lifted  up  his  eyes,  and  looked,  and  behold  behind  him  a  ram,  caught  in  a 
thicket  by  his  horns,  and  Abraham  went  and  took  the  ram,  and  ofiered 
him  up  for  a  burnt  offering  in  the  stead  of  his  son."  And  when  she  had 
finished,  the  man  said  :  There  has  to-day  repeated  itself  not  the  story  of 
the  sacrifice  of  King  Domaldi,  but  of  the  sacrifice  of  Isaac.  Behold  I 
also  intended  to  sacrifice  our  child,  yet  not  like  Abraham,  because  the 
Lord  had  commanded  me,  but  as  a  sin-offering  to  the  angry  old  gods,  and 
also  that  wo  might  eat  of  the  flesh  of  our  child  and  save  our  life.  But 
when  I  stepped  into  the  bushes  like  a  raving  maniac,  I  beheld  two  wolves 
feeding  on  tbe  body  of  a  roe.  Then  light  streamed  into  my  dark  soul, 
and  rushing  to  the  place  I  killed  the  beasts.  Here  is  the  roe  in  the  place 
of  the  ram,  which  God  sent  us  in  the  place  of  our  son,  that  we  might  eat 
thereof  and  live. 

Then  cried  the  woman  like  a  prophetess :  And  yet  the  sacrifice  of 
Isaac  is  only  the  promise  of  a  greater  sacrifice;  for  when  the  time  was  ful- 
filled, God  Himself  sent  His  only  begotten  Son  as  a  sin-offering  for  the 
guilt  of  all  men,  and  since  tbe  year  in  which  this  last  sacrifice  ;vas 
made,  we  call  every  succeeding  year :  "  The  Year  of  our  Lord." 

Yes,  said  the  man  with  the  voice  of  penitence :  the  last  hour  of  this 
year  has  clearly  shown,  that  even  this  year  was  a  year  of  the  Lord. 

They  sat  down  by  the  fire,  and  ate  of  the  flesh  of  the  roe.  Then  they 
fell  into  peaceful  slumbers.  The  morning  sun  of  the  new  year  awakened 
the  sleepers ;  they  went  up  to  the  top  of  the  rock,  where  the  man  last 
night  wanted  to  divine  the  future.  And  there  a  wonderful  view  opened 
before  their  eyes.    The  fruitful  valley,  glowing  in  the  morning  sunshine, 
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lay  before  them.  They  saw  cottages  and  hamlets,  and  the  land  around  it 
whe^e  the  famine  had  not  been.  They  embraced  and  kissed  each  other 
at  this  sight,  and  kissed  their  child,  too,  and  knelt  down  to  pray.  The 
man;  ashamed  of  his  conduct,  did  not  dare  to  look  into  his  wife's  face. 
Yet  she  looked  at  him  kindly  and  said  :  Let  us  forget  the  old  year,  although 
it  was  not  a  year  of  Satan.  The  new  year  although  just  commenced  has 
given  already  such  a  rich  promise,  that  we  may  cheerfully  continue  on  our 
way  J  for  the  new  pilgrimage  begins  where  yesterday  the  old  closed  :  "  In 
the  Year  of  our  Lord" 


THE  GOTHIC  MA.RTYBS,  BABA  AND  SANSALA.. 


FROM   THE   GERMAN   OP   H.  R    MASZMANN. 


BY   L.   H.    8. 


The  church  historians  Socrates  and  Sozomenes  relate  how  the  Goths, 
as  soon  as  they  had  accepted  Christianity  in  lowliness  of  heart,  put  a  low 
estimate  upon  their  temporal  life  and  yielded  it  up  with  joy,  suffering 
death  with  fortitude  when  they  were  not  permitted  even  to  make  a  con- 
fession before  the  execution  of  the  sentence. 

As  the  imdge  of  the  god  Freyr  was  carried  around  among  the  North 
Germans,  after  the  manner  of  the  heathen,  upon  a  wagon,  the  people 
flocking  after  it  with  their  offerings,  so  Athanarich  had  an  idol  brought 
upon  a  wagon  in  front  of  all  the  cottages  of  those,  who  were  supposed  to 
be  Christians,  so  that  they  might  worship  it  ai/d  present  offerings  like  the 
heathen ;  those  who  refused  had  their  cottages  burned  over  their  heads, 
being  consumed  along  with  them ;  others,  who  had  taken  refuge  in  a 
church — men,  women,  children  and  infants — were  burned  in  it,  and 
those  who  had  made  presents  to  the  Church  were  also  seized,  and,  if  they 
fearlessly  confessed  the  Christian  name,  were  condemned  to  the  same 
flames.  Thus  fire  and  sword  were  employed  against  the  Christians,  and 
those  countrymen  who  were  bound  to  them  by  natural  ties  or  rela- 
tionships. 

The  supreme  contempt  of  death  with  which  the  Goths  (Barbarians), 
who,were  in  other  respects  but  little  respected  or  noticed  by  the  Greeks 
and  Romans,  sealed  their  Christian  faith,  prompted  the  writers  of  church 
history,  as  well  as  the  biographers  of  martyrs  and  saints,  to  furnish  more 
exact  information  teaching  the  prominent  Gothic  martyrs  than  would 
otherwise  have  been  done.  The  remarkable  circumstances  attending  this 
martyrdom,  the  peculiar  traits  of  character  there  manifested,  finally  even 
the  names  of  the  individuals  given,  which,  in  spite  of  many  a  perversion, 
have  so  decided  a  Gothic  sound — all  these  attest  the  truth  of  the  mate- 
rials furnished  us,  and,  moreover,  the  dates  of  their  martyrdom  are  not 
14 
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wantiDg,  siDce  unexpectedly  these  have  been  ascertained  from  fragments 
of  a  Calendar  or  Memorial  book  of  the  Gothic  martyrs,  still  extant  in  the 
Gothic  tongue,  in  which  two  (not  consecutive)  months  are  given,  the 
second  of  which  may  certainly  be  called  November. 

This  Calendar  is  dedicated,  in  grateful  remembrance,  to  the  Emperor 
Constantine — as  one  who  had  made  a  friendly  treaty  with  the  Goths  and 
honorably  preserved  it  unbroken  as  long  as  he  lived — to  the  Apostles 
Philip  in  Hierapolis  (Phrygia)  and  Andrew,  who  was  preeminently  the 
Apostle  of  the  Scythians  and  Goths,  and  lastly  to  Bishop  Dorotheus 
(manifestly  of  Tyre),  who,  having  been  persecuted  and  tortured  for  his 
faith,  was  buried  a  martyr  in  Odyasopolis  Under  the  23d  of  the  first  of 
the  two  months  (which  must  have  been  either  April,  June  or  September), 
is  mentioned  ^'  the  memory  of  those  Goths,  who  were  persecuted  and 
slain  along  with  their  King  Frithareik  (Frithigern  ?)  ;*'  under  the  1st 
of  the  same  month,  *'the  memory  of  the  forty  nuns  who  underwent  mar- 
tyrdom at  Berea;"  and  under  the  20th,  **  the  memory  of  those  martyrs 
who  were  burned  in  a  crov^ded  church,  with  their  Bishops  Yereka  and 
Batwin." 

As  regards  the  second  of  these  occurrences,  the  Lives  of'  the  Saints 
(Acta  Sanctorum  of  the  Bollandists),  collected  and  prepared  wholly 
independently  of  this  Calendar,  mention,  under  the  duto  of  September 
1st,  that  forty  Gothic  nuns  of  Adrianople,  who  had  been  instructed  in 
the  Christian  faith  by  the  Deacon  Ammonius,  a  Macedemonian,  were 
thrown  into  prison,  and,  after  having  resolutely  confessed  their  faith,  were 
condemned  to  death  along  with  their  teacher.  Ammonius,  while  still 
alive,  was  badly  mutilated,  and  then  had  a  red  hot  helmet  placed  upon 
his  head.  The  nuns  were  then  brought,  along  with  their  instructor, 
from  Berea  to  Heraclea,  to  the  Prefect  Licinius,  by  whom  the  whole 
were  condemned  to  death ;  ten  were  burned,  eight  bcheided  along  with 
Ammonius,  ten  stabbed  to  death,  six  gradually  dismembered  and  then 
burned,  and  the  rest  had  r^d  hot  irons  thrust  down  their  throats. 

The  same  Acta  Sanctorum  give,  in  addition,  although  under  a  different 
date  (March  26th),  an  account  of  twenty-six  Gothic  martyrs  in  the  reign 
of  the  Emperors  Valentinian  and  Valens,  who,  with  their  Priests  Bath- 
usius  and  Verikas  (manifestly  the  above  Batwin  and  Vereka),  and  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  these  two,  were  burned  in  a  church  by  King 
Jungerich  (undoubtedly  the  Athanarich  of  history)  j  here  even  the 
names  of  all  the  laymen  are  preserved,  which,  in  spite  of  error  in  the 
manuscripts,  still  have  a  Gothic  sound. 

The  bones  of  these  twenty-six  martyrs  were  collected  by  the  Christian 
wife  of  another  Gothic  Prince,  Gautho  (or  Gaatho),  along  with  a  Priest  and 
the  Layman  Thyellas,  and,  after  she  had  entrusted  the  home  government  to 
her  son  Arimerus  (Charimer  ?),  were  carried  from  place  to  place  until 
she  and  her  daughter  Ducilla  had  reached  Roman  territory,  when  she 
returned  with  her  son,  who  bad  been  summoned  to  meet  her,  while  her 
daughter  (under  the  Emperors  Valentinian  and  Theodosius)  carried  the 
martyrs'  bones  to  Lyocous,  where  she  lived  a  while  and  died  in  peace. 
Gautho  and  Thyellas,  having  returned  to  Gotha,  were  at  a  later  period, 
toned  to  death. 
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The  Gothic  Calendar,  already  mentioned)  must  have  originated  in  the 
fourth  century,  before  372,  on  the  Donau  in  Thracia,  as  it  makes  no 
mention  of  two  other  Gothic  martyrs,  who  can  be  verified  no  less  accu- 
rately than  those  already  mentioned,  namely  Saba  and  Sansala,  of  whom 
fortunately  more  is  given  in  the  "  Acta  Sanctorum."  Under  date  of 
September  12th,  a  letter  is  furnished,  which  the  Christian  congregation 
of  Gothia  wrote  in  372  to  the  congregations  in  Cappadocia,  with  whom 
they  lived  in  close  communion.  This  letter  is  thus  directed:  **The 
people  of  God  in  Gothia  to  the  congregations  and  all  true  Christian 
believers  in  the  land ;  grace,  peace  and  the  love  of  God  and  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

"  What  Peter  said,  that  in  every  nation  he  that  feareth  God  and 
worketh  righteousness  is  accepted  of  Him,  has  been  lately  confirmed  in 
the  case  of  Saba,  who  has  become  one  of  the  martyrs  of  God  and  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  He  lived  in  Gothia,  among  a  perverse  and  aban- 
doned people,  imitating  the  lives  of  the  saints,  distinguishing  himself  like 
them  in  Christian  virtues,  and  shining  like  a  star  in  the  world.  From 
his  infancy  up  he  was  filled  with  zeal  only  for  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
holding  it  to  be  the  most  perfect  virtue  to  be  a  perfect  man  through 
knowledge  of  the  Son  of  God.  And  since  all  things  turn  out  for  good  tp 
those  who  serve  God,  the  heavenly  calling  was  to  him  the  reward  of  his 
struggles ;  and  he  so  strove  from  youth  up  that  he  conquered  all  the  ills 
of  life." 

'^  He  lived  in  the  true  fai(h,  was  gentle  and  pious.  Inexperienced  in 
speech,  but  not  in  knowledge,  and  inclined  to  peace  with  all.  Still  in  the 
cause  of  truth  he  was  bold  to  speak  and  to  stop  the  mouths  of  idolaters, 
without  taking  pride  therein,  but  being  always  modest  and  not  forward, 
quiet  and  ready  for  every  good  work.  He  was  devoted  to  singing  the 
psalms,  and  he  cultivated  singing  in  the  congregation.  He  sought  only 
after  a  sufficiency  of  this  world's  wealth,  so  as  to  secure  th«  necessaries 
of  life.  He  was  abstemious,  temperate  in  all  things,  abstained  from  the 
society  of  the  other  sex,  fasted  daily,  was  instant  in  prayer,  free  from 
any  idle  ambition,  firm  in  a  faith  attested  by  love,  always  happy  and 
willing  to  bear  witness  for  the  Lortl." 

*'  When  the  nobles  and  princes  of  the  Goths  began  to  compel  the 
Christians  living  among  them  to  make  sacrifices  to  the  gods,  and  to  eat 
meat  sacrificed  unto  idols,  and  some  of  the  heathen  in  the  place  where 
Saba  lived,  with  the  view  of  saving  their  countryman,  wanted  to  give 
him  some  meat  different  from  that  which  had  been  offered  as  a  sacrifice, 
he  did  only  not  eat  of  this,  but  declared,  in  the  presence  of  all,  that  who- 
ever ate  of  it.  could  not  be  a  Christian.  Then  those  who  had  contrived 
the  fraud  themselves,  drove  him  out  of  the  place,  although  they  soon 
brought  him  back  again." 

"  When  the  second  persecution  began,  some  of  the  heathen  Goths  who 
sacrificed  to  the  gods,  were  about  taking  an  oath  before  the  persecutors, 
that  ttiere  were  no  more  Christians  in  the  land.  But  Saba  came  forth 
and  declared,  ih  open  assembly,  that  no  one  could  take  such  an  oath  for 
bim,  because  he  was  a  Christian.  Then  the  inhabitants  swore  that  there 
was  but  this  one  Chrbtian  among  them.     When  the  Prince  or  King 
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heard  this,  he  had  Saba  brought  before  him,  and  he  asked  the  bystanders 
whether  he  was  in  easy  circumstances.  They  assured  him  that  he 
owned  nothing  more  than  he  carried  upon  his  back,  and  he  was  allowed 
to  depart  with  the  remark,  that  he  could  neither  do  good  nor  harm." 

^*  But  when  at  length  persecution  broke  out  for  the  third  time  among 
the  Goths,  Saba,  with  the  view  of  celebrating  the  festival,  started  at 
Easter  to  visit  a  Gothic  Priest  in  another  city.  A  man  of  majestic, 
splendent  form  appeared  (such  as  Woden  or  Odhin  once  to  the  heathen 
Goths),  and  said  to  him  :  *^  Return  back  to  the  Priest  Sansala."  Saba 
answered  :  **  Saneala  is  not  there."  The  latter  had  really  fled,  before  the 
persecution,  to  Koman  territory,  but  had  returned  just  at  Easter,  without 
Saba's  knowledge.  As  he  did  not  obey  the  injunction,  suddenly  a  mass 
of  snow  fell  from  the  clear  sky,  so  that  the  road  was  completely  blocked- 
up  and  Saba  could  not  proceed  further.  Then  he  recognized  the  will  of 
God  that  he  should  return  to  Sansala.  He  thanked  God  and  rejoiced 
when  he  saw  Sansala,  to  whom  with  nrany  others  he  narrated  what  had 
happened  to  him,  so  that  they  were  able  to  celebrate  Easter  together. 
In  the  third  night  after  the  festival  Atha  (na)  rid,  the  son  of  King 
Rothestens  (Hrotisthius),  burst  into  the  place  with  his  band,  tore  the 
Priests  Sansala  and  Saba  from  their  beds  and  put  them  into  chains. 
SaDsala  was  carried  in  a  wagon,  but  Saba,  naked  as  he  was  born,  was 
driven  through  thorns  that  had  been  set  on  fire.  But  he  bore  it  all 
through  faith,  and,  when  it  was  day,  said  to  his  persecutors :  '  Have 
you  not  driven  me,  naked  and  without  any  covering,  through  thorns? 
See  now,  whether  my  feet  are  injured,  and  whether  I  bear  any  traces  of 
your  Bcourgiogs  upon  my  body  ?'  When  they  failed  to  find  such,  they 
laid  a  wagon  axle  upon  his  shoulders  and  bound  his  arms  to  it,  and  then 
laid  him,  bis  feet  being  fastened  in  like  manner,  to  another  axletree,  with 
his  back  to  the  ground,  and  tormented  him  for  a  whole  night.  But 
when  the  guards  fell  asleep,  a  woman  who  had  remained  awake  to  pre- 
pare their  food,  approached  and  loosed  his  hands.  Saba  remained  quietly 
with  the  woman,  assisting  her  in  her  work.  When  day  broke,  Athana- 
rid;  having  learned  all  this,  had  Saba's  hands  tied  together  and  huns: 
him  to  the  door  posts  of  the  house.  Athanarid's  people  brought  some  of 
the  meat  used  in  the  sacrifices  to  Saba  and  said :  *  Our  Lord,  Athanarid 
the  Great  sends  you  this,  so  that  you  may  refresh  yourself  and  save  your 
life  from  death.'  Sansala,  the  Priest,  then  answered :  *  We  will  not  eat 
it,  because  we  dare  not.  Tell  Athanarid  that  rather  would  we  die  by 
crucifixion  or  some  other  death.'  And  Saba  answered  :  '  Only  one  b  our 
Lord,  God  in  heaven.     That  food  is  unclean  and  polluted.' " 

*^  When  he  had  said  this,  one  of'  Athanarid's  servants,  jn  his  rage, 
seized  a  spear  and  pierced  Saba's  breast,  so  that  all  who  saw  it  thought 
he  must  be  quickly  dead.  But  Saba,  through  God's  mercy,  survived  the 
fury  of  the  thrust,  and  said  to  him  who  did  it :  *  You  thought  you  had 
killed  me  by  that  thrust,  but  see,  here  I  am  as  little  injured  as  though  a 
flake  of  wood  had  fallen  upon  me;'  and  he  uttered  neither  cry  nor  groan, 
nor  was  a  trace  of  the  thrust  to  be  found  upon  his  body."* 

^'  W^hen  Athanarid  learned  this,  he  ordered  him  to  be  slain  imme- 
diately.    His  attendants  released  the  Priest  Sansala,  but  Saba  was  takeo 
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to  tbe  river  Mosaeos  to  be  drowDed.  Then  he  said :  '  What  wrong  has 
Sansala  done,  that  he  is  not  suffered  to  dfe  with  me?'  They  answered : 
'  That  yoa  have  not  to  determine  j^'  and  he  cried  out  in  a  tone  of  triumph, 
'  Praised  be  thou,  0  Lord,  and  Thy  Son's  name  glorified  throughout 
eternity !  Athanarid  hath  condemned  himself  to  CTerlasting  punishment, 
but  he  hath  helped  me  to  life  eternal.  Even  so  it  pleases  Thee,  O  Lord 
our  God  r" 

<*  On  the  way  he  praised  God,  so  that  when  they  reached  the  banks  of 
the  stream,  the  attendants  said  one  to  another,  *  Why  not  release  this 
innocent  man?'  But  Saba  then  said  :  ^  Why  do  you  speak  thus  foolishly, 
and  hesitate  to  do  that  which  was  commanded  you  ?  I  see  what  ye 
cannot  see :  I  see  those  standing  near  by,  who  will  carry  me  up  to  glory/ 
Thereupon  they  threw  him  into  the  stream,  and  suffocated  him  by  piling 
wood  upon  his  naked  body.  Thus  died  Saba  in  the  88th  year  of  his  age, 
on  the  5th  day  of  the  week  afler  Easter,  on  the  day  before  [12]  the 
ides  of  April,  under  the  reign  of  the  Emperors  Valentinian  and  Valens, 
when  Modestus  and  Arinthus  were  Consuls  (372)." 

''Those  who  killed  him  drew  his  body  out  of  the  water,  and  led  it 
unburied.  It  was  not  disturbed  by  dog  or  other  animal.  The  brethren 
gathered  up  his  bones,  and  bore  them  to  Junius  Soranus,  the  Chief  of 
the  Goths  under  Roman  rule,  who  was  also  a  Christian.  He  sent  them 
as  a  precious  present,  in  accordance  with  the  wish  of  the  Presbyterium, 
to  his  natiye  land,  Cappadocia,  for  their  veneration.  When  you  hold 
your  Christian  assemblies  on  the  anniversary  of  the  day  upon  which  Saba 
secured  the  victor's  crown,  communicate  tbe  contents  of  this  letter  to  the 
other  brethren,  so  that,  in  all  Catholic  and  Apostolic  congregations  they 
may  praise  the  Lord,  who  has  so  highly  favored  His  servant.  Great  are 
the  saints ;  those  who  suffer  persecution  with  you  send  greeting.  But 
to  Him,  who  may  through  His  grace  lead  us  to  His  heavenly  kingdom, 
be  glory,  honor,  praise  and  power;  together  with  His  only  begotten  Son 
and  the  Holy  Ghost,  throughout  eternity.     Amen." 

A  letter  has  come  down  to  us  from  Bishop  Ascholius  of  Thessalonica, 
wherein  he  informs  Saint  Basil  of  the  Gothic  persecution  and  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  Saba,  and  also  the  answer  of  Basil,  in  374,  thanking  the 
Bishop  for  the  precious  intelligence  which  had  transplanted  him  to  those 
blessed  days  of  old—since  martyrdom  has  returned  from  the  Barbarians 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Donau  to  its  original  home. 

Another  letter  of  the  same  Basil,  written  in  the  same  year  as  that  to 
Ascholius  (who  was  born  in  Aohaia),  must  have  manifestly  been  directed 
to  the  Chief  Soranus,  who  was  a  native  of  Cappadocia.  Basil  had  evi- 
dently requested  Soranus,  in  the  name  of  the  Presbjterium  of  his 
Church,  for  the  transfer  of  the  remains  of  the  martyrs  who  hud  died  in 
Gothia,  to  Cappadocia,  and  now  thanks  him  for  granting  his  request. 
*'  You  have  honored  your  native  land  with  the  bones  of  the  martyr,  who 
lately  won  the  victor's  crown  in  your  barbarous  neighborhood,  as  a 
thankful  farmer  sends  the  first  fruits  to  him  who  furnished  the  seed." 

We  cannot  part  with  these  witnesses  for  the  truth  among  the  Goths 
without  noticing  still  a  third,  who  indeed  did  not  bear  a  Gothic  name  (as 
was  the  case  with  Constans,  one  of  the  twenty-six  martyrs  at  Berea),  but 
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Btill  chose  to  be  considered  a  Goth, — Nicetas,  who  was  a  Gothic  warrior 
and  commaDder,  and  also  perished  under  Athanarich.  The  Acta  Sanc- 
torum gives  the  date  as  September  15.  In  early  youth  (so  the  record 
runs)  he  was  instructed  in  Christianity  by  Theophilus  of  Nic»a,  the 
predecessor  of  Ulfilas  In  the  quarrels  that  broke  out  between  Frithi- 
gern  and  Athanarich,  the  former  sought  aid  from  the  Greek  Emperor, 
**the  enemy  of  Christ"  (because  an  ArianV  which  was  furnished. 
Frithigern  with  his  troops  pushed  over  the  Donau,  towards  Thracia, 
bearing  the  cross  before  him  and  '  overcoming  his  enemies  by  it,  so  that 
flight  afforded  the  only  means  of  escape  to  Athanarich.  Many  Goths, 
high  in  position,  then  became  Christians,  having  been  instructed  and 
converted  under  Ulfilas.  But  Athanarich,  having  recovered 'from  his 
defeat,  persecuted  the  Gothic  Christians,  and  particularly  Nicetas,  who 
was  prominent  on  account  of  his  family  and  his  piety.  He  had  continued 
teaching  and  preaching  without  fear  during  the  persecution  under 
Gratian,  but  was  now  ordered  to  renounce  his  faith.  Remaining  firm  he 
was  scourged  and  then  thrown  into  the  fire.  Marianus,  a  Silician,  who 
lived  at  Mopsuesta^  on  the  Donau,  collected  his  bones  by  night  under 
such  guidance  from  a  light  from  the  heavens,  that  they  were  all  discov- 
ered, and  bore  them  to  his  native  land,  Galicia. 


A  MOTHER'S  LOVE  PBINTED  ON  LAVA. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


*^Cana  mother  forget  her  sucking  child?"  Most  people  are  what 
their  mothers  made  them.  Sarah  stamps  the  image  of  her  soul  on  Isaac, 
Rebecca  on  Jacob,  Rachel  on  Joseph  and  Benjamin,  Mary  on  Jesus. 
The  impress  was  made  in  childhood  and  youth.  Sometimes  it  is  partly 
or  forever  lost  by  the  sin-loving  waywardness  of  children.  For  thirteen 
long  years  Monica,  prayed,  wrought  and  traveled  o'er  land  and  sea,  to  re- 
store the  lost  image  she  h&d  impressed  on  the  heart  of  her  son  Augus- 
tine, when  a  child.  At  length  she  cleared  away  the  rust  of  years  of 
vice,  and  brought  to  view  with  burnished  brilliancy  the  beauteous  purity 
of  her  child. 

In  some  it  is  never  covered  or  effaced ;  indeed  is  multiplied  through 
successive  generations.  First  we  find  it  in  Timothy's  grandmother  Lois ; 
then  in  his  mother  Eunice,  and  finally  in  him  also. 

Hast  thou  a  pious  mother,  bear  and  heed  her  counsels.  Though  dead, 
she  yet  speaketh  j  speaketh  through  thee.  Honor  her  memory,  recipro- 
cate her  undying  love  by  leading  a  pure  and  lovely  life.  If  still  living, 
her  loving  heart  will  follow  thee  with  sleepless  concern.  Wound  not  her 
tender  spirit  by  filial  neglect.  Think  what  she  has  been  to  thee ;  what 
she  fain  would  still  be  to  thee. 
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*^  Speak  kindly  to  thy  mother ; 

She  blest  your  infant  sleep ; 
She  watchea  your  *  dawn  of  little  joys/ 

With  feelings  fond  and  deep ; 
And  as  you  grew  in  size  and  years, 

She  still  was  by  your  side, 
To  chide  your  faults,  allay  your  fears — 

A  gentle  tender  guide." 

Almost  eighteen  hundred  years  ago,  the  city  of  HerculaneUm,  near 
Naples,  was  buried  by  an  eruption  of  Mount  Vesuvius.  It  began  on  the 
24th  of  August,  of  the  year  79.  First  came  black  showers  of  scorial* 
ashes  and  lava  stones  like  large  petrified  hail.  Then  the  red  lava  crept 
down  the  mountain  side,  into  the  streets,  houses  and  churches  of  Herou- 
laneum.  In  a  certain  house  was  a  Ilerculanean  mother  with  a  sweet 
babe.  She  hears  the  hissing  stream  burning  its  way  through  the  narrow 
streets,  through  the  windows — hears  death  coming,  as  she  fondly  presses 
her  child  to  her  fast  beating  breast. 

In  the  last  century  the  buried  city  was  rediscovered,  and  since  then 
the  lava  has  been  hewn  out  of  some  houses  and  streets.  At  one  place  the 
impression  of  a  woman's  form,  with  an  infant  clasped  to  her  bosom,  was 
found  in  the  lava.  For  seventeen  hundred  years  this  image  was  here 
preserved.  More  lasting  than  this  is  the  maternal  impress  a  godly 
mother  leaves  on  the  immortal  soul  of  her  faithful  child.  This  image  in 
lava  gave  Mrs.  Hemans  the  subject  for  a  pretty  poem. 

"  Thou  thing  of  years  departed  I 
•    What  ages  have  gone  by, 
Since  here  the  mournful  seal  was  set 
By  love  and  agony  I 

Temple  and  tower  have  mouldered, 

Empires  from  earth  have  passed, 
And  woman's  heart  hath  left  a  trace 

Those  glories  to  outlast. 

And  childhood's  fragile  image 

Thus  fearfully  enshrined, 
Survives  the  proud  memorials  reared 

By  conquerors  of  mankind. 

Babe  I  wert  thou  brightly  slumbering 

Upon  thv  mother's  breast. 
When  suddenly  the  fiery  tomb 

Shut  round  each  gentle  guest  ? 

A  strange  dark  fate  overtook  you, 

Fair  b%be  and  loving  heart  I 
One  moment  of  a  thousand  pangs — 

Yet  better  than  to  part. 

Haply  of  that  fond  bosom 
On  ashes  here  impressed, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


220  The  Men  who  make  Chad  Presidents.  [July, 

Thou  wert  tbe  only  treasure  child  I 
Whereon  a  hope  might  rest. 

Perchance  all  vainly  lavished, 

Its  other  love  had  been, 
And  where  it  trusted,  naueht  remained 

But  thorns  on  which  to  Jean. 

Far  better  there  to  perish, 

Thy  form  within  its  clasp, 
Than  live  and  lose  ihee,  precious  one  I 

From  that  impassionea  grasp. 

Oh  1  I  could  pass  all  relics 

Left  by  the  pomps  of  old, 
To  gaze  on  this  ruae  monument. 

Cast  in  affection's  mould. 

Love,  human  love  I  what  art  thou  ? 

Thy  print  upon  the  dust 
Outlives  the  cities  of  renown 

Wherein  the  mighty  trust 

Immortal,  oh  I  immortal, 

Thou  art,  whose  earthly  ^low 
Hath  given  these  ashes  hobness — 

It  must,  it  mttst  be  so  I'* 


THE  MEN  WHO  MA.KE  GOOD  PRESIDENTS, 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


No  one  becomes  bad  suddenly,  as  none  become  good  abruptly.  By  de- 
grees and  gradual  growth  we  become  strong  in  virtue  or  vice.  Few  in- 
tend to  become  very  wicked  when  they  yield  f  o  the  first  temptation.  With 
many  that  first  temptation  is  a  glass  of  liquor,  an  invitation  to  a  ball,  or 
to  a  pleasure  excursion  on  Sunday.  Virgil  says,  "  The  descent  into  hell 
is  easy,  but  to  recall  your  steps  and  reasoend  to  the  upper  skies,  forms  the 
difficulty  and  the  labor." 

Youth  is  the  season  of  beginnings;  the  time  for  the  budding  of  early 
habits ;  the  blooming  time,  followed  by  fruits  in  later  life  corresponding 
to  the  blossoms. 

The  dangers  besetting  the  young  are  not  the  gambling-holes  and  dram- 
shops, which  make  good  people  shudder  as  they  pass  them,  but  varnished 
vice,  white- washed  iniquity.  Because  a  drunkard  and  whoremonger  lives 
in  a  palace,  and  b  a  hail-fellow-well-met,  decent  society  winks  at  his  wick- 
edness. 
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What  the  yonng  need,  aDd  what  many  lack,  is  firmness  in  resisting 
evil.  It  has  become  the  fashion  to  be  weak-kneed,  open  to  a  bribe.  This 
weakness,  is  by  many  mistaken  for  courtesy  or  business  shrewdness.  Why 
not  call  it  by  its  proper  name — downright  rascality?  A  true  and  truthful 
man  and  woman  will  dare  to  say  no  and  dare  to  say  yes,  on  all  proper  oc- 
casions, no  matter  who  hears,  or  who  likes  it. 

It  is  refreshing  to  find  people  of  this  kind  of  grit,  and,  therefore,  we 
give  the  following  from  the  life  of  two  Ex-Presidents  of  the  United  States. 

When  John  Quincy  Adams  was  minister  to  the  court  of  Holland,  he 
joined  a  society  of  learned  men,  who  met  once  a  week  for  mutual  improve- 
ment. Mr.  Adams,  though  one  of  the  youngest  members,  soon  became  a 
great  favorite;  his  finely-toned  mind  and  delightfnl  conversation  won  him 
many  friends,  and  receiving  as  much  enjoyment  as  he  gave,  he  was  always 
punctually  present. 

On  one  occasion,  however,  the  meeting  was  adjourned  to  Sabbath  even- 
ing. Mr.  Adams  was  not  there.  It  was  appointed  on  the  next  Sabbath 
evening.  Mr.  Adams  was  not  there.  His  fellow-members  noticed  and 
regreted  his  absence.  On  the  third  Sabbath  evenino^  it  met.  Mr.  Adams' 
chair  was  still  vacant.  Many  were  surprised  that  he  who  was  formerly 
so  prompt  and  punctual  should  thus  suddenly  break  ofif.  How  did  it 
happen?  Press  of  business,  it  was  supposed.  At  last  the  meetings  were 
returned  to  a  week-day  evening,  and  lo{  there  was  Mr.  Adams  in  his. 
place,  brilliant  and  as  delightful  as  ever.  The  members  welcomed  him 
back,  and  expressed  their  sorrow  that  press  of  business,  or  the  duties  of 
bis  office^  shduld  have  so  long  deprived  them  of  his  company.  Did  he  let 
that  go  as  the  reason  ?  "  Not  business  engagements  hindered  me/*  re- 
plied he;  "you  met  on  the  Lord's  day;  that  is  a  day  devoted  to  religious 
uses  by  me.''  He  then  told  them  he  had  been  brought  up  in  a  land  where 
the  Sabbath  was  strictly  observed,  and  from  all  that  he  had  felt  and  seen, 
he  was  convinced  of  the  unspeakable  advantages  arising  from  a  faithful 
observance  of  it. 

The  Detroit,  ("Mich.)  Free  Press  says :  A  gentleman  who  recently  met 
ex-President  Fillmore  at  a  social  entertainment,  on  being  struck  by  his 
Tigorous  appearance,  was  told  by  Mr.  F.,  that  he  had  taken  bnt  one  dose 
of  medicine  in  thirty  years,  and  that  was  forced  upon  him  unnecessarily. 
"I  attribute  my  good  health,"  he  said,  "to  the  fact  of  an  originally  strong 
constitution,  to  an  education  on  a  farm,  and  to  life-long  habits  of  regu- 
larity and  temperance.  I  never  smoked  nor  chewed  tobacco.  I  never 
knew  intoxication.  Throughout  all  my  public  life  I  maintained  the  same 
regularity  and  habits  of  living,  to  which  I  had  always  been  accustomed. 
I  never  allowed  my  usual  hours  of  sleep  to  be  interrupted.  The  Sabbath 
I  always  keep  as  a  day  of  rest.  Besides  being  a  religious  duty,  it  was  es- 
sential to  health.  On  commencing  my  Presidential  career,  I  found  that 
the  Sabbath  had  frequently  been  employed  by  visitors  for  private  inter- 
views with  the  President.  I  determined  to  put  an  end  to  the  custom,  and 
ordered  a  door-keeper  to  meet  ail  Sunday  visitors  with  an  indiscriminate 
refusal.  While  Chairman  of  the  Committee  on  Ways  and  Means  in  Con- 
gress, and  during  my  entire  Presidential  career,  my  labors  were  always 
onerous  and  often  excessive,  but  I  never  8u£fered  an  hour  of  sickness 
through  them  all.'' 
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TOBACCO. 


BT  PERKIOMEN. 


We  purpose  to  record  wHat  others  have  said  of  Tohacco,  leaving  onr 
readers  to  admit  whatever  conflicts  of  sentiment  and  contradictions  of 
opinions  we  may  encounter  as  best  they  can,  hoping  nevertheless  that 
some  benefit  may  accrue  from  a  bare  perusal  of  the  subject,  in  its  general 
outlines,  since  a  closer  study  is  hardly  to  be  hoped  for. 

Tobacco^  according  to  one  account,  was  introduced  into  Europe,  from 
the  province  of  Tabaca  in  St.  Domingo,  in  1559,  by  a  Spanish  gentleman, 
named  Hernandez  de  Toledo,  who  brought  a  small  quantity  into  Spain 
and  Portugal.  From  thence,  by  means  of  the  French  ambassador  at 
Lisbon,  Jean  Nioot,  from  whom  it  derived  its  name  Nicotia^it  found  its 
way  to  Parisian  mouths,  where  it  was  used  in  the  form  of  a  powder  by 
Catherine  de  Medici.  Cardinal  Santa  Croce,  the  Pope's  nuncio,  then 
assumed  its  patronage,  who,  returning  from  hb  Embassy  at  the  Spanish 
and  Portuguese  Courts,  carried  the  plant  to  his  own  country,  and  thus 
acquired  a  distinction,  little  inferior  to  that  which,  at  another  period,  he 
had  won  by  piously  bringing  a  portion  of  the  real  cross  from  the  Holy 
Land.  Both  in  France  and  in  the  Papal  States,  it  was  at  once  received 
with  general  enthusiasm,  in  the  shape  of  snuff;  but  it  was  some  time 
after  this  period  that  the  practice  of  smoking  commenced.  Smoking  is 
generally  supposed  to  have  been  introduced  into  England  by  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh ;  but  Camden  says,  Sir  Francis  Drake  and  his  companions,  on 
their  return  from  Virginia,  in  1585,  were  the  first,  as  far  as  he  knew, 
who  introduced  the  Indian  plant,  called  Tabaca,  or  Nicotia,  into  England, 
having  been  taught  by  the  Indians  to  use  it  as  a  remedy  against  indiges- 
tion. And  from  the  time  of  their  return,  he  says,  it  immediately  began 
to  grow  into  very  general  use,  and  to  command  a  very  high  price ;  a 
great  many  persons,  some  from  luxury,  and  others  for  their  health,  being 
wont  to  draw  in  the  strong  smelling  smoke  with  insatiable  greediness, 
through  an  earthenware  tube,  and  then  to  puff  it  again  through  their 
nostrils,  "  so  that  tobacco-taverns  are  now  as  generally  kept  in  all  our 
towns,  as  wine-houses  or  beer-cellars."  No  doubt,  the  tabema  (abaccanm 
of  Queen  Elizabeth's  times  were  not  unworthy  predecessors  of  the 
gorgeous  cigar-divans  of  the  present  day.  We  are  told  in  the  *'  Criminal 
Trials,''  in  1600,  that  the  French  ambassador  represented  the  Peers,  on 
the  trial  of  the  Earls  of  Essex  and  Southampton,  as  smoking  tobacco 
copiously  while  deliberating  ou  their  verdict.  It  is  said,  too,  that  Sir 
Walter  Baloigh  '*  sat  with  his  pipe  at  the  window  of  the  armory,  while 
he  looked  on  at  the  execution  of  Essex  in  the  Tower."  These  stories 
may  not  be  true,  but  their  mere  currency,  at  the  time,  proves  that  thej 
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were  not  wholly  incredible,  and  that  the  practice  of  smoking,  in  the 
higher  classes,  was  a  common  thing. 

A  little  later,  however,  the  practice  met  already  with  strenuous  opposi- 
tion in  high  places,  both  in  England  and  in  other  parts  of  Europe.  The 
earliest  and  principal  opponents  were  the  priests,  physicians  and  the 
crowned  heads.  The  clergy  at  once  declared  it  sinful,  and  in  1684,  Pope 
Urban  VIII.,  published  a  bull,  excommunicating  ail  per>onj*  found  guilty 
of  taking  snuff  when  in  church.  The  bull  was  renewed  in  1690,  by  l^opo 
Innocent,  and  in  1719^  the  Sultan  Amurath  lY.,  made  suiokini;  a  capital 
offence.  For  a  long  time  smoking  was  forbidden  in  Russia,  under  pain 
of  having  the  nose  cut  off.  In  some  parts  of  Switzerland  it  was  likewise 
considered  a  sufficient  cause  for  prosecution ;  the  police  regulations  of  the 
Canton,  Berne,  in  1661,  placing  the  prohibition  of  smoking  in  the  list  of 
the  Ten  Commandments,  right  after  that  against  adultery.  Even  James 
I.,  who  is  also  called  the  British  Solomon,  did  not  think  it  beueath  his 
royal  dignity  to  take  up  his  pen  against  it.  In  1603  he  published  his 
famous  '*  Counterblaste  to  Tobacco,''  of  which  this  is  a  part : — "  It  is  a 
custom  loathesome  to  the  eye,  hateful  to  the  nose,  harmful  to  the  braine, 
dangerous  to  the  lungs,  and  in  the  black  stinking  fume  thereof,  nearest 
resembling  the  horrible  Stygian  sinoke  of  the  pit  that  is  boitomless.'' 

But  it  availed  nothing.  Eoyal  and  Priestly  wrath  raged  in  vain.  The 
use  of  the  ^^  weed''  extended  itself  far  and  wide,  so  much  so,  that  at  this 
day,  it  is  doubtless  the  most  general  luxury  in  existence.  The  blood  of 
its  Martyrs  seems  to  be  the  seed  of  the  Tobacco-patch,  too. 

We  now  turn  to  another  author,  from  whom  we  will  cull,  using  our 
own  words  and  his — ^just  as  it  suits. 

Certainly  no  habit  suggests  so  many  curious  considerations  as  does  the 
use  of  Tobacco,  in  its  several  forms  of  chewing,  smoking  and  snuffing. 
It  is  purely  artificial — more  so  than  any  which  man  or  beast  indulges  in. 
Is  there  a  single  one  more  repulsive  to  the  natural  taste  ?  Many  have 
failed  in  all  their  efforts  (  and  they  are  generally  not  light ),  to  acquire 
it.  All  who  succeed,  do  so  only  after  severe  and  sickening  difficulty. 
To  those  who  are  not  broken  in,  it  is  always  disagreeable.  Now  the 
wonder  is,  that  such  a  habit  which  cot  tains  no  elements  of  propagation 
within  itself,  should  exceed  all  others  in  the  extent  of  its  diffusion.  It 
embraces  the  entire  habitable  globe;  it  comprehends  every  class  of 
people — refined  and  savage  ;  good  and  bad;  man  and  woman.  It  spreads 
from  Siberia  to  the  Equator,  and  from  the  Equator  to  the  extreme 
South. 

What  renders  it  still  more  remarkable,  is  the  comparatively  recent 
period  within  which  it  propagated  and  extended  itself.  Tkrte  hundred 
years  is  a  short  time  for  a  habit  to  gain  all  but  universal  prevalence. 
Those  who  have  given  the  subject  any  attention,  see  no  reason  to  doubt 
the  assertion,  that  America  is  the  source  from  which  this  usage  has  ex- 
tended itself  to  all  other  countries.  It  is  certainly  a  phenomenon  worthy 
of  some  consideration.  Considering  the  devotion  to  the  use  of  this  herb, 
among  the  population  in  Turkey,  Persia, .and  other  Eastern  countries, 
and  the  refinements  which  are  being  thrown  around  it,  we  might  feel  in- 
clined to  question,  whether  the  habit  can  properly  be  regarded  as  of  so 


Digitized  by 


Google 


224  Tobacco.  [July, 

recent  a  date  in  the  East,  as  we  know  it  £o  be  in  Europe;  especially  as  it 
seems  almost  impossible  to  conceive  of  a  Turk  or  Persian^  apart  from  bis 
pipe,  which  is  now  so  indispensable  to  him,  and  which  occnpies  so  serious 
a  portion  of  bis  time  and  attention.  It  has  indeed  been  contended  that 
the  Orient  did  possess  the  herb  before  the  use  of  it  passed  from  America 
to  Europe.  But  the  theory  cannot  support  itself  by  any  sort  of  a  re- 
spectable tradition,  without  which  it  cannot  hope  to  command  our 
credence.  Tobacco-smoking  is  never  mentioned  in  Oriental  volumes  of 
an  earlier  date,  however  minutely  they  may  describe  all  other  indigenous 
customs  and  habits.  *'  The  Arabian  Nights*  Entertainments,''  for  exam- 
ple, are  silent  concerning  the  use  of  Tobacco.  It  isf  not  made  mention  of 
by  the  older  travelers,  which  is  not  easily  accounted  for,  under  this  view, 
if  we  reflect  on  the  prominent  place  it  must  have  occupied  and  the  strik- 
ing appendages,  in  which  it  invariably  comes  before  us.  Certainly  some 
allusion  to  the  usage  could  be  traced,  had  it  then  existed. 

The  Chinese,  indeed,  according  to  Bell,  pretend  to  have  been  tobacco- 
smokers  for  many  ages.  And  why  not  7  Are  they  not  older  than  the 
rest  of  mankind  in  everything?  Still  if  they  did  smoke  before  any  of 
their  fellows,  it  was  not  Tobacco,  It  is  plain  that  this  herb  was  carried 
to  China  from  India,  by  the  Portuguese  in  1599.  The  Portuguese  had 
settlements  in  the  Persian  Oulf  some  thirty  yeavs  subsequently,  during 
which  time  the  herb  came  into  use  in  Persia.  It  is  supposed  that  the 
Portuguese  created  the  taste,  and  supplied  the  commodity  from  India. 
The  commerce  between  these  nations  had  been,  and  continued  to  be  ex- 
tensive. Iq  1628,  two  years  after  the  expulsion  of  the  Portuguese  from 
the  Gulf,  the  Persians  still  obtained  large  supplies  of  it  from  India.  Sir 
Thomas  Herbert,  who  tarried  in  Persia  during  that  year,  relates  a  cir- 
cumstance which  occurred  at  Castin,  in  these  words : — "  It  seems  that 
forty  camels,  entering  ladened  with  Tobacco  out  of  India  ( the  drivers 
being  ignorant  of  a  late  prohibition,  the  King  sometimes  commanding 
and  again  restraining,  as  circumstances  suggested),  Mamet  Allabeg, 
the  favorite,  commanded  the  penalty  to  be  executed,  which  was  to  crop 
their  ears  and  snip  their  noses;  offering  withal  to  his  angry  justice  a 
dismal  sacrifice  of  forty  loads  of  tobacco,  which  was  put  into  a  deep  hole 
that  served  as  a  pipe,  and  being  inflamed,  in  a  black  vapor,  gave  the  cit- 
izens gratis^  for  two  whole  days  and  nights  an  unpleasant  incense." 

The  Turks  received  the  habit  and  article  directly  from  Europe,  about 
the  same  time  that  Persia  received  it  from  the  East.  They  either  re- 
ceived it  from  the  Persians,  or  in  the  same  way  that  the  Persians  them- 
selves did.  Herbert,  when  at  Bagdad  ( which  a  few  years  before  had 
been  in  the  possession  of  the  Persians),  speaks  of  its  inhabitants  '*  sipping 
coffee,  and  inebriating  themselves  with  arrack  and  tobacco."  He  says 
also:  *'They  too  delight  in  tobacco;  they  take  it  through  reeds  that 
have  joined  unto  them  great  heads  of  wood  to  contain  it — a  habit  but 
lately  taught  them  and  brought  to  them  by  the  English  ;  and  .were  it  not 
sometimes  looked  into  ( for  Morat  Bassay  not  long  since  commanded  a 
pipe  to  be  thrust  through  the  ^ose  of  a  Turk,  and  so  to  be  led  in  derision 
through  the  city),  there  is  no  question  but  it  would  prove  a  chief  com- 
modity.    Nevertheless,  they  will  take  it  in  corners,  and  are  so  ignorant 
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therein,  that  what  in  England  is  not  saleable,  doth  pass  here  among  them 
for  most  excellent."  This  is  taken  to  mean,  that  the  Turks  did  then  and 
do  still  prefer  a  milder  kind  of  herb,  than  that  which  is  commonly  used 
in  Europe.  The  pipes  which  he  describes  are  the  same  as  those  now  in 
use,  except  that  the  bowl  is  now  of  earthenware.  In  England  the  pipes 
are  still  small,  as  they  were  first  constructed,  in  view  of  the  extreme  dear- 
ness  of  the  commodity,  when  first  introduced. 

In  England,  tobacco  w»s  first  introduced  about  the  year  1556,  says 
Stow,  by  Sir  Walter  Raleigh.  They  first  wondered  what  it  meant,  and 
regarded  it  as  a  cnriositji ;  but  in  1578  it  had  become  an  article  of  con- 
sumption. At  all  events  Sir  Walter  has  all  the  honor  of  its  introduction 
at  all  hands.  Malcolm  tells  us  the  old  man  was  fond  of  sitting  at  his 
door,  and  to  take  a  smoke  with  Sir  Hugh  Middleton.  ^'  In  1631  it  was 
commonly  used  by  most  men  and  women  too"  (  Stow  ).  Spenser,  in  his 
"  Faery  Queen"  calls  it  "  divine  tobacco." 

Nevertheless,  whenever  introduced,  and  however  rapidly  the  habit 
extended  itself,  a  storm  of  opposition  arose  against  it.  Hence,  England 
proved  no  exception.  After  James  spoke,  tobacco  was  called  "divine" 
no  longer.  But  after  his  "  Counterblaste ";  after  the  Turkish  vizier 
thrust  the  pipe  through  the  smoker's  nose ;  ailer  the  Persian  Shah  had 
cropped  their  ears  and  snipped  their  noses — they  would  still  smoke. 

We  are  ready  to  admit,  however,  that  the  fulminations  and  penalties 
imposed  did  something  towards  rendering  the  practice  somewhat  more 
genteel.  If  the  King  presents  a  faithful  picture,  he  had  certainly  some 
reason  to  be  angry  : — "  And  for  the  vanities  committed  in  this  filthy  cus- 
tom, is  it  not  great  vanity  and  uselessness,  that  at  the  table,  a  place  of 
respect,  of  cleanliness  and  of  modesty,  men  should  not  be  ashamed  to  sit 
tossing  tobacco  pipes  and  puffing  smoke  one  to  another,  making  the  filthy 
smoke  and  stink  thereof  to  exhale  across  the  dishes,  and  infect  the  air, 
when  very  often  men  that  abhor  it  are  present  at  the  repast.  But  not 
only  meal  time,  but  no  other  time  nor  action,  is  exempted  from  the  pub- 
lic use  of  this  uncivil  trick.  And  is  it  not  a  greater  vanity  that  a  man 
cannot  welcome  his  friend  now,  but  straight  they  must  be  in  hand  with 
tobacco?  No,  it  is  become  in  place  of  a  cure,  a  point  of  good  fellowship, 
and  he  that  will  refuse  a  pipe  with  his  fellows  ( though  by  his  own  elec- 
tion he  %ould  rather  feel  the  savor  of  a  stink  )  is  accounted  peevish  and 
no  good  company,  even  as  they  do  with  tippling  in  the  cold  Eastern 
countries.  Yea,  the  lady  cannot  in  more  mannerly  kind  entertain  her 
servant  than  by  giving  him  out  of  her  fair  hand  a  pipe  of  tobaeco." 

Here  is  another  extract  of  the  same  royal  author : — ^'  Is  it  not  the 
greatest  sin  of  all,  that  you,  the  people  of  all  sorts  in  this  Kingdom,  who 
are  created  and  ordained  by  God  to  bestow  both  your  persons  and  goods 
for  the  maintenance  both  of  the  honor  and  safe£y  of  your  King  and  com- 
monwealth, should  disable  yourselves  in  both  ?  In  your  persons,  that 
you  are  not  able  to  ride  or  walk  a  journey  of  a  Jew's  Sabbath  but  you 
must  have  a  reekie  coal  brought  you  from  the  next  poor  house  to  kindle 
your  tobacco  with  f  And  how  you  are  by  this  custom  disabled  in  your 
goods,  let  the  gentry  of  this  land  bear  witness,  some  of  them  bestowing 
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three,  some  four  hundred  pounds  a  year  upon  this  precious  stink,  which 
I  am  sure  might  be  bestowed  upon  many  far  better  uses." 

fie  utters  in  another  place  this  fine  thought: — *^  But  herein  is  not 
only  a  gre.tt  vanity,  but  a  great  contempt  of  6od*s  good  gifts;  that  the 
sweetness  of  man's  health,  being  a  good  gift  of  God,  should  be  wilfully 
corrupted  by  this  stinking  smoke." 

To  press  the  real  on,  as  it  were,  the  monarch  was  wont  to  profess,  that 
if  he  were  to  invite  the  devil  to  dinner,  he  should  have  the  following  three 
dishes. — '^  Ist,  a  pig;  2d,  a  poll  of  ling  and  mustard;  and,  3d^  a  pipe  of 
tobacco  for  digest ure." 

In  1616,  Peter  Campbell  bequeathed  all  his  goods  to  his  eldest  son. 
until  any  one  of  his  brothers  should  catch  him  smoking.  In  such  an 
event  the  detective  was  to  be  the  heir..  It  is  said  that  he  never  lost  his 
inheritance.  It  might  prove  a  more  or  less  effectual  way  of  curing  the 
coming  generations  of  an  evil  which  has  so  fearfully  entailed  itself  upon 
mankind.  The  now  dead  and  gone  Kadioal,  Thaddeus  Stevens  if  the  papers 
speak  correctly,  inserted  a  similar  proviso  in  his  last  will  touching  one  or 
more  of  his  heirs.  Thaddeus  hated  tobacco,  whisky  and  slavery  from 
principle. 

Chewing  tobacco  is  a  modern  art.  It  is  hard  to  tell  who  munched  the 
first  quid.  Let  his  name  never  be  known  !  His  progeny  are  countless, 
and  especially  so  in  America.  In  many  countries  across  the  waters, 
everybody  must,  first  be  men-aged  ere  he  may  chew  tobacco.  In  our 
Eepublic  young  America  is  at  liberty.  Our  eye  just  fell  on  an  article 
which  struck  us  as  remarkable.  We  will  present  large  extracts.  It  is 
called 

"TOBACCO  AND   THE   CUP." 

"  Nearly  every  drunkard  uses  tobacco.  John  Ilawkins,  the  father 
and  founder  of  WashingtoniauE,  said  he  had  never  seen,  in  all  his  travels, 
but  one  who  did  not  use  it.  He  began  its  use  before  he  began  to  drink  ] 
while  it  is  not  true,  I  admit,  every  tobacconist  drinks  liquor — although  I 
cannot  predict  that  he  never  will.  On  this  point  medical  authorities,  the 
world  over,  could  be  quoted  to  any  extent.  They  testify  emphatically 
that  tobacco-using  leads  naturally  to  liquor-drinking;  that  it  is  the  fcicilU 
descensus  Averni — the  slippery  and  smoky  gangway  to  the  hell  of  drunk- 
enness. There  is  a  touch  of  philosophy  in  the  wish  of  the  poor  degraded 
Indian.  Said  he,  '*  I  want  three  things^— all  the  rum  in  the  world— all 
the  tobacco  in  the  world — ^and  then  more  rum.  I  smoke  because  it 
makes  me  love  drink,"  .         ...  .     '    . 

^'But  I  pass  on  to  say,  that  the  tobacco  curse  is  fearfully  spreading.  Its 
consumption  is  ten-fold  greater  than  it  was  twenty  five  years  ago.  Then 
it  was  Qot  fashionable  for  children  and  boys  to  smoke  and  chew.  From 
the  high  places  of  power  the  curse  sweeps  hotly  down  through  all  ranks 
of  society,  like  a  scatheful  sirocco.  Our  beautiful  valley  of  the  Connecti- 
cut, which  our  Father  scooped  out  with  His  own  hand,  and  gave  us  in 
lieu  of  lost  Eden,  waves  with  the  Stygian  growth,  and  the  best  acres  of 
our  goodly  heritage  are  devoted  to  a  crop  but  slightly  pre  figured  by  that 
which  sprang  from  the  dragon*B  teeth." 
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He  then  uses  the  late  Rev.  John  Pierpont's  words : — 

A  righteous  anger  doth  possess  my  soul, 
"When,  lovely  valley,  I  am  doomed  to  see 
The  plant  thafs  killed  Virginia  killing  thee; 
To  see  that  plant,  the  deadlieot  that  grows, 
Supplanting  both  the  lily  and  the  rose — 
See  the  green,  sluggish  reptile  it  receives, 
Climb  its  rank  stalk  and  lie  along  its  leaves ; 
Bound  its  pink  spikes  the  loathsome  crawler  squirm, 
And  man  becoming — a  tobacco  worm! 

Within  the  last  ten  years  it  is  hardly  possible  to  measure  the  strides 
which  the  Kingdom  has  made  in  the  Northern  States.  It  has  been 
brought  home  and  spread  from  door  to  door  well  nigh.  Our  physicians 
might  perhaps  be  obliged  to  endorse  the  verdict  of  their  German  brothers, 
and  testify  that  of  the  deaths  in  their  country,  of  the  young  men  under 
twenty.five,  more  than  half  are  caused  by  tobacco,  supplemented  by  gin 
and  beer.  We  are  aware  of  the  fact,  that  to  combat  a  radical  evil  in  a 
radical  way  is  productive  only  of  still  more  radical  evil.  We  base  our 
opposition  to  the  Tobacco  evil  on  reasonable  and  acknowledged  ground. 
He  who  inspires  the  physical  man  by  the  use  of  Tobacco,  under  any 
form,  is  a suicide. 

He  who  suflPers  himself  to  be  enchained  by  the  'weed'  and  permits  it 
to  grow  rankly  over  himself,  is      ...     a  knave. 

And  he  who  knoweth  all  these,  facts,  and  confesses  to  it,  but  still  per- 
sists in  smoking,  snuffing  and  chewing  Tobacco,  or  in  any  one  or  two  of 
them — "  to  him  it  is  sin." 

Some  of  our  church-goers  would  be  politely  led  out  of  any  parlor  or 
private  chamber,  were  they  to  soil  a  lady's  carpet  as  they  profane  the  floor 
of  God's  house.     This  is  the  hoggishest  thing  I  know  of — absolufely. 

A  certain  clergyman,  in  England,  had  become  a  slave  to  tobacco.  Be- 
ing very  much  limited  in  means,  he  cut  up  and  masticated  parcels  of  the 
bell- rope.  We  have  been  in  pulpits  in  which  the  stated  incumbent  had 
certainly  chewed  no  bell  ropes.  The  so  called  "  Evangelicals'*  are  bit- 
terly opposed  to  the  use  of  tobacco,  and  are  about  to  enforce  their  disci- 
pline against  it.  We  may  consider  this  special  pleading;  but,  honestly, 
all  decency  falls  legitimately  within  the  domain  of  the  Church  and  our 
holy  religion.  If  both  King  and  Pope,  in  former  years,  declaimed 
against  its  use,  why  shall  we  now  affect  contempt  for  an  ecclesiastical 
prohibition  ?  We  consider  all  attempts  to  justify  the  use  of  Tobacco  as 
mere  excuses,  unless  medicinaUy  administered.  And  he  that  is  enslaved 
by  Tobacco,  cannot  with  a  good  conscience  reprimand  the  inebriate,  or 
with  good  grace  chide  the  victim  of  any  other  vice. 
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TWO  PKUITS  OP  FBIENDSHIP. 

No  receipt  openeth  the  heart  but  a  true  friend,  to  whom  you  may 
impart  griefs,  joys,  fears,  hopes,  suspicions,  counsels,  and  whatsoever 
lieth  upon  the  heart  to  oppress,  in  a  kind  of  civil  shrift  or  confession. 

The  first  fruit  of  friendship  is  that  this  communicating  of  a  man's  self 
to  his  friend  works  two  contrary  effects,  for  it  redoubleth  joys,  and  cut- 
teth  griefs  in  halves;  for  there  is  no  man  that  imparteth  his  joys  to  his 
friend,  but  he  joyeth  the  more ;  and  no  man  that  imparteth  his  griefs  to 
his  friend,  but  he  grieveth  the  less. 

The  second  fruit  of  friendship  is  healthful  and  sovereign  fof  the  un- 
derstanding, as  the  first  is  for  the  affections;  for  friendship maketh  indeed 
a  fair  day  in  the  affections  from  storm  and  tempests,  but  it  maketh  day- 
light in  the  understanding  out  of  darkness  and  confusion  of  thoughts. 
Neither  is  this  to  be  understood  only  of  faithful  counsel,  which  a  man 
receiveth  from  his  friend;  but  before  you  come  to  that,  certain  it  is,  that 
whosoever  hath  his  mind  fraught  with  many  thoughts,  his  wits  and  un- 
derstanding do  clarify  and  break  up,  in  the  communicating  and  discours- 
ing with  another  ;  he  tosseth  his  thoughts  more  easily  ;  he  marshaleth 
them  more  orderly ;  he  seeth  how  they  look  when  they  are  turned  into 
words ;  finally,  he  waxeth  wiser  than  himself;  and  that  more  by  an  hour's 
discourse  than  by  a  day's  meditation.  It  was  well  said  by  Themistocles 
to  the  King  of  Persia,  that  **  Speech  is  like  cloth  of  Arras,  opened  and 
put  abroad;  whereby  the  imagery  doth  appear  in  figure;  whereas  in 
thoughts  they  lie  but  as  in  packs."  Neither  is  this  second  fruit  of 
friendship,  in  opening  th^  understanding,  restrained  only  to  such  friends 
as  are  able  to  give  a  man  counsel  ( they  indeed  are  best),  but  even  with- 
out that  a  man  learneth  of  himself,  and  bringcth  his  own  thoughts  to 
light,  and  whetteth  his  wits  as  against  a  stone  which  itself  cuts  not.  In 
a  word,  a  man  were  better  relate  himself  to  a  statue  or  picture,  than  to 
suffer  his  thoughts  to  pass  in  smother. 

And  now,  to  make  this  second  fruit  of  friendship  complete,  that  other 
point  which  lieth  more  open,  and  falleth  within  vulgar  observation  ;  which 
is  faithful  counsel  from  a  friend.  Heraclitus  saith  well  in  one  of  his 
enigmas,  **  Dry  light  is  ever  the  best;"  and  certain  it  is  that  the  light 
which  a  man  receiveth  by  counsel  from  another,  is  drier  and  purer  than 
that  which  cometh  from  his  own  understanding  and  judgment;  which  is 
ever  infused  and  drenched  in  his  affections  and  customs. 

Counsel  is  of  two  sorts ;  the  one  concerning  manners,  the  other  con- 
cerning business  ;  for  the  first,  the  best  preservative  to  keep  the  mind  in 
health  is  the  faithful  admonition  of  a  friend.  The  calling  of  a  man's  self 
to  a  strict  account  is  a  medicine  sometimes  too  piercing  and  corrosive ; 
reading  good  books  of  morality  is  a  little  fiat  and  dead ;  observing  our 
faults  in  others  is  sometimes  improper  for  our  case ;  but  the  best  receipt 
(  best  I  say  to  work  and  best  to  take  )  is  the  admonition  of  a  friend, — 
Bacon's  Essays, 
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HABBAUGH'S  HABFE. 

This  neat  volume  of  one  hundred  and  seventeen  pages  has  just  left 
the  press  of  the  Reformed  Church  Publication  Baard.  It  contains  all 
the  Pennsylvania  German  poems  of  Dr.  Harbaugh  and  translations  of 
three  of  them,  made  by  himself  Also  six  original  illustrations.  The 
Harbaugh  Homestead,  Das  Alte  Schulhaus  an  der  Krick  and  Der 
Alte  Feuerherd,  were  sketched  from  the  originals  on  the  Harbaugh 
farm  in  Franklin  County,  Pa.  Besides  these  the  book  contains  pic- 
tures of  Die  Alt  MLiehl,  Der  Kirchegang  in  Alter  Zeit  and  Heemweh. 
These  poems  appeared  in  the  Guardian,  while  Dr.  Harbaugh  was 
editor,  and  have  been  collected  and  published  in  this  form  by  the 
present  editor  of  this  Magazine. 

Ordinarily  to  edit  the  writings  of  another  is  a  comparatively  easy 
undertaking.  Not  so  with  these  poems.  The  volume  was  promised 
to  the  public  a  year  ago.  Ever  since,  the  said  public  has  been  im- 
patiently clamoring  for  its  appearance.  And  all  this  while  the  editor 
and  others  have  been  busily  engaged  in  preparing  it  for  the  press.  To 
publish  a  work  in  a  language  that  exists  only  as  a  medium  of  speech, 
a  language  without  a  grammar  and  a  fixed  system  of  orthography,  is 
more  difficult  than  some  might  suppose.  The  Pennsylvania  German 
dialect,  save  in  rare  and  mostly  crude  instances,  has  hitherto  not  been 
a  printed  language.  The  poetry  of  this  people  has  floated  in  frag- 
mentary and  traditional  forms,  like  that  of  the  ancient  Greeks  before 
the  days  of  Homer.  For  these  many  years  the  simple,  genial  life  of  the 
Pennsylvania  Germans  has  hoped  and  waited  for  its  prophet,  for  one 
who  could  interpret  its  spirit  and  give  it  utterance ;  for  a  hand  and 
harp  that  could  give  voice  to  the  unsung  melodies  of  its  sweet  poetry. 
His  first  poem  in  this  language,  written  some  years  ago,  met  a  warm 
response  in  thousands  of  hearts.  It  touched  chords  untouched  before. 
And  as  one  after  the  other  appeared,  the  people  laughed  and  wept  as 
they  saw  their  hearts  and  homes  quaintly  pictured  in  the  poetic  mirror 
of  the  writer.  And  still  they  laugh  aud  weep  as  they  read  them  for 
the  hundredth  time,  and  bless  the  memory  of  their  poet,  the  Homer  of 
his  race. 
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THE  SCHOOL  DAYS  OF  A  COUBT  PBEACHEB. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


There  sits  '4lie  old  man  eloquent/'  his  features  and  form  precisely  as 
when  last  I  saw  him.  His  carefully-kempt  hair,  smoothly-fihaved  face, 
white  neck-tie,  vest  and  coat  without  a  wrinkle,  the  bodily  posture  erect 
and  yet  graceful,  like  the  statue  of  an  ancient  master.  Not  a  stiff,  studied 
attitude  at  all,  nor  a  foppish  fastidiousness.  'Tis  the  habit  of  his  mind  to 
have  every  thing  in  its  place,  and  a  place  for  every  thing.  This  faultless 
arrangement  of  toilette  and  apparel  is  a  reflection  of  his  inner  man. 
His  face  beams  with  benevolence — is  luminous  with  latent  thought.  A 
great  head  is  perched  on  those  great  shoulders.  A  sound  mind  in  a 
sound  body.  Fifty  years  of  earnest  soul  work,  battling  valiantly  against 
sin  and  error,  within  and  without, — this  long  fight  has  slightly  furrowed 
his  face;  like  the  scars  of  an  old  warrior,  the  furrows  give  beauty  to  his 
features.  "  What  a  beautiful  old  man  I"  said  Tholuck,  when  a  young 
man,  of  the  aged  Chalmers.  The  old  man  listened  like  a  knowledge- 
loving  child  to  the  fresh  streams  of  learning  as  they  poured  from  the  lips 
of  the  scholarly  German.  Suddenly  the  latter  pauses,  and  drops  this  re- 
mark, aside,  to  a  friend,  in  the  German.  '*  What  does  he  say?"  exclaims 
the  eloquent  Scotchman,  fearful  lest  he  might  lose  even  a  crumb  falling 
from  this  sumptuous  literary  table. 

So  sits  F.  W.  Krummacher  before  us  in  the  picture  of  his  autobio- 
graphy. Sits  here  as  a  sort  of  usher  to  tell  us  what  to  expect  in  the  fol- 
lowing pages.  At  a  glance  we  have  here  the  whole  man — a  face  gather- 
ing into  itself  all  the  rays  scattered  through  the  book.  Well  can  one  see 
the  Boanerges — a  son  of  thunder — lurking  in  this  face,  in  this  whole 
body;  and  the  thunder- producing  lightning,  too;  an  incarnate  Donner* 
wetter — thunder-and  lightning,  clothed  in  flesh  and  blood  and  bones. 
15 
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Id  the  April  Dumber  of  the  Guabdian,  1869, 1  gave  "Two  Eveoiogs 
with  a  Court  Preacher."  This  time  I  ofFer  you  auother  Leaf  out  of  his 
life— "The  School  Days  of  a  Court  Preacher." 

He  was  boro  at  Mdrs,  on  the  Rhine,  on  January  28th,  1796.  His  fa- 
ther^ Friederich  Adolf  Krummacher,  was  a  godly  pastor  of  the  Reformed 
Church,  a  man  of  learning,  and  withal  a  poet.  His  mother  was  an  amia- 
ble, meek  matron,  a  help-meet  to  her  husband,  in  the  true  sense.  He  was 
born  in  the  stormy  times  of  the  French  Revolution,  when  all  Europe  was 
made  to  tremble.  Little  did  the  new  born  boy  know  of  this  European 
woe.  Great  was  the  joy  of  the  parents  when  this  first-born  was  given 
them.  While  the  blood-thirsty  revolutionists  desolated  Europe,  there  was 
a  peace  almost  unearthly  in  the  quiet  home  of  pastor  Krummacher.  At 
the  birth  of  the  child,  the  father  started  a  domestic  diary,  in  which  he 
noted  the  pranks  of  the  baby :  when  he  laughed  to  his  parents  for  the  first 
time ;  how  his  eyes  followed  a  little  bird  flying  about  in  the  room ;  how 
he  began  to  say  mamma  and  papa — showing  a  most  praiseworthy  fatherly 
tenderness. 

When  four  years  old,  the  father  was  called  to  a  Professorship  of  Theo- 
logy and  Eloquence  at  the  University  at  Duisburg.  By  this  time  a  little 
brother  and  sister  had  been  added  to  the  family.  He  was  fond  of  play, 
fond  of  the  pretty  out  door  world.  At  six  years  of  age,  he  had  to  ex- 
change the  sports  of  childhood  for  the  slate  and  the  primer — the  sweet 
freedom  of  early  boyhood  for  the  galling  yoke  of  the  school.  A  pious 
hdy,  Christiann  Engels,  at  this  time  became  an  inmate  of  the  Krum- 
macher family.  She  breathed  her  gentle  spirit  into  the  children,  and 
formed  them  into  a  little  choir  of  singers,  and  "  made  the  house  a  kind  of 
music  hall."  To  her  moulding  hand  and  heart  Krummacher  was  grate- 
ful to  the  end  of  his  life.  On  her  90th  birth  day,  when  himself  was  62 
years  of  age,  he  wrote  a  poem  in  praise  of  what  she  had  been  to  him. 
The  following  lines  are  an  honor  to  his  warm  heart : 

*<If  pure  and  sacred  thoughts  my  bosom  swell, 

If  hallowed  purposes  and  plans  I  frame, 
If  lofty  aims  within  my  heart  do  dwell, 

To  thee  I  owe  them.     How  dear  to  me  thy  name! 
And  when  with  thankful  mind  I  praise  the  Lord, 

Who,  in  love,  from  sins  whereinto  others  ran 
Has  kept  me  free;  in  every  song,  that  word, 

Thy  dear  name,  inweaves  itstlf— 0  Chrutiann!'^ 

How  natural  that  the  boys  should  be  fond  of  unrestrained  freedom — ^find- 
ing more  pleasure  in  sports  and  amusements  than  in  serious  matters — 
rambling  through  woods  and  meadows,  chasing  butterflies,  listening  to 
the  music  on  the  banks  of  the  Ruhr  and  Khine — fonder  of  these  than  of 
scanning  Latin,  or  sheets  of  music,  under  the  eyes  of  their  preceptor. 
Christiann  well  knew  how  to  spice  duty  with  pleasure.  Knew,  too,  how 
to  interest  their  boyish  minds — taught  them  to  pray,  and  praise  and  love 
the  Saviour  of  their  souls.  A  godly  man  the  father  was,  yet  not  very 
apt  in  the  religious  training  of  his  children.  If  now  and  then  he  would 
speak  to  them  of  God  and  His  commandments,  *Hhe  hot  tears  started 
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from  his  eyes.''  And  this  he  dreaded,  and  therefore  rarely  ventured  on 
such  lessons.  The  children  were  taught  in  turn  to  ask  a  blessing  at  ta- 
ble, and  to  offer  morning  and  evening  prayer  in  the  family. 

At  nine  years,  Krummaoher  already  stood  an  approved  examination  as 
a  candidate  for  the  Gymnasium — a  school  corresponding  to  our  best  clas- 
sical schools  in  this  country.  At  eleven,  his  father  became  pastor  at 
Kettwig,  a  village  with  stalwart  men  and  grand  scenery.  To  his  mortifi- 
cation, the  boyish  student  finds  no  Gymnasium  here,  and  must  again 
study  in  an  ordinary  village  school,  whilst  the  father  taught  him  Latin 
and  Greek.  Sure  I  am  that  many  a  reader  of  the  Guardian,  no  longer 
a  boy,  could  enjoy  sports  like  the  following,  on  these  pleasant  summer 
days: 

"  The  beautiful  beech- forests,  abounding  with  birds,  which  we  were 
wont  to  perambulate,  making  them  echo  with  our  merry  song — the  ex- 
citing hunts  we  had  in  these  forests  for  the  nests  of  the  raven,  and  the 
magpie,  and  the  squirrel,  when  we  climbed  even  to  the  loftiest  branches 
of  the  trees — the  high  mountain  ridges,  difficult  of  ascent,  from  which  the 
view  all  around  stretched  itself  away  into  immensity — the  exuberant, 
splendid  strawberries  and  bilberries  found  in  the  lonely  forest  glades  and 
on  the  mountain  slopes;  then  the  harmless,  cheerful,  public  festivals, 
such  as  the  spring-festival,  and  the  egg-festival  on  Easter  Monday,  cele- 
brated sometimes  on  the  high,  rocky  eminence  called  the  'pulpit,'  rising 
precipitously  from  the  banks  of  the  Ruhr,  in  which  it  mirrored  itself; 
and,  besides  all  this,  the  pleasure  of  bathing  in  the  summer  time,  and -of 
catching  fish  and  crays  in  the  Buhr,  which  was  clear  as  crystal  to  its 
very  bottom,  and  in  the  winter  time  of  sporting  on  the  splendid  sheet  of 
ice  extending  for  miles,  smooth  as  a  mirror,  along  the  beautiful  water, — 
what  more  was  needed  for  us  boys,  to  make  us  think  this  world  a  very 
paradise  ?" 

Then,  too,  the  sons  of  the  minister  often  went  with  their  father  on  his 
visits  to  the  farms  of  his  peasant  members,  where  they  received  an  abun- 
dance of  apples  and  nuts,  and  presents  of  pigeons.  And  where  villages 
are  so  close  together,  many  a  country  pastor  welcomed  the  visits  of  the 
Krnmmacher  boys  into  his  home  circle.  And  the  Kettwig  parsonage  en* 
tertained  many  a  clerical  and  literary  guest,  some  of  whom,  in  later  years, 
ranked  among  the  first  men  of  Germany.  The  boys  were  caressed 
by  them,  and  listened  to  their  sprightly  conversation  with  the  greatest 
delight. 

The  members  of  the  father's  parish  were  plain  people,  abounding  in 
home-spun  wisdom,  of  whom  their  pastor  would  often  say :  *'  There  are 
many  unpolished  gems;  the  peasants  are  more  sensible  and  intelligent 
than  many  big-wigs  in  the  professorial  chair,  and  on  the  judge's  bench.'' 
Mingling  with  these  honest  laboring  people,  gave  Krummacher  a  "  deep, 
enduring  affection  "  for  the  lower  classes. 

The  instructions  in  the  Catechism  by  his  father,  and  his  confirmation, 
made  a  lasting  religious  impression  on  him.  Then  he  was  constrained  '^  to 
bow  before  God  with  sincerity  and  with  many  tears."  He  and  his  bro- 
ther accompanied  their  father  on  a  visit  to  a  sick  uncle.  They  found 
him  on  a  dying  bed.     The  boys  had  never  seen  any  one  die.     The  wasted 
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form,  the  hollow  cheeks,  and  the  death-like  paleness  of  the  djing  man, 
struck  them  with  amezemeot.  Others  helped  him  to  reach  out  to  the 
boys  bis  thio,  bony  hands,  to  bid  them  farewell.  They  sobbed  and  trem- 
bled as  he  said  to  them  with  a  sepulchral  voice :  *^  Yes,  dear  young 
friends,  as  we  all.  so  you  too,  must  one  day  lie  on  a  dying  bed.  We  are 
born  to  die.  See  that  you  learn  early  to  believe  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ; 
for  without  Him  we  are  the  most  miserable  of  all  creatures."  These 
words,  this  scene,  they  could  never  forget. 

Again  pastor  Krummacher  is  called  to  a  new  field  of  labor.  This  time 
to  Bern  burg,  in  Saxony.  He  leaves  his  simple  peasants  at  Kettwig  for  a 
more  polished  people,  but  not  more  grateful  and  cordial.  Indeed  he  is 
made  General  Superintendent  (a  sort  of  bishop)  of  the  Duchy  of  Anhalt- 
Bernburg.  Now  the  boys,  Frederick  and  Emit,  get  to  better  schools  and 
into  more  refined  society.  At  that  time.  Napoleon  was  seeking  to  devour 
Europe.  Fired  with  love  for  their  German  fatherland,  Frederick,  then 
but  sixteen,  and  some  of  his  comrades,  applied  for  admission  into  the 
army.  They  were  kindly  told  to  go  back  to  school.  Then  came  the 
army,  frequently  quartering  soldiers  in  the  parsonage — not  a  few  young 
artists  and  scholars.  Napoleon,  too,  is  brought  to  view.  On  his  sorrow- 
ful retreat  from  Russia,  he  passed  through  Bernburg — indeed  stopped  here 
"  a  brief  quarter  of  an  hour,"  during  a  change  of  horses.  They  saw  him 
"as  he  sat,  leaning  back  in  silence,  in  the  corner  of  his  carriage;  only 
once  did  he  bend  forward,  with  cold  formality,  when  some  young  girls, 
without  any  display,  handed  to  him  a  bunch  of  flowers."  Armed  car- 
bineers, with  drawn  sabres,  formed  his  escort,  and  on  the  box  of  his  car- 
riage cowered  his  Mameluke  Rustan. 

Many  men,  distinguished  for  piety  and  genius,  were  guests  at  the  Bern- 
burg parsonage ;  some  ridiculously  foppish  and  self-conceited,  others  who 
always  •*broujiht  new,  fresh  life  into  the  house."  An  uncle,  MoHer,  rich 
in  blessing  to  the  family,  was  "  remarkable  for  his  amiable  absent-minded- 
ness." One  time,  as  he  took  his  seat  among  a  group  of  dignified  State 
officials,  he  laid  aside  his  cloak  and  appeared  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  having 
forgotten  to  put  on  his  coat  before  leaving  home.  Going  along  the  streets 
of  Elberfeld,  one  day,  in  gown  and  bands,  he  entered  into  an  animated 
conversation  with  bis  sod*s  servant  girl,  carrying  a  basket  on  her  arm,  all 
the  while  thinking  that  it  was  his  son's  intelligent  wife.  All  these  inci- 
dents, guetits  and  teachers,  moulded  the  mind  and  heart  of  the  future 
court  preacher. 

Uncont-ciously  and  without  intention  they  helped  to  fire  the  children 
with  the  desire  for  their  intellectual  improvement.  Indeed  their  parents 
made  their  home  a  sort  of  retired  literary  circle.  They  read  with  their 
children  works  suited  for  their  entertainment  and  instruction,  such  as 
Tasso's  "Jerusalem  Deliverc*,"  the  "Magic  Ring"  and  "Undine," 
Goethe's  "  Gorz  von  Berlichingeu."  They  sang  the  grand  chorals  and 
other  compost tioDS  of  the  Genuan  masters — songs  full  of  the  fire  of  pa- 
triotism Hud  religi«>us  faith. 

But  Wis  this  then  a  sinless  youth  ?  Free  from  the  pranks  and  tricks 
of  ordinjiry  boys?  This  book  is  not  a  confessional.  Of  early  capers,  in- 
nocer  t  or  otherwise,  we  read  but  little.     Surely  the  boyhood  of  such  a 
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character  must  have  needed  its  disciplinary  incentives  and  restraints ; 
must  have  needed  a  strong  bridle,  and  a  firm  hand  to  hold  the  reins  and 
a  wis^  heart  to  use  the  rod,  if  such  was  ever  needed^  which  it  verj  likely 
was. 

At  length  the  stirring  youth  leaves  home  for  the  University  of  Halle. 
Thb  forms  quite  an  event  in  the  life  of  a  German  youth^  more  so  than 
does  the  entering  of  College  by  our  American  students.  "  By  birth  and 
by  natural  talents ''  he  was  predestined  to  theology,  and  for  that  destina- 
tion his  studies  are  henceforth  directed. 

There  was  doubtless  more  trouble  in  his  home,  when  leaving  thus,  than 
he  tells  us  here.  Tears  must  have  stood  in  some  e^es  that  looked  after 
him,  as,  '*  with  knapsack  on  his  back  and  staff  in  hand,''  he  walked  away 
from  the  warm  hearts  at  home.  Many  a  one  reading  these  lines  remem- 
bers the  feeling  of  proud  superiority  when  he  first  went  to  College — and 
how,  by  and  by,  his  inflated  notions  were  beaten  out  of  him.  He  says  of 
the  time  when  he  set  out  on  this  journey :  *'  We  thought  ourselves  all  at 
once,  on  what  grounds  it  is  difficult  to  say,  head  and  shoulders  above  any 
one  of  the  people.  Our  hearts  beat  within  us  with  the  feeling  of  a  new 
and  more  elevated  existence." 

It  was  then  a  great  moral  risk  for  a  young  man  to  .embark  on  a  Uni- 
versity course.  Deprived  of  the  counsels  and  restraints  of  home,  he  en- 
tered a  world  of  wild  personal  freedom.  Unlike  our  American  Colleges, 
these  institutions  are  almost  wholly  without  academic  restraint.  As  Schaff 
says  in  his  work  on  German  Universities :  **The  students  spend  from  two 
to  five  hours  every  day  in  the  lecture-rooms  of  the  University  hall,  and 
the  rest  of  the  time  in  reading  and  writing  at  home,  or  in  intercourse 
with  their  fellow  students.  The  majority,  especially  the  ^  Foxes/  as  the 
Freshmen  are  called,  join  one  of  the  clubs  or  associations  for  social  enjoy- 
ment, after  the  student's  fashion.  The  members  generally  wear,  or  used 
to  wear,  peculiar  colors  on  their  caps,  flags  and  breast-bands,  are  regularly 
organized,  and  meet  on  special  days  at  a  particular  inn  or  private  room. 
There  they  sit  round  oblong  tables,  in  the  best  of  humor,  drinking, 
smoking,  and  singing,  at  the  top  of  their  clear,  strong  voices,  *  Gaudeamus 
igitur,'  or  *  Was  ist  des  Dcutsehcn  Vaterland,'  or  *  Freiheit,  die  ist 
Weine,'  or  *  Es  zogen  drei  Burschen  wohl  ueber  den  Rhein,'  &c.  They 
discuss  the  merits  of  their  professors  and  sweethearts ;  they  consult  about 
a  serenade  to  a  favorite  teacher,  or  about  a  joke  to  be  practised  upon  some 
favorite  'Plulister,'  or  landlord;  they  make  patriotic  speeches  on  the 
prospects  of  the  German  Fatherland ;  they  pour  out  their  hearts  in  an 
unbroken  succession  of  affection  and  merriment,  pathos  and  humor,  wit 
and  sarcasm,  pun  and  taunt;  they  smoke  and  puff,  they  sing,  laugh  and 
talk  till  midnight,  and  feel  as  happy  as  the  fellows  in  Auerbach's  cellar, 
in  Goethe's  Faust." 

It  seems,  since  then,  however,  the  habits  of  students  have  undergone 
a  favorable  change.  Duels  occur  less  frequently.  '^  They  have  exchanged 
the  gauntlet  for  a  pair  of  kids,  the  sword  or  rapier  for  a  riding-whip  or 
walking-stick;  and  it  is  no  more  an  honor  to  besot  oneself  with  beer  and 
tobacco,  and  to  provoke  duels.'' 

Upon  this  hilarious  world  the  young  student  entered.     At  Halle,  he 
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says,  student  life  developed  itself  ia  "  can non -firing"  and  storming,  with 
"boxing  matches''  and  '^biroh-wood  duels."  For  much  of  this  he  had 
DO  taste.  In  the  students'  clubs  he  found  associates  of  more  earnest  ha- 
bits. Whilst  many  ridiculed  piety  and  Christian  faith,  a  rising  party  took 
for  their  motto  :  "  Frisch,  frei,  fioiich  und  fromm  "  (Lively,  free,  cheerful 
and  pious).  Among  these  he  found  a  better  air  to  breathe.  He  became 
a  member  of  a  literary  club,  whose  debates  were  all  held  in  Latin.  His 
teachers  were  among  the  most  celebrated  scholars  of  Europe.  Not  a  few 
of  them  made  no  secret  of  their  lack  of  faith  in  divine  revelation.  The 
great  Hebrewist  Gesenius  spoke  of  miracles  with  a  sarcastic  smile.  Nie- 
meyer  presented  his  Rationalism  ''in  a  gentle  and  veiled  form."  Weg- 
scheider  made  Reason  the  source  of  moral  and  religious  truth.  To  this 
day  many  congregations  are  doomed  spiritually  to  starve  on  the  "  husks 
and  chaff  gathered  and  stored  by  his  students."  "Der  Alte  Knapp"  was 
ridiculed  as  a  "  pietist"  or  a  **  Hernhutter  " — a  man  of  pure  doctrine  and 
godly  life.  "  Often,  as  we  crossed  the  threshold  of  his  study,  our  hearts 
beat  within  us  as  if  we  had  entered  a  holy  place."  One  day,  Krum- 
macher  asked  for  information  on  a  certain  theological  difficulty.  Knapp 
handed  him  a  book,  saying :  ''  Read  that,  and  forget  not  earnestly  to  pray 
for  light  from  above." 

Thus  bis  active  mind  was  puzzled  with  conflicting  systems — reaped  in 
a  field  where  the  wheat  and  tares  grew  still  together.  How  great  the 
danger,  with  the  wheat,  to  reap  some  tares,  too  I 

After  studying  two  years  at  Halle,  he  left  for  the  University  of  Jena. 
Just  before  leaving,  he  preached  his  first  sermon  in  a  village  near  Halle. 
A  crowd  of  his  fellow  students  went  out  to  hear  him.  "  Well  done," 
said  the  applauding  comrades.  He  says,  "  To  this  day  shame  covers  my 
cheek  when  I  think  of  that  first  effort  at  a  sermon." 

Jena  was  academically  more  attractive.  On  the  banks  of  a  picturesque 
river,  with  '*  well- wooded  heights"  around  it,  its  scenery  pleased  him 
greatly.  In  the  market-place  of  Jena  he  met  crowds  of  students— some 
in  German  coats  and  plumed  velvet  caps,  others  in  the  plain  linen  blouse 
worn  while  taking  exercise — walking  to  and  fro,  singing  merry  songs,  or 
engaged  in  cheerful  conversation.  A  friendly  student  took  him  to  a 
lodging-place,  insisting  even  to  carry  his  knapsack  for  him.  He  entered 
upon  his  studies  with  enthusiasm — joined  one  of  the  student  clubs,  and 
gives  a  graphic  description  of  his  initiation.  Among  the  learned  Profes- 
sors he  carefully  selected  for  his  teachers  those  whom  he  regarded  the 
most  orthodox.  He  engaged  in  the  innocent  sports  of  the  students.  One 
day  Goethe  passed  along,  and  stepped  from  his  carriage  to  witness  these 
gymnastics,  and  spoke  a  kind  word  to  them. 

With  all  the  learning  of  his  teachers,  their  instructions  were  unsatisfy- 
ing. A  great  wonder  it  is  that  the  poor  student  did  not  land  in  blind 
unbelief.  Had  it  not  been  for  his  private  studies  at  Jena,  he  would  have 
made  "as  little  progress  in  theology  as  in  religion."  The  exegetical 
lectures  were  insignificant.  Those  in  homiletics  only  told  him  what  he 
already  knew.  The  rationalistic  and  empty  sermons  gave  him  a  dislike 
for  the  services  of  the  Church,  and  drove  him  from  it.  He  sought  re- 
fuge from  this  spiritual  famine  in  reading  good  books.     Others  joined 
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him  in  these  private  searchings  for  the  truth.  Id  the  end  he  could  look 
back  on  his  life  in  Jena  with  pious  thankfulness.  There,  after  all,  bis 
soul  was  delivered  from  every  fetter  to  which  it  had  been  bound,  and 
learned  to  believe  savingly  in  Christ. 

He  had  received  much  kindness  and  made  warm  friends  at  Jena,  and 
left  it  with  inexpressible  sorrow.  A  company  of  fellow  students  escorted 
him  on  his  way  as  far  as  Cunitz.  While  they  tried  to  cheer  him  along 
the  way  with  merry  songs,  he  could  scarcely  keep  from  weeping.  Ooe 
teased  him  about  his  tearful  weakness.  Tbat  evening  he  poured  his 
sad  parting-sorrow  in  a  poem  at  !Naumburg,  and  sent  it  back  to  his 
comrades : 

"  Scarce  brightened  the  gable  morn's  earliest  ray, 

When  the  student  looked  forth  from  his  window  to  say: 

*  0  Jena,  dear  Jena,  'tis  o'er,  I  depart ! 

God  knows  with  how  heavy  and  aching  a  heart!' 

He  spoke,  and  the  water  rushed  'nto  his  eyes ; 
But  the  staircase  resounds,  and  the  passage,  with  cries : 
*Come,  brother,  be  oflf  I  take  your  last  bite  and  sup — 
We  must  drink  to  the  parting,  though  bitter  the  cup.' 

And  fuller  his  chamber,  and  fuller  the  hall, 

And  wilder  the  tumult,  and  louder  the  call ; 

One  seizes  the  knapsack,  another  the  staff. 

They  rush  down  the  stairs  with  a  shout  and  a  laugh. 

And  out  on  the  market-place  gathers  the  crowd. 
Like  a  storm  in  the  forest,  their  greetings  are  loud ; 
But  gentle  their  eyes,  for  the  farewell  is  near. 
And  brightened  full  oft  by  the  sheen  of  a  tear. 

In  close  arrayed  columns  they  march  down  the  street, 
The  pavement  resounds  to  the  tramp  of  their  feet^ 
And  up  to  the  clouds  peals  their  chorus  of  song — 
One  only  is  mute  in  the  echoing  throng. 

The  windows  fly  back,  and  eyes  tender  and  sby 
Peep  down  through  the  flowers  to  watch  them  go  by ; 
And  laughing  salutes  are  waved  up  from  below, — 
One  only  ne'er  raises  his  eyes  as  they  go." 


SILENT  INFLUENCES. 


If  a  sheet  of  paper  on  which  a  key  has  been  laid  be  exposed  for  some 
minutes  in  the  sunshine,  and  then  instantaneously  viewed  in  the  dark, 
the  key  removed,  a  faded  spectre  of  the  key  will  be  visible.  Let  this 
paper  be  laid  aside  for  many  months  where  nothing  can  disturb  it,  and 
then  in  darkness  be  laid  on  a  plat^  of  hot  metal,  the  spectre  of  the  key 
will  appear.  This  is  equally  true  of  our  minds.  Every  man  we  meet, 
every  book  we  read,  every  picture  of  landscape  we  see,  every  word  or  tone 
we^[hear,  leaves  its  tone  or  image  on' our  brain.-  These  traces,  which 
under  ordinary  circumstances  are  invisible,  never  fade,  but  in  the  intense 
light  of  cerebral  excitement  start  into  prominence,  just  as  the  spectral 
image  of  the  key  started  into  sight  on  the  application  of  heat.  It  is 
thus  with  all  the  influences  to  which  we  are  subjected. 
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AFBICAN  CELEBBITIES* 

BT  PKRKIOMEN. 

As  we  did  Dot  ^^go  to  war/'  Dor  to  tbe  electioD  either,  for  a  namber 
of  years,  do  one  will  accuse  us  of  being  moved  by  any  political  motiTe, 
in  recording  some  of  tbe  achievements  of  a  number  of  that  despised  race, 
which  had  been  but  so  lately  emancipated  from  a  state  of  bondage,  of 
over  two  hundred  years'  standing.  It  is  interesting  to  note  how  Provi- 
dence makes  history,  not  only  through  us,  but  in  spite  of  us,  often ;  over- 
throwing our  theories  by  the  stubborn  logic  of  facts,  and  burying  our  pre- 
judices by  a  flood  of  conviction  that  cannot  be  withstood.  It  is,  in  this 
light  only,  that  the  theme  interests  us  enough  to  give  it  a  thought 

The  great  men  of  every  period  have  had  ^'  a  hard  road  to  travel,"  from 
nothingness,  poverty  and  orphanage,  oflen times  to  manhood,  influence  and 
station.  But  possessing  the  three  essentials  to  greatness — diligence^ 
courafje  and  perseverance — they  emerged  from  out  of  the  ground,  as  it 
were,  and  rivaled  the  eagle  in  their  flight.  Such  men  must  ever  win  the 
approbation  of  their  fellows.     We  fall  in  love  with  all  such  characters. 

But,  we  somehow  fel)  to  thinking,  that  such  achievements  could  only 
be  predicted  of  white  mortals.  For  an  African  to  first  climb  to  where  a 
Caucasian  already  starts  from,  however  lowly  his  origin  may  be,  and  then 
to  mount  subsequently  also  head  and  shoulders  above  the  multitude,  be 
that  multitude  now  white  or  black — this  we  conceived  of  as  a  feat  wholly 
impossible.  And  yet  the  wonderful  events  transpiring  in  this  country, 
within  the  last  decade,  have  made  havoc  with  our  theory. 

A  negro  boy  had  for  a  long  time  been  to  our  mind  the  type  of  a  dirty, 
lawless,  lying,  thievish,  soulless,  unbearable  barbarian  and  nuisance.  But 
now  did  not  my  vision  change  when  confronted  by  Harry  Gantz,  a  colored 
boy  of  Huntingdon?  He  knows  half  of  the  New  Testament,  and  re- 
peatedly goes  home  after  church  and  there  recites  verbatim  the  sermon, 
just  delivered  from  the  pulpit.  We  have  had  not  a  few  Sunday-school 
scholars,  with  faces  fair  as  the  morning ;  but  we  could  not  put«.our  hand 
upon  the  boy,  with  so  good  a  head — the  heart  we  cannot  see,  you  know. 

We,  of  late,  learned  to  know  something  of  colored  financiers  and  con- 
fess that  all  of  them  can  "beat"  us  fairly.  Robert  Watson,  a  dusky 
waiter,  recently  died  in  New  York,  leaving  a  fortune  of  $70  000.  We 
know  of  several,  not  a  tint  whiter  than  the  waiter  "  Bob,"  in  the  interior 
of  Pennsylvania,  who  could  lend  us  some  money.  Among  the  wealthy 
foreign  residents  of  Patis,  are  some  fifty  negro  and  mulatto  families,  who 
hold  intercourse  with  a  great  many  aristocratic  French  families  on  terms 
of  perfect  equality.  M.  Pontchery,  a  wealthy  negro  from  Port  au  Prince, 
lives  with  his  family  in  one  of  the  finest  houses  on  the  Chausse  d' Antin^ 
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keeps  half  a  dozen  white  servants,  and  was  invited  last  winter  to  most  of 
the  fashionable  parties.  Be  is  a  millionaire,  and  has  a  very  fine  gallery 
of  paintings  and  statuary.  Another  one  of  his  blood,  in  Paris,  is  M. 
Candoris,  whose  father  owned  a  large  plantation  on  the  Island  of  Mauri- 
tius. The  son  sold  it — married  an  English  woman  at  Capetown,  and 
went  with  her  to  Paris,  where  he  lives  now  in  brilliant  style.  He  is  one 
of  the  boldest  operators  at  the  Bourse,  and  is  known  to  be  very  rieh. 
Belleisle,  a  very  black  negro  (?),  owns  a  large  business  house  in  Paris — 
yes,  two  of  them  !  three,  it  is  declared ! !  He  settled  there  thirty-five  or 
forty  years  ago,  and  made  his  money  in  the  oyster  trade. 

Certainly  we  do  not  consider  them  of  any  moral  significance  on  ac- 
count of  their  pelf — that  is  not  the  point.  We  have  only  to  consider  how 
widely  wrong  our  opinion  had  been,  in  reference  to  the  business  qualities 
of  colored  men.  We  had  fixed  it  in  our  minds,  that  negroes  all  lived  by 
stealing,  just  as  many  declare  all  Jews  to  survive  on  cheating.  Instead 
of  vagrants,  we  are  permitted  to  look  upon  the  finest  specimens  of  calcu- 
lating characters. 

But  not  all  Africans  live  for  wealth  alone.  The  Charleston  corres- 
pondent to  the  "  New  York  Times "  writes :  "  In  South  Carolina  now 
resides  a  remarkable  negro,  Saad  by  namC;  who  is  employed  as  a  teacher 
of  emancipated  blacks.  Besides  his  knowledge  of  the  Arabic,  Greek, 
Italian,  French,  German,  Russian  and  English  tongues,  he  is  familial 
with  literature,  to  a  very  considerable  degree,  and  quotes  from  the  Koran, 
Dante,  Goethe  and  a  number  of  other  authors.  He  was  born  in  the  in- 
terior of  Africa,  and  is  now  in  the  twenty-sixth  year  of  his  life.  He 
landed  in  America,  during  the  progress  of  the  rebellion,  and  bad  served 
in  the  54th  Massachusetts  regiment.  Considering  the  brief  time  afiPorded 
him  to  do  so  l<irge  a  work,  we  may  well  write  him  down  as  no  ordinary 
man.  There  must  be  some  active  and  retentive  brain  in  that  man's  bead. 
Bemembering,  too,  that  he  comes  from  the  very  middle  of  the  dark  Conti- 
nent, we  cannot  but  regard  him  as  an  uninterrupted  MxiQKXi^  as  Frederick 
Douglas  would  say,  with  a  wink  of  one  eye.  The  last  hope  of  being  able 
to  still  retain  our  preconceived  and  dearly  cherished  fancy,  lay  in  tbe  idea 
that  there  must  in  every  such  remarkable  character  lurk  some  white 
blood — even  if  but  just  a  very  little;  but  this  genuine  son  of  darkness 
has  clouded  the  last  bright  ray,  and  we  must  recant. 

But  the  spitefullest  thing  in  this  line  occurred  down  in  Georgia.  When 
the  Georgia  Legislature  were  considering  the  expulsion  of  the  colored 
members,  one  of  the  latter,  in  the  course  of  a  long  and  forcible  speech, 
exclaimed :  "  Now,  I  will  make  the  proposition  to  every  member  in  this 
house,  that  I  will  read  the  Bible  in  more  languages  than  you  can,  if  you 
will  agree  to  leave  the  hall,  or  I  will  go  out  if  you  can  read  in  more  lan- 
guages than  I  can  I"  The  offer  was  not  accepted,  of  course,  and,  just  as 
of  course,  the  polyglotted  black  member  was  expelled.  Now,  this  is  a  very 
significant  incident.  It  shows  that  the  man  was  not  only  learned,  but 
cunning  beside.  Who  but  a  wily  '*  nigger  "  would  think  of  challenging 
a  gang  of  politicians  to  read  the  Bible  in  any  language  f  Why  just  in 
common  English  it  might  puzzle  not  a  few.  And  such  an  ignorant  race 
too;  just  emerging  from  slavery  and  its  thick  darkness^  to  be  able  to  cast 
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up  to  the  surface  one  who  gives  considerable  promise  of  what  may  be  ex- 
pected in  the  future.  To  be  sure,  we  may  suspect  him  of  some  admix- 
ture ;  but  then,  what  neutralizes  that  consideration  again,  is  the  undis- 
puted fact,  that  his  opponents  were  all  white,  and  still  beaten. 

It  seems  very  odd  to  us  to  read  of  colored  men  as  Justices  of  the  Peace, 
since  we  formed  all  our  opinions,  touching  African  capacities,  from  the 
filthy  *^  sweeps/"  that  perambulate  the  streets,  and  loaf  in  the  woods  along 
the  creek.  We  never  thought  of  the  error  we  were  committing  in  assum- 
ing such  to  be  proper  standards  by  which  to  render  a  verdict  on  the  race, 
though  we  never  would  have  thought  of  pronouncing  judgment  on  the 
mass  of  Caucasian  blood,  from  the  peripatetic  characters  that  travel  the 
highways,  and  akin.  To  see  a  batch  of  five  names,  all  colored  men,  to 
act  as  Esquires  in  the  District  of  Columbia ;  to  see  the  names  of  others 
sent  into  the  United  States  Senate  and  have  that  ancient  body  to  confirm 
such  and  such  black  men,  as  Assessors  of  Internal  Eevenue,  as  Post- 
masters in  large  cities ;  to  see  the  daily  sheets  record  the  item,  that 
'^  Lieutenant  Governor  Dunn,  colored,  of  Louisiana,  had  an  interview 
with  the  President ;"  to  be  able  no  longer  to  doubt,  that  Ebenezer  D. 
Basset,  of  Philadelphia,  was  nominated  as  Minister-Resident  and  Consul- 
General  at  Hayti,  and  J.  R.  Clay,  of  Louisiana,  a  colored  man,  is  pro- 
posed as  Minister  and  Consul- General  at  Liberia;  and  then  besides,  and 
best  of  all,  that  he  declines  the  appointment  tendered  him  by  the  Presi- 
dent— all  this  surprises  one  who  innocently  imagines  that  the  statm  of  the 
black  man  had  long  ago  been  settled.  One  can  hardly  see  how  a  negro 
can  so  far  outstrip  a  white  politician,  as  to  refuse  a  seven  thousand  five 
hundred  dollar  office.  It  startles  us  lovers  of  the  old  conservative  order 
of  things.  We  think  Mr.  Clay  (colored  Mr.  Clay,  remember !)  owes  the 
pure  and  noble  white-blooded  office-seekers  an  explanation.  It  is  not 
satisfactory  for  him  to  tell  the  public,  that  he  is  a  wealthy  gentleman  of 
New  Orleans,  enjoying  a  comfortable  income  of  some  twenty-five  or  thirty 
thousand  dollars,  and  by  no  means  dependent  on  governmental  patronage 
or  favor.  Such  a  word  would  only  confuse  us  still  further ;  for,  first, 
how  did  he — a  colored  man — come  to  have  so  much  income,  and  secondly, 
wealth  does  not  quench  the  thirst  for  office.  The  whole  subject  is  dark, 
in  more  senses  than  one. 

But  then  let  any  one  read  from  a  Richmond  Journal  the  sketches  of 
the  prominent  members  of  the  Virginia  Seqate,  and  stumble  over  five 
live  African  members,  in  order  to  experience  what  a  weird  sensation 
affects  him. 

There  is  Senator  J.  W.  D.  Bland,  of  Prince  Edward,  who  graduated 
in  the  Convention  School,  and  is  by  common  consent  the  spokesman  of  his 
brethren.  He  displays  no  little  ability,  speaks  grammatically,  and  debates 
well.  He  speaks  fluently — is  never  disconcerted  or  at  a  loss  for  proper 
phrases.  He  seems  bold  enough  to  dispute  and  argue  points  with  the 
best  of  his  peers.  So,  too,  he  can  draw  a  resolution  with  singular  per- 
spicuity and  points,  which  some  of  our  Harrisburg  Legislators  can 

not.  He  says  "Mr.  President'*  in  the  best  of  taste  and  style.  Mr. 
Bland  is  said  to  be  quite  comely ;  skin  dark ;  face  well  round,  and  when 
he  speaks  he  shows  a  fine  set  of  teeth.     He  dresses  well,  and  looks  alto- 
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gether  like  one  who  is  inwardly  con  tent  with,  if  not  proud  of  his  lot.  The 
reader  may  judge,  from  the  particulars  given  ahove,  that  Mr.  Senator 
Bland  has  been  thoroughly  *'  interviewed/'  and  there  is  no  mistake  in  his 
being  what  was  but  lately  called  "  a  nigger." 

Dr.  Lyons,  or  Senator  Lyons  now,  is  a  graduate  of  a  medical  college. 
He  is  from  York  county,  and  a  new  comer  into  the  political  field.  The 
reporter  is  quite  enthusiastic  over  this  Senator  Lyons.  ^^  In  form  he  is 
an  Apollo  ;  in  complexion,  an  olive — very  bright  j  eyes  large  and  spark- 
ling; hair  short,  soft  and  silky.  His  dress  is  faultless.  He  is  the  most 
elegantly  gotten  up  of  any  of  his  class.  He  must  be  very  young— cer- 
tainly not  over  22  or  23.'* 

George  Theamoh,  likewipe  a  Senator,  is  a  shrewd  politician,  and  a  close 
and  able  debater.  He  frequently  rises  to  a  **  personal  explanation,"  with 
the  obnoxious  paper  in  his  hand,  which  in  the  end  he  invariably  de- 
molishes. 

John  Kobinson  is  a  silent  Senator.  He  has  a  large  head;  and  conveys 
his  sentiment  through  his  ballot. 

W.  P.  Mosely,  of  Goochland,  is  a  large,  benevolent- looking,  colored  Se- 
nator. His  head  is  well-developed.  He  is  thoroughly  educated,  but 
makes  no  display  of  his  intelligence. 

And  these  men  are  in  the  Senate  Chamber  of  the  Virginia  Legislature  ! 
Have  we  then  slept  for  many  years,  only  to  awaken  now  and  witness  such 
dark  men  in  high  places?  We  can  scarcely  become  reconciled  to  this 
new  order.  But  may  we  not  as  well  accept  the  situation,  and  attribute 
such  results  to  a  Providence  overruling  the  affairs  of  men  and  the 
destinies  of  nations  ?  It  seems  as  though  the  destiny  of  all  the  people 
were  to  be  measured,  not  by  their  complexion,  but  by  their  capacity.  If 
they  possess  that,  no  matter  what  becomes  of  our  predilections,  tastes  or 
prejudices,  the  end  and  goal  will  be  reached.  If  destiny  wants  Senator 
Kevels  where  he  is,  we  are  foolish  in  contending  against  it.  If  otherwise, 
he  will  disappear. 

It  is  not  in  the  political  sphere  alone  that  we  find  colored  celebrities. 
Long  ago,  yea,  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary,  a  negro  from  Spain  became 
a  noted  mechanic.  He  invented  not  a  few  tools  and  instruments.  He  it 
was  who  first  constructed  Needles,  He  died  without  imparting  the  secret 
of  his  art.  It  was  recovered  in  1565,  by  Elias  Grouse,  and  taught  for  the 
second  time  in  the  realms  jof  England. 

We  read  with  pleasure  whatever  we  can  gather  concerning  the  colored 
sculptress,  Edmonia  Lewis,  She  is  just  now  completing  a  statue  of  Olio, 
for  Prince  George  of  Prussia. 

It  would  be  superfluous  to  enumerate  those  prominent  colored  charac- 
ters who  have  been  figuring  before  the  world,  even  before  the  gate  of 
freedom  had  been  pushed  ajar  for  the  oppressed  to  go  forth.  They  are 
too  well  known  to  require  any  notice  here. 

No  one  can  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact,  that  a  new  epoch  has  opened  for 
the  long  oppressed  African  race.  That  many  are  proving  themselves 
worthy  of  their  liberty  is  no  longer  questioned  by  candid  minds.  From 
no  sort  of  political  feeling  or  motive  in  the  case,  but  solely  from  moral 
considerations,  do  we  hail  the  dawning  of  better  days,  for  mankind,  with- 
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oat  in  tbe  least  coQsideriDg  on  which  special  division  of  the  great  human 
family  the  benefits  more  directly  descend.  God  has  made  of  one  blood 
all  the  races  of  men,  and  appointed  unto  every  one  their  several  *'  habi- 
tations/' 'By  *^  habitations/'  we  hold,  is  not  only  to  be  andersf ood,  their 
several  localUieSy  but  spheres  and  social  latitudes,  as  well.  If  this  be  a 
fixed  decree,  let  us  be  sure  that  there  is  both  room  enough  and  opportu- 
nity enough  for  all  races,  and  all  men  in  those  races,  to  live  to  the  pur- 
poses intended.  It*is  far  more  delightful  a  thing,  to  our  mind,  to  watch 
those  men,  who  raise  themselves  by  their  own  unaided  efforts,  even 
against  the  many  forbidding  circumstances  lying  before  and  around  them. 
It  is  much  better  than  a  novel,  to  read  the  lives  of  such  men  as  Abra- 
ham Lincoln,  Andrew  Johnson,  Henry  Wilson  and  others,  in  the  politi- 
cal arena,  and  of  the  many  in  the  spheres  of  science,  literature,  art,  the 
several  professions,  who  were  born  unknown,  but  lived  to  become  widely- 
known — so  well  and  so  widely  known  that  death  can  no  more  obscure  the 
names. 

But  with  a  spirit  of  still  deeper  admiration  do  we  study  the  lives  of 
certain  African  celebrities.  All  they  ever  become  they  become  in  spite 
and  in  the  face  of  circumstances.  There  is  no  sort  of  prestige  for  them. 
They  must  make  themselves  from  the  root  up.  For  a  prominent 
character  to  emerge  out  of  slavedom,  strikes  us  as  fully  as  great  a  won- 
der as  it  were  for  a  flower  to  grow  from  the  dunghill.  **2^ow  if  we 
think  how  great  a  thing  it  is,  that  this  or  that  Senator  raised  himself 
from  a  state  of  comparative  early  obscurity  to  high  places  in  the  land, 
what  shall  we  think  of  such  as  started  from  this  immeasurable  gulf  be- 
low the  former  ?  Frederick  Douglas,  for  example,  or  Senator  Revels, 
had  to  climb  as  far  to  get  to  the  spot  where  the  poorest  free  white  boy  is 
born,  as  that  white  boy  has  to  climb  to  be  President  of  the  nation  and 
take  rank  with  kings  and  judges  of  the  earth  ''  Never  more  could  such 
ascensions  be  consummated  were  there  not  great  energy  within  such 
bosoms,  and  an  over-ruling  power  above  the  earnest  brows.  It  is  the 
CO  operation  of  Divine  and  human  forces  that  brings  about  success. 

To  contemplate  such  phenomena  b  both  encouraging  and  instructive. 
It  inspires  us  with  new  faith  and  trust  in  the  Providence  of  God.  It  serves 
to  inspire  us  also  with  a  becoming  pride  in  our  governmental  institutions, 
in  virtue  of  which  men  that  will  up,  cannot  be  kept  down.  From  the 
lowest  depths  there  is  a  way  upward,  as  there  is  for  the  water  in  the 
rock.  Nor  can  any  serious  young  mind  survey  the  ground  they  have 
trodden  who  have  gone  before  him,  see  their  difficulties  and  successes, 
without  feeling  a  strong  incentive  to  go  and  do  likewise.  Not 
one  stands  so  low  down  and  so  far  under,  but  others  have  stood  still  fur- 
ther under,  and  yet  ascended.  What  men  have  done  may  again  be  done 
by  men. 

W^e  just  now,  however,  think  of  what  our  Lord  says  to  His  evangelists, 
who  returned  and  joyfully  reported  their  successes  over  reptiles,  diseases 
and  other  foes.  Ue  heard  it  all,  and  then  reminded  them,  that  all  such 
success  was  after  all  not  the  highest  to  be  aimed  at  and  gained.  He 
would  have  them  rejoice  most  of  all,  that  their  names  are  written  in 
heaven.  To  that  highest  of  all  bliss  we  can  all  attain ;  for  we  have  a  G  rcat 
Saviour. 
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MY  DABLTNQ'S  SHOES. 


God  bleps  the  litile  feet  that  can  never  go  astray, 
For  the  little  shoes  are  empty,  in  my  closet  laid  away ; 
I  sometimes  take  one  in  my  hand,  forgetting  till  I  see 
It  is  a  little  half-worn  shoe,  not  half  large  enough  for  me; 
And  all  at  once  I  feel  a  sense  of  bitter  loss  and  pain, 
As  sharp  as  when,  ten  years  ago,  it  cut  my  heart  in  twain. 

O,  little  feet,  that  weary  not,  I  wait  for  them  no  more, 
For  I  am  drifting  on  the  tiae.  and  they  have  reached  the  shore; 
And  while  the  blinding  tear  arops  wet  these  little  shoes  fo  old, 
I  try  to  think  my  darling's  feet  are  treading  streets  of  gold; 
And  then  I  lay  them  down  again,  but  always  turn  to  say, 
God  bless  the  little  feet  that  now- so  surely  can  not  stray. 

And  while  I  thus  am  standing,  I  almost  seem  to  see 

The  little  form  beside  me,  just  as  it  used  to  be; 

The  little  face  uplifted,  with  its  sofland  tender  eyes — 

Ah  me!  I  might  have  known  that  look  was  bom  in  Paradise. 

I  reach  my  arms  out  fondly,  but  they  catch  the  empty  air, 

For  there's  nothing  of  my  darling  but  the  shoes  he  used  to  wear. 

Oh  !  the  bitterness  of  parting  can  not  be  done  away 

Until  1  meet  my  darling  where  his  feet  can  never  stray ; 

When  I  no  more  am  drifted  on  the  surging  tide. 

But  with  him  pafely  landed  upon  the  river  side. 

Be  patient,  heart !  while  waiting  to  see  the  shining  way. 

For  the  little  feet  in  the  golden  street  can  never  go  astray. 


HOPELESS  SOBBOW. 


Alas  for  him  who  never  sees 
The  stars  shine  through  the  cypress  trees  I 
Who,  hopeless,  lays  his  dead  away, 
Nor  looks  to  see  the  breaking  day 
Across  the  mournful  marbles  play ; 
Who  hath  not  learned,  in  hours  of  faith, 
The  truth,  to  flesh  and  sense  unknown. 
That  life  is  ever  lord  of  death 
And  love  can  never  lose  its  own. 


---WhiUier. 
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WOMAN'S    RIGHTS. 

BY   THE   EDITOR. 

The  lords  of  creation  men  we  call, 

And  they  think  they  rule  the  whole  ; 
But  they're  much  mistaken,  after  all, 

For  they're  under  woman's  control. 

The  so-called  XVIth  Amendment  seems  to  be  gaining  ground.  For, 
by  Ibis  name  the  Female  Suffrage  movement  is  known.  Newspapers  are 
started  in  its  interest.  Conventions  are  held^  presided  over  by  some  of 
the  first  men  of  the  country.  Politicians  and  secular  newspapers  bid  for 
its  friendship.  Scholarly  ladies  advocate  the  cause  in  speeches  red-hot 
with  hate  to  the  oppressors  of  woman.  Amiable  ladies  defend  it  with 
terrific  unamiability ;  beautiful  girls  on  lecture  platforms  bustle  with 
rage,  and  fight  woman's  foes  in  words  which  literally  burn. 

No  error  is  mere  error.  Something  there  is  of  truth  ever  mixed  with 
it.  By  this  I  will  not  venture  the  perilous  assertion,  that  the  Woman's 
Rights  movement  embodies  an  error.  Such  a  position  might  cost  a  man 
his  head,  metaphysically  speaking,  to  say  nothing  of  his  heart.  Apart 
from  the  merits  of  the  question  of  Female  Suffrage,  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  Woman's  Wrongs.  Public  opinion  in  America  affects  great 
respect  for  her  sex,  whilst  it  treats  her  with  unscrupulous  injustice. 
Why  should  a  woman  not  get  the  same  wages  as  a  man,  if  she  does  the 
same  work  and  does  it  as  well  as  he  ?  She  can  make  as  good  a  coat  as 
he,  but  gets  only  one-half  or  two-thirds  as  much  wages.  Why  should 
a  female  teacher,  as  efficient  in  her  labors  as  the  gentleman  in  the  ad- 
joining room,  receive  $20.00  a  month  while  he  receives  $30  00  ?  Two 
women  work  in  the  harvest  field,  to  support  their  fatherless  children. 
Necessity  is  upon  them  to  endure  this  un feminine  toil.  They  bind  as 
many  sheaves  as  the  men,  and  bind  them  as  well,  for  which  they  receive 
75  cents  a  day,  and  the  men  $1.50.  If  they  perform  the  same  amount 
of  work,  why  should  they  not  receive  as  much  wages  as  the  men  ? 

A  wicked  wretch  can  seduce  a  female,  without  losing  social  position, 
whilst  his  victim  is  treated  as  an  outcast  by  her  former  compani3ns. 
The  justice  of  human  society  is  subject  to  unaccountable  freaks.  In 
the  case  of  the  guiltier  party  society  winks  at  vice,  whilst  the  weaker 
and  often  less  guilty  one  is  branded  with  a  social  exile,  beyond  the  reach 
of  pardon  or  redemption. 

Ihe  strong  minded  Amazonian  champions  of  Woman's  Eights  say  and 
do  many  very  unbecoming  things — say  and  do  them  in  a  very  unlady- 
like manner.  But  they  use  some  arguments  which  are  hard  to  meet. 
Least  of  all  can  they  be  met  by  unamiable  aspersions  and  ridicule. 
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SiDce  commenciDg  this  article  I  have  met  with  sad  illustrations  of 
woman's  woes.  Passing  the  door  of  a  drinking  resort,  a  poor  widow 
came  out  the  door.  *'  0  my  dear  friend,  how  wicked  these  people  are," 
she  exclaimed.  "  I  have  repeatedly  told  this  man  not  to  sell  my  boy 
any  liquor,  and  still  he  does  it.  He  ruins  my  child  and  robs  his  widowed 
mother  of  her  daily  bread.  I  am  trying  to  train  my  children  to  pure 
and  industrious  habits,  but  these  vile  sharks  get  the  better  of  me.'' 

"  See  yonder/*  she  cried.  "  There  goes  the  husband  of  my  neighbor. 
She  works  like  a  slave  to  maintain  her  children.  And  daily  kneels  by 
their  side  and  teaches  them  to  love  God.  He,  the  wretch,  eats  the  bread 
she  earns,  and  spends  all  his  earnings  for  strong  drink.  He  has  just 
received  a  month's  wages,  and  refuses  to  give  his  wife  and  children  one 
cent  of  it.  And  this  grog  dealer  takes  his  money  from  the  poor  be- 
sotted soul,  when  he  knows  that  thereby  he  takes  the  last  piece  of  bread 
from  his  wife  and  children.     0,  sir,  what  shall  we  do?" 

What  shall  you  do?  I  was  afraid  to  tell  her  so,  but  thought  to  my- 
self, do  as  did  certain  oppressed  wives  and  mothers  in  a  western  town  to 
the  miner  of  their  sons  and  husbands.  If  the  law  will  or  can  not  pro- 
tect you,  let  a  few  dozen  of  your  suffering  friends  go  with  you,  with 
clubs,  broomsticks  and  cowhides  and  thrash  the  wretch  into  a  more 
decent  behavior.  After  all,  could  we  blame  these  unprotected  women 
much,  if  they  would  raise  a  riot,  roll  the  casks  of  liquor  into  the  streets, 
and  make  a  bonfire  of  them  ? 

The  unrecorded  worries  and  woes  of  woman  would  make  a  book  more 
thrilling  in  the  marvellous  than  any  uninspired  work  that  has  ever  been 
written.  In  meek  and  silent  submission  she  endures  the  thousand 
neglects,  keen  sorrows  which  a  heartless  husband  may  inflict.  His  un- 
faithfulness, his  licentious  and  intemperate  habits,  she  bears  with  un- 
complaining and  forgiving  affection.  No  friend,  however  intimate,  can 
extort  the  sad  secret  from  her.  Though  unworthy  of  her  affection  and 
confidence,  she  hides  his  disgusting  habits  with  the  cloak  of  her  gentle 
and  undyinsr  love.  Great  is  the  mystery  of  woman's  connubial  forbear- 
ance. For  such  a  sweet  being  to  consent  to  be  chained  to  such  "  a  body 
of  death"  involves  a  sacrifice  whose  preciousness  is  unspeakable.  Of 
course  very  often  the  fault  is  not  all  on  one  side.  Many  a  wife  has  her- 
self to  blame  for  having  a  worthless  husband,  and  many  a  young  lady 
might  know  before  she  marries  her  rowdy  beau,  that  nine  chances 
against  one  he  will  make  a  brutal  husband,  a  lover  of  lewd  women  and 
bar  room  sports,  who  will  refuse  to  reciprocate  the  pure  affection  she  fain 
would  lavish  upon  him.  Very  much  to  the  point  is  John  Plowman's 
talk  about  wives  in  Spurgeon's  tSioord  and  Trowel : 

When  a  couple  fall  out,  there  are  always  faults  on  both  sides;  and 
generally  there  is  a  pound  on  one,  and  sixteen  ounces  on  the  other. 
When  a  home  is  miserable,  it  is  as  often  the  husband's  fault  as  the  wife's. 
Darby  is  as  much  to  blame  as  Joan,  and  sometimes  more.  If  the  hus- 
band won't  keep  sugar  in  the  cupboard,  no  wonder  his  wife  gets  sour. 
Want  of  bread  makes  want  of  love:  lean  dogs  fight.  Poverty  generally 
rides  home  on  the  husband's  back  ]  for  it  is  not  often  the  woman's  place 
to  go  out  working  for  wages.     A  man  down  our  parts  gave  his  wife  a 
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ring  with  this  on  it :  "  If  thee  don't  work,  thee  sha'n't  eat."  He  was  a 
brute.  It  was  no  business  of  hers  to  bring  in  the  grist :  she  is  to  see  it 
is  well  used)  and  not  wasted.  Therefore  I  saj,  short  oommoDs  are  not 
her  fault.  She  is  not  the  bread  winner,  but  the  bread  maker.  She 
earns  more  at  home  than  anj  wages  she  can  get  abroad. 

It  is  not  the  wife  who  smokes  and  drinks  away  the  wages  at ''  The 
Brown  Bear"  or  '*  The  Jolly  Topers."  One  sees  a  drunken  woman  now 
and  then,  ard  it's  an  awful  sight ;  but  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hun- 
dred, it  is  the  man  who  comes  home  tipsy  and  abuses  the  children ;  the 
woman  seldom  does  that.  The  poor  drudge  of  a  wife  b  a  teetotaler, 
whether  she  likes  it  or  not,  and  gets  plenty  of  hot  water  as  well  as  cold. 
Women  are  found  fault  with  for  oflen  looking  into  the  glass  ]  but  that  is 
not  so  bad  a  glass  as  men  drown  their  senses  in.  The  wives  do  not  sit 
boozing  over  the  tap  room  fire;  they,  poor  souls!  are  shivering  at  home 
with  the  baby,  watching  the  clock  (if  there  is  one),  wondering  when 
their  lords  and  masters  will  come  home,  and  crying  while  they  wait.  I 
wonder  they  don't  strike.  Some  of  them  are  about  as  wretched  as  a 
cockchafer  on  a  pin,  or  a  mouse  in  a  cat's  mouth.  They  have  to  nurse 
the  sick  girl,  and  wash  the  dirty  boy,  and  bear  with  the  crying  and  noise 
of  the  children  ;  while  his  lordship  puts  on  his  hat,  lights  his  pipe,  and 
goes  oflf  about  his  own  pleasure,  or  comes  in  at  his  own  time  to  find  fault 
with  his  poor  dame  for  not  getting  him  a  fine  supper.  How  could  he 
expect  to  be  fed  like  a  fighting-cock  when  he  brought  home  so  little 
money  on  Saturday  night,  and  spent  so  much  in  worshiping  Sir  John 
Barleycorn  ?  I  say  it,  and  I  know  it,  there's  many  a  house  where  there 
would  be  no  scolding  wife,  if  there  was  not  a  skulking,  guzzling  husband. 
Fellows  not  worth  their  salt-money  drink  and  drink  till  all  is  blue,  and 
then  turn  on  their  hacks  for  not  having  more  to  give  them.  Don't  tell 
me :  I  say  it,  and  will  maintain  it,  a  woman  can't  help  being  vexed, 
when,  with  all  her  mending  and  striving,  she  can't  keep  house,  because 
her  husband  won't  let  her.  It  would  provoke  any  of  us  if  we  had  to 
make  bricks  without  straw,  keep  the  pot  boiling  without  fire,  and  pay  the 
piper  out  of  an  empty  purse.  What  can  she  get  out  of  the  oven  when 
she  has  neither  meal  nor  dough  ?  Bad  husbands  are  great  sinners,  and 
ought  to  be  hung  up  by  their  heels  till  they  learn  to  behave  better. 

They  say  a  man  of  straw  is  worth  a  woman  of  gold ;  but  I  cannot 
swallow  it:  a  man  of  straw  is  worth  no  more  than  a  woman  of  straw,  let 
old  sayings  lie  as  they  like.  Jack  is  no  better  than  Jill,  as  a  rule. 
When  there  i»  wisdom  in  the  husband,  there's  gentleness  in  the  wife ;  and 
between  them  the  old  wedding  wish  is  worked  out :  **  One  year  of  joy, 
another  of  comfort,  and  all  the  rest  of  content."  Where  hearts  agree, 
there  joy  will  be.  United  hearts  death  only  parts.  They  say  marriage 
is  not  often  merry  age,  but  very  commonly  mar-age :  well,  if  so,  the  coat  and 
waistcoat  have  ^is  much  to  do  with  it  as  the  gown  and  petticoat.  The 
honeymoon  need  not  come  to  an  end ;  and  when  it  does,  it  is  oflen  the 
man's  fault  for  eating  all  the  honey,  and  leaving  nothing  but  moonshine: 
when  they  both  agree,  that  whatever  becomes  of  the  moon,  they  will 
each  keep  up  their  share  of  honey,  there's  merry  living.  When  a  man 
lives  under  the  sign  of  the  oat's  foot,  where  faces  get  scratched,  either 
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bis  wife  did  not  marry  a  man,  or  he  did  not  marry  a  woman.  I  don't 
pity  most  of  the  men  martyrs  :  I  save  my  pity  for  the  women.  When 
the  Danmow  flitch  is  lost,  neither  of  the  pair  will  eat  the  hacon  ;  but  the 
wife  is  the  most  likely  to  fast  for  the  want  of  it.  Every  herring  must 
bang  by  its  own  gill,  and  every  person  must  account  for  his  own  share  in 
home  quarreb;  but  John  Plowman  can't  bear  to  see  all  the  blame  laid 
on  the  women.  Whenever  a  dish  is  broke,  the  cat  did  it  -,  and  whenever 
there  is  mischief  there's  a  woman  at  the  bottom  of  it:  here  are  two  as 
pretty  lies  as  you  will  meet  with  in  a  month's  march.  There's  a  why  for 
every  wherefore;  but  the  why  for  family  jars  does  not  always  lie  with 
the  housekeeper.  I  know  some  women  have  long  tongues;  then  the 
more's  the  pity  that  their  husbands  should  set  them  going.  But^  for  the 
matter  of  talk,  just  look  into  a  bar  parlor  when  men's  tongues  are  well 
oiled  with  liquor,  and  if  any  woman  living  can  talk  faster,  or  be  more 
stupid,  than  the  men,  my  name  is  not  John  Plowman. 

My  experience  of  my  first  wife,  who  will,  I  hope,  live  to  be  my  last,  is 
much  as  follows  : — Matrimony  came  from  paradise,  and  leads  to  it.  I 
never  was  half  so  happy  before  I  was  a  married  man  as  I  am  now.  When 
yon  are  married  your  bliss  begins.  I  have  no  doubt,  that  where  there 
is  much  love,  there  will  be  much  to  love;  and  where  love  is  scant,  faults 
will  be  plentiful.  If  there  is  only  one  good  wife  in  England,  I  am  the 
man  who  put  the  ring  on  her  finger;  and  long  may  she  v^ear  it!  God 
bless  the  dear  soul !  If  she  can  put  up  with  me,  she  shall  never  be  put 
down  by  me. 


THE  VISITATION  OF  THB  VIRGIN  MABY. 


FROM   THE   GERMAN   OF  AHLFELD. 


BT  L.   H.   8. 


In  the  Annunciation  to  Mary  the  golden  doors  of  divine  mercy  were 
thrown  open  to  the  sinful  world.  The  Purification  of  the  Virgin,  with 
the  Presentation  of  the  Lord  in  the  temple  and  His  meeting  with  Simeon 
and  Hannah,  is  a  great  festival  day  for  all  mothers,  and  a  species  of  an- 
nual reminder  of  Him  to  whom  they  should  always  present  their  children. 
The  day  is  connected  with  the  tenderest  feelings  of  mothers,  and  the 
duties  of  parents  to  their  children.  But  the  Visitation  comprehends 
something  still  greater.  Mary  has  received  from  the  angel  the  informa- 
tion that  her  cousin  Elisabeth,  the  wife  of  Zacharias  the  Priest,  hath  also 
oonceived  a  son,  and  that  this  is  the  sixth  month  with  her,  who  was 
called  barren.  The  annunciation  made  by  the  same  angel,  the  similarity 
of  the  tidings  borne,  and  the  one  little  word  "also,"  bind  the  children 
and  the  mothers  together.  John  is  bound  to  Jesus  in  heaven  as  the 
16 


Digitized  by 


Google 


246  The  VisUation  of  the  Virgin  Mary.  •  [AuGUSf, 

ruddy  dawn,  'neath  which  the  dew  falls,  to  the  sud  that  breaks  glorionslj 
upon  the  same.  They  mast  be  connected  also  upon  earth,  and  must  meet 
even  while  still  borne  by  their  mothers.  Mary  arose  in  those  days  and 
went  into  the  hill  country  with  haste,  into  a  city  of  Juda  (more  correctly 
Jutha  or  Juttah).  Elizabeth  comes  not  to  Mary.  The  Law  comes  not 
to  the  Gospel,  but  the  Gospel  to  the  Law,  in  order  to  pour  the  balm  of 
God  into  the  stricken  heart.  She  must  go  to  Juttah,  she  must  communi- 
cate with  that  friend,  who,  in  consequence  of  the  angel's  tidings,  can  best 
understand  her  own  joy. 

The  Virgin  shrinks  not  from  the  rugged  mountains,  nor  from  the 
weather,  the  wild  beasts  and  the  robbers.  The  grace  of  God  in  her  heart 
supporting  her,  she  has  no  fear.  The  mountains  are  levelled,  the  wilder- 
ness loses  its  terror ;  there  will  be  bridges  over  the  abysses  and  streams, 
and  a  shelter  for  her  at  night.  The  angel  has  furnished  a  pass  for  the 
journey, — he  will  care  for  her  journey.  The  pass  bears  the  countersign : 
*■'  Touch  not  mine  anointed."  She  goes  with  haste,  the  spirit  of  joy 
quickening  her  steps.  How  could  she  linger,  she  who  wished  to  carry 
the  kingdom  of  heaven  to  her  friend  ? 

She  arrives  at  the  house,  she  enters  it.  In  this  house  of  the  Priest,  in 
the  hill  country,  the  Old  and  the  New  Covenants  meet,  the  Law  and  the 
Gospel,  the  Hope  and  its  Accomplishment, — the  King  of  the  kingdom  of 
heaven  seeks  his  first  subject.  Elizabeth  knew  who  was  coming.  She 
had  long  known  Mary  as  her  cousin;  now,  through  the  Holy  Spirit,  she 
recognizes  her  as  the  Mother  of  her  Lord,  the  Mother  of  Him,  whom 
the  son  she  now  bore  in  her  womb  would  go  before  in  the  spirit  and  power 
of  Elias.  This  was  her  day  of  grace,  salvation  was  come  to  her  bouse, 
the  day  spring  from  on  high  had  visited  her.  But  the  Mother  was  not 
alone  in  her  rejoicing.  If  Abraham,  who  had  been  born  and  dead  long 
ago,  rejoiced  to  see  the  day  of  the  Lord,  so  here  her  unborn  babe  and  in 
him  all  those  who  were  still  to  be  born.  The  babe  leaped  in  the  womb 
of  Elizabeth  when  it  heard  the  salutation  of  Mary, — it  shared  its  Mother's 
holy  joy. 

And  now  their  songs  of  praise  begin.  That  of  Elizabeth  is  almost 
wholly  confined  to  Mary  j  it  begins  with  "  Blessed  art  thou  among  women." 
But  Mary  ascribes  the  whole  honor  to  God,  and  says :  *^  My  soul  doth 
magnify  the  Lord,  and  my  spirit  doth  rejoice  in  God  my  Saviour."  The 
Palm  draws  the  ivy,  clinging  with  its  green  leaves,  heavenward  along 
with  it. 

Now  see,  dear  reader,  how  the  grace  of  God  silently  increasing  directs 
attention  to  the  Lord.  Here  one  friend,  a  relative,  learns  that  the  ever- 
lasting Son  of  the  Father  has  entered  her  chamber  in  the  womb  of  the 
Virgin.  On  His  birth-day,  and  when  He  is  presented  in  the  temple,  a 
few  learn  that  He  is  born.  When  He  testifies  of  His  Father,  as  a  twelve- 
year  old  boy  in  the  temple,  hundreds  of  eyes  are  upon  Him.  The  seeds 
are  being  more  and  more  widely  sown  for  His  reception — whenever  He 
shall  enter  upon  His  ministry.  This  is  God's  imperceptible  method  of 
increase. 

We  still  remain  in  the  house  of  Zacharias !  Mary  and  Elizabeth  are 
the  first  friends  in  the  Lord.     The  new  friendship  rises  high  above  the 
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old  relationship.  The  twain  were  assemhled  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 
and  He  was  in  the  midst  of  them.  Those  were  three  blessed  months. 
Their  eyes  looked  back  to  the  promises  given  the  Fathers,  their  hearts 
rested  in  the  gracious  annuDciation  that  had  been  made  to  them,  their 
spirits  longed  tenderly  and  chastely  for  the  great  future.  Thus  blessed 
may  it  also  be  in  thy  house,  thy  Lord  will  visit  thee,  only  let  Him  enter. 
Cea«e  to  doubt. 

Our  record  is  wholly  silent  as  to  Zacharias,  because  he  was  dumb,  and 
silence  was  the  punishment  of  his  unbelief.  He  was  not  able  then  to 
join  in  the  jubilant  songs  of  the  women,  although  at  a  later  period  this 
will  be  all  allowed  him.  It  was  sad  that  he  could  not  do  so  at  this  beauti- 
fiil  time. 

Three  months  later,  shortly  before  the  birth  of  John,  Mary  returned 
home  again  to  Nazareth,  but  Elizabeth  could  never  forget  the  visitation. 


THE  WORLD  AT  TABLE. 


BY    THE   EDITOR. 


How  great  men,  and  different  nations  eat,  is  a  matter  of  interest  to  in- 
quiring minds.  Indeed  that  great  men  should  be  addicted  to  the  ordinary 
vulgar  habit  of  eating  at  all,  seems  somewhat  surprising.  The  sight  of 
Pope  Pius  IX  at  his  table,  relishing  the  food  of  ordinary  mortals,  would 
make  sad  work  with  many  a  believer  in  his  etherial  infallibility.  The 
truth  is,  to  our  common  way  of  thinking,  eating  and  drinking  is  a  low 
practice  for  great  men — indeed  for  immortal  beings  generally.  Yet 
necessity  is  upon  us  to  accept  of  material  perishing  support.  And  it. is  a 
merciful  provision  of  Providence,  that  the  act  of  partaking  of  it  should 
afford  so  much  pleasure.  So  delightful  was  the  taste  of  whisky  to  a 
certain  drunkard,  that  he  wished  his  throat  were  two  miles  in  length,  so 
as  to  retain  the  charming  taste  right  long.  Perhaps  he  was  not  aware,  that 
the  organ  of  taste  is  the  door  of  the  throat,  and  would  permit  only  a 
brief  relish  of  the  fiery  fluid,  as  it  would  be  dashed  over  the  palate. 

De  gustibus  non  di^putandum  (there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes)  is  a 
Latin  proverb.  What  tastes  good  to  one  is  disgusting  to  another.  Mice 
pie  and  dishes  of  bird's  nest  are  a  rare  luxury  among  some  Eastern  na- 
tions. And  some  consider  a  slice  of  a  fellow  being  a  great  treat.  I  have 
not  a  few  friends  who  set  fire  to  tobacco,  fill  their  mouth  with  its  fumes, 
and  puff  it  into  the  air,  and  greatly  relish  the  practice ;  and  some  others 
who  liberally  eat  the  weed,  a  few  others  who  try  their  utmost  to  inject  its 
dust  into  the  brain  throu«:h  the  nostrils,  and  many  of  my  fair  friends  use 
it  to  kill  cabbage-fleas  and  moth. 

The  food  we  eat  conditions  our  thinking.  Great  meat  eaters  are  usu- 
ally people  of  robust  thought.     John  Bull  gets  much  of  hb  pluok  and 
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snarlish,  snappish  nature  from  his  beef-eating  propensities.  The  fact  is, 
John  is  a  prodigious  feeder,  and  pays  the  penalty  of  his  excess  by  years 
of  gout.  Sidney  Smith  says :  "  1  never  yet  saw  any  gentleman  who  ate 
and  drank  as  little  as  was  reasonable."  '^  Have  you  observed  that  in 
England  nothing  can  be  done  without  a  dinner?  When  I  first  came  to 
Bristol  I  found  it  was  dinner  all  day." 

Literary  men,  and  artists,  as  a  rule,  arc  noted  for  their  abstemious  habits. 
As  in  the  case  of  Byron  and  Edgar  Poe,  there  are  sad  exceptions.  When 
Michael  Angelo  had  a  great  work  on  hand,  he  fasted  almost  to  starva- 
tion. Rembrandt,  although  very  wealthy,  usually  ate  a  herring  and  a 
piece  of  cheese  for  his  dinner.  Lessing  was  fond  of  lentiles.  Schiller  of 
ham.  Charles  the  Great  of  game.  Luther  took  to  beer  and  wine,  yet 
with  moderation,  and  at  ordinary  meals  he  ate  a  salt  herring  and  a  hunch 
of  bread.  Once  he  emptied  his  larder  to  feed  the  poor,  and  went  four 
days  without  food  of  any  sort.  Tasso  was  a  great  friend  of  preserved  fruit. 
Henry  IV  of  France  never  tired  of  oysters.  Charles  XII  of  Sweden 
preferred  butter-bread  to  every  other  article  of  food.  Voltaire  was 
passionately  fond  of  cotfee.  Kant  ate  incredibly  small  quantities,  mostly 
making  a  meal  of  bread  and  coffee,  and  that  only  once  a  day^  and  always 
by  himself. 

The  Germans  love  to  enjoy  social  meals.  They  eat  sparingly,  spicing 
the  feast  with  entertaining  conversation.  They  eat  but  little,  and  take 
ample  time  to  their  meals.  In  this  respect  they  are  the  opposite  from  us 
Americans,  who  eat  immensely  and  with  appalling  speed.  The  Germans 
and  the  French  have  simple  meals,  consisting  of  but  few  dishes.  Ours  are 
inhuman  in  quantity  and  complex  in  variety. 

The  Moldavian  Islanders  eat  alone.  In  the  most  retired  part  of  the 
house,  they  draw  down  the  window  clothes,  serving  as  blinds,  that  they 
may  eat  unobserved.  The  people  of  the  Phillippine  Islands  are  remarka- 
bly sociable  at  their  meals.  Whenever  one  finds  himself  without  a  com- 
panion to  par  rake  of  his  meal,  he  runs  till  he  meets  with  one.  However 
keen  bis  appetite,  he  never  eats  till  he  has  found  a  guest. 

The  wealthy  Chinese  have  their  meal-tables  beautifully  varnished,  and 
are  spread  with  silk  clothes,  elegantly  worked.  They  use  neither  plates, 
knives,  nor  forks.  Every  guest  has  two  little  ivory  sticks,  which  be 
handles  expertly. 

The  people  of  Kamschatka  entertain  their  friends  with  a  strange  en- 
thusiasm. The  entertainer  kneels  before  bis  guest,  cuts  an  enormous 
slice  from  a  sea-calf,  and  crams  it  entire  into  the  mouth  of  his  friend, 
furiously  crying  out,  "  Tapa  !"  ("  There")  and  cutting  away  what  hangs 
about  his  lips,  snatches  and  devours  these  trimmings  with  avidity. 

Gobat  gives  a  curious  description  of  the  eating  customs  of  the  Abyssi- 
nians.  Their  food  is  very  simple,  and  always  well  peppered.  In  the 
better  class  of  houses  tables  are  used.  The  children  and  servants  take 
their  meals,  seated  on  the  ground.  At  their  feasts,  the  table  is  loaded 
with  various  kinds  of  bread.  The  guests  are  seated  around  the  room. 
First  they  are  served  with  barley  or  wheat  bread,  then  with  bread  of 
black  teff^  lastly  with  that  of  white  teff.  Then  comes  a  course  of  meat  and 
pulse.  After  that  they  seat  themselves  at  the  table,  each  dipping  his 
bread  into  the  sauce,  then  moulds  it  into  a  roll  and  thrusts  it  into  hie 
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moath.  When  they  wish  to  show  special  honor  to  any  one  at  the  tahle, 
particularly  to  a  stranger,  a  female  servant  assumes  the  office  of  preparing 
for  him  mouthfuls  of  hread,  and,  inserting  in  each  roll  a  morsel  of  meat, 
places  it  in  his  hands.  At  their  common  meals,  the'  hushand  and  wife 
usually  sit  side  hy  side,  and  introduce  rolls  of  hread  reciprocally,  and  at 
the  same  time,  into  each  other's  mouth.  If  they  do  not  do  this,  30U 
may  he  sure  that  they  live  unpleasantly  together. 

In  China  the  common  people  live  to  a  great  extent  on  roots  and  herhs, 
the  wealthier  Chinese  eat  the  meat  of  the  horse,  ass,  mule,  dog,  hog,  and 
eat.  The  Tartars  eat  raw  meat,  most  commonly  horseflesh,  and  drink 
milk  and  hlood.  They  scoff  at  Europeans  eating  hread,  which  they  call 
tops  of  weeds,  not  fit  for  men.  In  Scandia  and  the  Shetland  Island  the 
people  eat  dried  fish,  hutter  and  cheese,  and  sleep  on  the  ground. 

Pliny  marvels  at  Mitbridates,  who  drinks  poison  with  impunity,  as 
people  accustom  themselves  to  devour  arsenic,  though  certainly  not  with- 
out serious  injury.  The  Turks  eat  a  drachm  of  opium  with  less  damage 
than  an  American  can  eat  a  grain.  The  truth  is^  the  human  stomach  can 
he  trained  to  endure  for  a  hrief  season  almost  anything  that  foolish  peo- 
ple may  hurden  it  with.  With  most  persons'  favorite  bowls  and  dishes, 
we  can  declare,  without  a  figure  that  "  there  is  death  in  the  pot." 

Withal,  a  hlessing  on  the  gift  of  eating,  where  there  is  the  right  thing 
to  eat.  '*  An  excellent  and  well  arranged  dinner  is  a  most  pleasing  oc- 
currence, and  a  great  triumph  of  civilized  life." 

A  few  centuries  ago  the  British  lived  in  a  far  different  style  from 
what  they  do  now.  Take  the  following  illustration  in  the  following 
paragraph : 

"  Erasmus,  who  visited  England  in  the  early  part  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  gives  a  curious  description  of  an  English  interior  of  the  better 
class.  The  furniture  was  rough,  the  walls  unplastered^  but  sometimes 
wainscotted  or  hung  with  tapestry,  and  the  floor  covered  with  rushes, 
leaving  what  they  could  not  eat  to  rot  there,  with  the  draining  of  beer 
vessels  and  all  manner  of  unmentionable  abominations.  There  was  nothing 
like  refinement  or  elegance  in  the  luxury  of  the  higher  ranks;  the  indul- 
gences which  their  wealth  permitted  consisted  in  rough  and  wasteful  pro- 
fusion. Salt  beef  and  strong  ale  constituted  the  principal  part  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  breakfast,  and  similar  refreshments  were  served  to  her  in  bed 
for  supper.  At  a  series  of  entertainments  given  by  the  nobility  in  1689, 
where  each  exhausted  his  invention  to  outdo  the  others,  it  was  univer- 
sally admitted,  that  Lord  Qoriogwon  the  palm  for  the  magnificence  of  his 
fancy.  The  description  of  his  supper  will  give  us  an  idea  of  what  was 
then  thought  magnificent.  It  consisted  of  four  huge,  brawny  pigs,  piping 
hot,  bitted  and  harnessed,  with  ropes  of  sausages,  to  a  huge  pudding  bag. 
Which  served  for  a  chariot." 


Gather  thb  Fragments. — Learning  will  accumulate  wonderfully  if 
you  add  a  little  every  day.  Do  not  wait  for  a  long  period  of  leisure.  Pick 
up  the  book  and  gain  one  new  idea,  if  no  more.  Save  that  one  and  add 
another  as  soon  as  yon  can,  says  an  old  Scotch  adage,  ^'  Many  a  little 
makes  a  mickle." 
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LETTERS  TO  CLARINDA  LOVELACE. 


My  Dear  Clarinda  : — What  can  the  matter  be  ?  You  have  stopped 
writing  to  me;  no  letter  for  two  months;  before  that  one  every  week. 
Are  you  sick  ?  Have  you  fallen  in  love  ?  Or  perhaps  fallen  out  of  it  ? 
Which  of  the  two  falls  might  in  the  end  be  the  most  disastrous,  neither 
I  nor  you  can  tell.  Falling  in  is  sometimes  very  pleasant,  and  sometimes 
it  isn't.  You  see,  my  dear  girl,  I  know  a  little  more  about  this  kind  of 
falling  than  you  do. 

Shall  I  tell  you  how  to  go  about  it  ?  Full  well  I  remember  when  I 
first  wooed  your  uncle  Job.  He  was  a  timid,  awkward  youth,  shy  of 
ladies,  yet  evidently  pleased  with  their  company.  Some  of  the  girls  made 
fun  of  him,  I  never  did.  They  preferred  the  bolder  boys ;  fast,  forward 
fellows,  who  spent  more  than  their  earnings,  and  had  the  name  of  being 
some  of  the  leading  b'hoys.  Job  felt  uneasy  in  their  company,  felt  his 
inferiority.  I  saw  there  was  something  in  the  confiding,  kindly  soul. 
He  was  industrious,  liked  by  his  employers,  kind  to  the  poor.  Occasionally 
he  enclosed  a  dollar  in  a  nameless  letter  and  sent  it  to  a  poor  widow  in 
one  of  the  back  allies.  He  was  suspected  of  this  ill-concealed  act  of 
charity.  And  the  suspicion  did  him  no  harm.  He  was  frugal,  spent  no 
money  for  liquor  or  balls. 

You  ought  to  have  heard  how  the  girls  laughed  at  and  teased  me  for 
falling  in  love  with  Job.  Poor  souls !  Their  laughter  has  been  turned 
into  mourning.  Four  of  them  are  the  poor  widows  of  drunkards,  one  of 
a  gambler;  the  five  died  ignominiously.  Wy  Job  is  still  alive — the 
dear,  dear  old  man  !  While  I  am  writing  here  at  my  window,  I  see  him 
leisurely  tying  up  my  honeysuckle  which  yesterday's  storm  tore  from  the 
frame,  the  few  half  grey  locks  on  his  uncovered  head  waving  in  the  soft 
breeze.  Sweet  Job,  his  greatest  happiness  is  to  please  me,  and  I  feel  as 
if  I  could  die  if  need  be,  to  make  him  happy.  Since  watching  him  at 
the  honeysuckle  vine,  I  notice  what  a  change  thirty  years  have  wrought 
in  his  looks,  but  his  heart  beats  for  me  as  warmly  as  then.  Have  you 
ever  read  "John  Anderson,  My  Jo?"  Of  course  not.  Too  young  to 
feel  its  beauty.     Job  and  I  often  sung  it  together  : 

"  John  Anderson  mv  Jo,  John 

When  we  were  first  acquent ; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonnie  brow  was  brent  ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snow  ; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow 

John  Anderson  my  Jo. 
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"  John  Anderson  my  Jo,  John 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither: 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John 

We've  had  wi'  one  anither. 
Now  we  must  totter  down  John, 

But  hand  and  hand  we'll  go. 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  Jo." 

But  how  did  I  woo  Job  ?  Why  I  just  opened  my  heart  and  led  him 
right  in.  I  saw  that  the  dear  youth  felt  the  contrast  between  him  and 
me — he  so  ungraceful  and  heavy  all  over,  I  so  tidy,  musical  and  graceful 
— if  I  must  say  it  myself.  .  I  read  his  heart — read  how  he  loved  and 
longed  to  make  me  his  own. 

People  say  love  is  blind.  Heathen  love — Cupid — may  be.  Christian 
love  has  eyes,  and  a  keen  vision  at  that.  I  saw  into  his  heart  ]  saw  my 
heart's  love  reflected  therein  "  as  face  auswereth  to  face  in  water."  I 
made  advances  when  he  was  too  shy  to  speak.  Coaxed  him  into  the 
parlor,  when  he  made  as  though  he  would  go  further.  I  proposed  walks, 
and  showed  him  in  a  hundred  ways,  that  I  loved  him,  and  cared  not  a  fig 
for  the  silly  snobs  of  fashion  who  flirted  after  the  other  girls. 

I  never  played  the  flirt  or  coquette.  When  I  look  at  some  of  my 
maiden  friends,  pining  away  in  solitude,  I  say,  it  serves  you  right.  But 
for  their  coquetting  girlhood,  they  might  have  a  Job  as  well  as  I.  It  is 
natural  for  young  people  to  fall  in  love.  Like  the  measles  and  whooping 
cough,  people  usually  take  the  malady  once  in  a  life  time,  and  usually  in 
the  earlier  part  of  life.  Somehow,  of  late  years,  people  take  these  two 
afflictions  more  than  once.  So  may  the  tender  passion  seize  the  human 
heart  more  than  once. 

When  the  fever  takes  you,  dear  Clarinda,  try  and  have  it  shockingly 
bad  from  the  start.  The  sooner  it  will  reach  a  crisis,  the  shorter  the 
road  to  paradise. 

Don't  be  running  about  nibbling  at  youthful  hearts,  as  the  butter- 
buyers  on  market  days  nibble  at  the  butter,  running  their  finger  nails  or 
butter- tasters  into  other  people's  property,  merely  for  the  sake  of  eating 
lots  of  butter  without  paying  for  it,  at  length  leaving  the  lumps  so  dis- 
figured that  nobody  is  willing  to  buy  them.  Clarinda,  don't  rudely 
trifle  with  loving  hearts — don't  run  your  love  taster  into  others*  hearts  fur 
the  sake  of  simply  getting  a  taste  of  it — sending  the  said  hearts  sadly 
through  life  with  scars  of  your  making. 

Try  and  find  a  respectable,  pious  gentleman,  as  near  your  equal  as  pos- 
sible ;  one  whom  you  could  love,  and  whom  you  have  reason  to  .believe 
could  love  you.  Study  his  tastes.  Try  to  please  him  within  reasonable 
bounds.  Dress  has  a  charm.  Dress  tidily,  but  not  so  as  to  frighten  him 
with  its  expensiveness.  A  year  ago  I  had  hopes  that  ere  long  two  woven 
straw-stems  with  a  light  ribbon  to  the  end  of  it,  might  soon  suffice  for  a 
bonnet,  which  would  have  been  cheap  enough.  The  present  bonnets 
might  serve  as  miniature  bread-baskets,  after  they  are  out  of  fashion. 
Dresses  require  less  material  now  than  when  I  wooed  Job.  The  inflated 
sleeves  of  my  dress  were  seven  and  a  half  inches  wider  than  the  waist. 
You  have  means  enough  to  please  the  man  of  your  choice. 
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Try  and  acquire  a  character  that  will  deserve  his  affection.  Bait  him 
with  merit,  mj  dear  girl.  But  bait  none  but  a  Job.  Tackle  him  tightlj 
to  your  heart.  If  he  is  not  a  Christian,  not  a  member  of  the  Church;  if 
he  drinks,  swears,  or  acts  the  brute  in  any  other  form,  tackle  and  hold 
him  in  the  outer  court  of  the  temple,  hold  him  at  arms'  length  until  he 
lays  aside  his  naughtiness.  Take  no  promise  of  future  reformation,  no 
feigned  pledge  of  taking  up  the  Christian's  Cross  in  a  year  hence.  First 
have  him  reform  his  ways,  by  the  grace  of  God,  then  let  the  knot  be  tied, 
and  tied  well.  Love  wbely,  my  dear  Clarinda.  Shun  the  rake,  rowdy, 
the  bar-room  loafer,  the  stireet  lounger,  the  card  player ;  shun  the  licen- 
tious man — 0  dear  Clarinda,  shuo  him  as  you  ^ould  shun  Satan.  Think 
what  swine  these  young  men  are,  who  associate  with  low  women. 

Your  Aunt  Bbtst. 


"  TOO  GOOD  FOB  HIS  OWN  GOOD." 

BT   PERKIOMEN. 

A  very  popular  maxim  this — "Too  good  for  his  own  good;"  but  rather 
too  untried,  we  think,  to  be  taken  as  a  safe  apology  for  one's  moral  obli- 
quity. It  has  a  pleasant  sound  to  an  ear  not  trained  in  the  science  of 
moral  acoustics.  But  it  is  a  wolfine  saying,  muffled  in  lambs'  wool.  It 
reminds  us  of  a  corpse  embalmed  in  sweet  spices,  or  covered  under  a  slab 
of  fairest  marble.  By  it  men's  interior  deformity  is  intended  to  be  con- 
cealed, and  a  merited  condemnation  is  partially  supplanted  by  a  premium 
set  for  elementary  ugliness. 

"  Too  good  for  his  own  good  I"  Sir  !  What  a  pity  that  a  soul,  so  good 
is  thus  swamped  in  virtue  I  Very  much  is  such  a  character  like  to  a  cer- 
tain farmers  field,  which  he  stoutly  maintained,  was  too  rich  to  produce 
good  crops  Poor  old  Graybill !  he  is  dead  now,  though.  He  wbuld 
shoulder  his  pick  and  compel  his  visitors  to  Accompany  him  over  his 
commons  of  briars  and  mullen-stalks,  halting  at  intervals  of  every  dozen 
steps,  and  dig  up  large  handfuls  of  neglected  earth,  to  show  its  rich 
ingredients.  He  died  under  the  conviction^  that  his  soil  contained  en- 
tirely too  much  saltpeter  I 

A  great  mistake  in  Providence  indeed, 

"  To  lodge  such  daring  souls  in  little  men," 

who  inherited  so  large  a  capital  of  goodness  as  not  to  be  able  to  invest 
it  to  their  own  profit,  and  the  profit^  of  others. 

'•'' Too  good  for  his  own  good."  There  are  two  dark  shades  to  this 
popular  proposition,  which  nevertheless  blend  and  cast  a  shadow  by  far 
too  thick  to  contain  any  luminous  truth  at  the  bottom.  First  of  all,  it 
strikes  us  as  a  very  great  error  in  any  character  to  overlook  himself,  and 
neglect  ^^  his  own  good."     Time  was  when  we  did  not  see  that.    Still,  we 
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were  sorely  puzzled  to  find  St.  Paul  speaking  so  approYinglyW  '  being 
all  things  to  all  men/  and  exhorting  others  to  imitate  his^course.^  It 
was  only  after  we  learned,  however,  that  he  did  ]^ot  mean  to  be  nothing 
to  himself,  or  to  any  body  else,  that  we  caught  the  gist  of  his  words. 
Only  because  he  became  somebody  positive  in  himself,  would  he  accom- 
modate others  and  be  of  service  to  all.  We  at  once,  then,  fell  to  liking 
that  divine  order  of  charity^  which  '^  begins  at  home,"  atid  in  one's 
own  heart-home.  The  word  of  precept  and  command  is  to  ^^  love  'thy 
neighbor,  as  thyself*^  Not  to  recognize'one's  divinely-located  nearness 
to  oneself,  first  of  all,  is  to  throw  into  the  street  the  measure  of  love, 
by  which  our  affection  for  our  neighbor  is  to  be  constantly  gauged.  By 
thus  eliminating  yourself, .  there  remains  still  a  circumference,  but  no 
longer  a  centre,  no  '^head-centre/'  as  our  modern  Knights  are  fond^of 
saying.  It  is  the  essence  of  inefficiency  in  this  stirring  age,  to  be  a  cos- 
mopolite, without  being  a  patriot;  a  philanthropist,  without  being  a 
neighbor,  and  such  an  enthusiastic  lover  of  humanity  as  to  forget  man — 
especially  the  man  whose  image  falls  back  upon  you  from  the  mirror. 
Tou  too,  are  a  man,  and  the  very  first  man  whom  you  are  to  love.  Liitle 
words,  like  little  things,  are  oftentimes  overlooked,  to  our  own  damage 
indeed.  '^  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself."  As  is  a  very  small 
particle ;  but  yet  it  is  a  pivot-word.   (Pivots  are  always  small  you  know.) 

To  disturb  the  divine  order  of  charity,  then,  is  not  to  be  successful 
in  its  practice.  To  ignore  yourself,  however,  is  to  start  wrong ;  nor  can 
you  ever  recover  again  your  true  route  by  either  a  factitious  cross  cut,  or 
by  performing  a  circuitous  turning,  never  so  indefinitely  extended.  Dis- 
claiming wholly  every  plea  for  selfishness,  we  affirm  a  charity  which  be- 
gins at  home. 

"  Too  good  for  his  own  good"  signifies  a  character  who  ignores  and 
neglects  himself.  Perhaps  every  community  holds  one  or  more  of  his 
stamp.  From  the  Proverbs  which  the  various  Nations  have  coined 
against  him,  we  may  consider  him  world-famous.  England  says  :  ^*  JDaub 
yourself  with  honey ,  and  you'll  be  covered  with  flies  J*  The  Danes  say  : 
"  Jii/ake  yourself  a  pack  horse^  and  you'll  have  every  man's  sack  on  your 
shoulders.'*  The  French  say  :  "  Who  makes  himself  a  sheep,  the  wolf 
devours  him."  The  Persians  :  "  Be  not  all  sugar,  or  the  world  will  swal- 
low thee  up" — to  which  they  very  properly  add,  for  the  sake  of  conser- 
vation :  **  nor  yet  all  wormwood,  or  the  woild  will  spit  thee  out" 

The  other  suspicious  feature  about  our  character,  is  his  over-goodness. 
He  is  invested  with  some  quality  of  supererogation.  "  Too  good  !"  But 
"  too  good"  is  equivalent  to  "  good-for-nothing."  And  that  is  just  what 
it  amounts  to^  by  every  recognized  logic.  He  may  not  be  positively  bad ; 
but  negatively,  certainly,  worthless.  *'  Too  good  for  east  or  west,"  is  a 
truth  which  reaches  deep  into  the  heart  and  meaning  of  all  assumed  and 
real  extremes.  We  know  of  no  way  by  which  to  let  down  more  gently, 
a  shiftless,  useless  and  negative  member  of  a  community,  than  by  sin^ply 
characterizing  him  after  this  fashionable  style.  It  is  almost  as  comfort- 
ing to  him,  as  it  is  consoling  to  the  inebriate,  to  designate,  well-nigh  every 
tippler  by  the  handy  cognomen,  **  smart  fellow."  "  Too  good  for  his  own 
good/'   that  means,  that  you  wish  to  save  him,  somewhat^  and  hence 
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hesitate  to  deDounce  him  straight  out  as  *  good-for-nothing/  and  positive- 
ly worthless.  Still,  to  spare  bim  altogether,  woald  be  too  wide  of  the 
mark.  Nothing  remains,  then,  but  to  paint  him  partly,  and  to  blacken 
him  partly.  We  turn  flatterer  and  denunciator  in  the  same  breath,  in 
this  way,  and  are  persuaded  of  having  spoken  the  whole  truth  after  all. 

'^  Too  good,''  in  the  popular  acceptation,  means  a  spoiled  saint,  likely, 
which  is  one  and  the  same  with  a  common,  every  day  sinner.  If  there 
be  a  distinction,  at  all,  the  former  takes  the  prize  for  badness.  It  appears 
charitable,  to  be  sure,  to  thus  take  the  rough  edge  off  of  what  would 
otherwise  prove  a  striking  truth;  but  then  when  probed,  the  cup  is 
found  to  be  all  the  deeper.  To  be  sugar-spoiled,  is  no  better  at  all  events, 
than  to  be  killed  with  salt.  '*  Water  b  the  best  thing  ;"  but  a  flood  of 
it,  is  as  ruinous  as  a  draught,  or  a  fire.  We  see  not  how  there  is  a  gain 
effected,  by  trying  to  rescue  such  a  character,  in  this  white-washing 
way. 

It  is  simply  wrong  to  characterize  any  one  as  **too  good."  He  is,  by 
no  meanS;  and  in  no  way,  either  "  too  good  for  his  own  good,"  or  for 
anybody  else's  good.  He  is  rather  a  moral  imbecile.  He  lacks  the  na- 
tive internal  energy  of  virtue,  in  the  old  Roman  sense.  He  is  like  to 
those  physical  delirafes,  who  cannot  lifl  a  hoe,  open  a  gate,  or  smell 
newly-mown  hay.  It  is  the  absence  of  interior  goodness,  not  the  super- 
abiindance,  or  ^  flush'  of  it,  that  afflicts  the  man.  ^  The  empty  sack  can- 
not stand  upright.'  It  is  an  abuse  of  language  to  speak  of  one  as  pos- 
ses ^Dg  too  much  bodily  health  and  vigor.  In  a  figure  we  talk  of  ^'  su- 
perabundant health ;"  but  we,  in  fact,  mean  rather,  that  the  various  phy- 
sical forces  are  out  of  harmony,  and  produce  a  rankness  in  the  system, 
which  is  ill  health,  again.  Too  much  sound  muscle  needs  no  pby.^ician. 
At  all  events,  we  are  not  anxious  to  see  him,  who  would  diagnosticate  (?) 
a  case  of  atrophy  for  us  on  this  principle.  And  yet,  to  interpret  tne 
moral  consumption  of  any  one,  the  wasting  away  of  his  spiritual  forces, 
with  the  emaciation  of  his  virtuous  powers,  as  a  sort  of  too  abundant 
goodness,  strikes  us,  as  no  less  absurd.  It  seems  much  rather  a  moral 
idiucy  or  moral  paralysis.  And  yet  not  such  an  idiocy  or  paralysis  as 
ex  -uses  from  crime,  for  the  reason  that  we  are  fully  as  responsible  for  the 
wrecking  of  our  inner  nature,  as  we  are  accountable  for  a  slow  physical 
suicide,  in  many  cases.  It  is  still  a  question  among  physicians,  if  we  err 
not,  whether  or  not  a  system  may  have  too  much  blood,  absolutely ;  but 
there  can  be  no  question  raised,  we  are  sure,  as  to  whether  you,  or  I, 
or  any  one,  can  be  *  too  good.'  for  our  own  happiness,  or  the  welfare  of 
others.  It  is  but  the  part  of  prudence  and  of  kindness,  to  let  such 
know  in  plain  terms,  that  they  are  far  from  being  over-healthy ;  but  in- 
valids rather. 

It  may  not  always  be  the  fact,  that  our  *'too  good"  characters  are 
lacking  in  moral  sense  and  vitality,  so  much,  as  in  moral  stamina  rather. 
As  there  are  succulent  plants,  so  are  there  likewise  succulent  beings. 
There  are  stalks  and  stems  juicy  and  soft,  as  compared  with  those  of 
ligneous  and  hard  growth.  Grasses  are  of  such  a  nature,  and  lodge 
readily.  Peas  need  ^  sticks,'  and  certain  families  of  beans  most  have  the 
pole  by  the  side,  to  serve  as  their  back-bone.     Vines  and  creepers  need 
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trellises,  as  a  means  of  support,  even  when  storms  are  hushed.  But 
never  do  we  regard  this  order  of  plants  as  superio^^  to,  or  in  anywise 
healthier  than  the  self-supporting  tree.  They  are  of  a  weaker  class,  in- 
deed.    It  is  their  misfortune,  not  their  prestige. 

Just  so  are  there  many  natures  that  lack  stamina.  Not  having  the 
innate  support,  they  may  he  said  to  sink  daily,  from  a  weakness,  brought 
on,  we  cannot  tell  how.  All  mortals  are  relatively  in  the  same  unfortu- 
nate category ;  but  certain  ones  are  peculiarly  so  constituted,  or  have 
rendered  themselves  such.  Men's  bodies  may  become  too  heavy  for  their 
legs,  but  that  is  no  sign  of  comfortable  health,  nor  a  very  good  recom- 
mendation for  one's  legs.  And  in  the  same  way,  may  there  be  much 
goodness  collecting  in  our  natures,  good  sense,  good  feelings,  good  wishes 
and  good  intentions  to  the  support  and  execution  of  which,  however, 
there  is  not  the  force  of  character  or  strength  of  will.  He  toils  forever 
in  a  quicksand.  *'  A  quicksand  is  a  sepulchre,  that  connects  itself  with 
a  tide,  and  ascends  from  the  bottom  of  the  earth  toward  the  living  man. 
Each  minute  is  an  inexorable  sexton.  The  wretch  tries  to  sit  down,  to 
lie  down,  to  walk,  to  crawl ;  all  the  movements  that  he  makes  bury  him  ; 
he  draws  himself  up,  and  only  sinks  deeper ;  he  feels  himself  being  swal- 
lowed up ;  he  yells,  implores,  cries  to  the  clouds,  writhes  with  his  arms 
and  grows  desperate.  Then  he  is  in  the  sand  up  to  his  waist ;  the  sand 
reaches  his  chest,  he  is  a  bust.  He  raises  his  hands,  utters  furious  groans, 
digs  his  nails  into  the  sand,  tries  to  hold  by  a  pebble,  raises  himself  on 
his  elbows  to  tear  up  a  weak  sea- weed,  ai\d  sobs  frenziedly ;  but  the  sand 
mounts.  It  reaches  his  shoulders,  it  reaches  his  neck,  the  face  alone  is 
visible  now.  The  mouth  cries,  and  the  sand  fills  it,  and  then  there  is  a 
silence.  The  eyes  still  look,  but  the  sand  closes  them,  and  there  is  night. 
Then  the  forehead  sinks,  and  a  little  hair  waves  above  the  s^ind ;  a  hand 
emerges,  digs  up  the  sand,  is  waved,  and  disappears.  It  is  a  sinister  efface- 
ment  of  man." 

Thus  the  inner  man  sinks  in  many,  and,  not  on  the  coasts  of  Brittany 
or  Scotland,  merely,  but  all  along  the  stream  of  life.  For  want  of  foster- 
ingxinfluences,  we  often  think  ;  for  want  of  nursing  surroundings  and  the 
association  of  good  and  strong  examples,  such  weak  souls  go  under.  It 
may  be  that  great  blame  attaches  to  society,  to  the  various  social  ^  Aid- 
societies/  and  to  the  stronger  natures  that  walk  indifferently  by,  for  not 
volunteering  to  the  eye,  ear,  foot  and  hand,  crutches,  to  those  who  can- 
not walk  without  limping  or  falling  headlong  down.  But  let  things. be 
known  by  their  proper  names.  Let  the  ulterior  evils  be  forestalled  by 
discovering  in  time,  the  primary  causes  of  delinquency,  as  well  as  the 
occasions  to  its  aggravation,  in  order  that  the  remedy  may  be  all  the 
sooner  applied.  I^et  such  not  be  flattered  in  their  misery,  but  awakened, 
alarmed  and  rescued,  if  possible. 

We  are  daily  more  inclined  to  regard  the  moral  ailings  in  men,  as  dis- 
eases, veritable  diseases.  They  claim  to  be  so  conceived  of,  equally  with  every 
bodily  infirmity.  Along  with  this  view,  grows  the  feeling  likewise  to  ap- 
ply every  manner  of  sanitary  measure,  to  restore  such  invalid  to  inward 
health.  We  no  longer  believe  any  more  in  casting  an  inebriate  into  the 
street  and  telling  him  merely  to  cease  imbibing,  that  he  may  become  a 
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sober  man,  than  we  would  approve  of  casting  a  patient  with  Typhoid 
fever  into  a  fence- corner,  and  tell  him  to  get  well  there.  All  moral  de- 
linquents are,  in  fact  spiritually  diseased  souls.  They  are  for  us,  '  the 
lame,  the  halt,  the  blind  and  the  sick  and  afflicted,'  of  whom  the  Divine 
record  speaks.  They  who  were  thus  outwardly  afflicted  in  our  Lord's 
day,  serve  but  as  symbols  in  indices  of  the  various  ills  to  which  our  moral 
natures  are  subject.  He  had  been  their  Physician,  and  is  the  Physician 
even  yet.  His  Kingdom  is  the  Lazaretto  for  the  spiritual  lazaroni  of 
the  whole  race.  The  waters  for  the  healing  of  the  people  are  even  yet 
stirred  in  His  Bethesda.  He  who  cannot  conceive  of  Christ's  Church 
as  such  a  sanitary  institution,  and  only  looks  upon  it  aa  a  lodge,  which 
opens  its  door  to  healthy  ones  alone,  or  as  a  store-house,  in  which  to 
gather  the  righteous  solely,  he  may  yet  for  a  long  time  study  the  import 
of  that  saying :  *'  They  that  are  whole  need  not  a  physician,  but  they 
that  are  sick." 

But  never  did  He  deceive  men  by  bestowing  conciliatory,  flattering  and 
false  names,  and  thus  render  them  indifferent  towards  the  seat  and  na- 
ture of  their  diseases.  Neither  is  any  moral  teacher  permitted  to  wrong- 
ly impress  men  in  regard  to  the  fatality  of  their  complaints.  He  is  far 
from  lulling  into  a  still  deeper  stupor,  the  man  who  is  already  morally 
weak,  unconcerned,  indiffisrent,  careless,  slothful,  inefficient,  doless,  and 
perhaps  a  confirmed  wreck  by  patting  him  on  his  head,  with  the  re- 
mark :  *'  My  dear  fellow,  all  that's  the  matter  with  you,  is  owing  to  the 
fact  that  you  are  too  good  for  your  own  good." 

His  very  soul  loathes  such  a  deception  by  fair  words,  unless  he  is  a  char- 
latan. Much  rather  would  he  imitate  the  ^  Good  Samaritan,'  who  is  none 
other  than  Christ,  in  discovering  such  a  *  half-dead'  character  on  the  great 
highway  that  leads  from  the  Jerusalem  of  peace  to  the  Jericho  that  is 
accursed,  and  place  to  his  use  whatever  auxiliaries  may  be  at  hand,  **  his 
own  beast,"  a  cane,  a  crutch,  anything  that  might  serve  to  deliver  him 
from  his  misery,  and  transfer  him  into  better  surroundings,  ''an 
inn"  or  some  hospitable,  nursing  quarters,  and  give  earnest  charge  to 
have  the  patient  restored,  no  matter  at  what  labor,  sacrifice  or  cost. 

Such  a  regimen  is  not  usually  without  its  fruits,  either.  The  so-called 
"  too  good  for  their  own  good"  are  generally  men  of  an  easily  to  be  en- 
treated and  docile  nature;  of  an  unruffled  and  level  disposition,  and  of 
an  impressible  temperament.  Indeed  that  is  one  reason  why  the  crowd 
runs  away  with  them  as  captures.  It  is  not  the  result  of  Grace  and 
goodness,  that  they  are  thus  calm  and  gentle.  It  is  to  be  attributed  ra- 
ther to  their  lack  of  moral  vitality,  originally,  which  becomes  a  genuine 
dyspepsia  eventually.  They  are  unable  to  properly  digest  inwardly  all 
that  they  imbibe  by  the  eye,  ear  and  daily  experience.  Hence  the  need 
of  such  spiritual  nourishment  and  suitable  stimulants  as  will  restore 
them.  Such  an  inward  torpidity  of  spiritual  forces,  generally  superin- 
duces itself  upon  an  underlying  nature,  which,  when  once  renovated  be- 
comes an  admirable  foundation  to  a  character  to  be  raised  upon  it,  sub- 
dued and  equalized  by  Grace.  St.  Paul's  ^  contentment '  is  something 
vastly  different  from  the  comatose  state  of  him,  who  can  '^fiddle  while 
Rome  is  burning,"  or  see  all  *go  to  rack'  without  experiencing  a  ripple 
on  his  forehead  or  in  his  heart. 
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The  "  too  good  for  their  own  good"  are  sick,  and  conseqaeDtlj  weak 
as  every  sick  man  is.  He  is  readily  pushed  over  hy  the  jostling  crowd, 
or  naturally  falls  hecause  of  his  constitutional  gravity  towards  the  centre 
of  all  evil.  When  once  down,  he  is  too  torpid  to  rise  of  himself,  nor 
does  the  crowd  stop  to  pick  him  np.     The  sequel  is,  remain  down. 

How  many  are  they  who  live  in  the  pit-falls  of  life,  whom  we  have  it 
in  our  power  to  rescue  and  redeem,  were  there,  at  least  no  less  humanity 
shown  to  man,  than  our  natural  instinct  prompts  us  to  extend  to  an  ox 
engulfed.  There  is  felt  a  compassion  for  such,  we  kuow,  hut  it  is  a  pity 
that  does  not  in  any  way  fruit  in  their  reclaiming.  It  ends  in  '  passing 
by  on  the  other  side'  and  in  a  bootless  sigh  over  the  fancied  misfortune 
of  one  nho  is  **  too  good  for  his  own  good  !" 

Again,  we  soy,  in  regard  to  this  class  of  characters,  who  seem  to  be 
neither  deserving  of  condemnation,  nor  worthy  of  salvation,  a  moral  treat- 
ment is  called  for,  in  their  behalf,  which  will,  in  the  outstart,  present 
them  with  a  true  diagnosis  of  their  fatal  ailing,  to  be  followed  up  then 
by  the  administering  of  such  antiseptics  and  elixirs  of  life  as  the  various 
individual  cases  may  demand.  The  present  social  system  is  indeed  to  be 
conimisserated,  if  with  all  its  ancient  and  modern  eleemosynary  colleges, 
its  provisions  do  still  not  prove  commensurate  with  the  wants  of  the  im- 
potent members  of  the  race. 

But  let  no  one  imagine  us  to  speak  loosely  for  the  encouragement  of 
the  profligate  and  moral  bankrupts.  We  have  said  somewhere,  in  these 
pages,  that  their  idiocy  and  paralysis  of  interior  forces  are  not  of  such 
an  order  as  to  excuse  them  from  crime.  So  neither  can  they  hope  to  be 
restored  bj/  the  aid  of  others  solely,  whilst  they  remain  without  any  per- 
sonal exertion.  *  God  helps  those  who  help  themselves.  And  although 
the  loss  of  such  as  have  become  unmanned  in  the  way  we  have  been  en- 
deavoring to  describe  is  great  let  them  not  be  content  with  a  mere  idle 
lamentation,  but  rather  take  heart,  from  the  old  Italian  saying  :  *'  If  I 
have  lost  the  ring,  yet  the  fingers  are  still  here  "  The  brave  proverb 
may  prove  the  means  of  inspiration  to  them,  and  remind  them,  further- 
more, of  a  certain  wild  prodigal^  who  had  indeed  lost  all  his  ornaments 
and  necessaries,  as  well,  but  who  retraced  his  steps  nevertheless,  arrived 
^safe  home,'  to  be  adopted  anew  ;  to  be  clothed  and  rejoiced  over  as  one 
lost,  but  found  again. 


CHBISTIAN  HUMILITY. 


Naturalists  observe  that  the  Egyptian  fig  tree,  being  put  into  the  water, 
presently  sinks  to  the  bottom;  but  being  well  soaked  with  moisture,  con- 
trary to  the  nature  of  all  other  wood,  buoys  itself  up  to  the  top  of  the  water. 
So  we  may  say  of  humble-minded  men,  they  keep  the  lowest  place  and 
degree  in  every  thing;  but  in  such  places  they  are  soaked  with  the  waters 
of  grace  and  devotion,  with  the  waters  of  tears  and  compunction  of  heart, 
with  the  waters  of  pity  and  compassion  of  other  men's  miseries ;  then  do 
they  (after  death  especially)  swim  up  to  that  incomparable  height  of  glory 
which  God  hath  assured  to  the  poor  in  spirit. 
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OLD  MAIDS  AND  OLD  BACHELORS. 


Tbere  are  men  and  women  who,  like  some  flowers,  bloom  in  exquisite 
beauty  in  a  desert  wild;  they  are  like  trees  which  you  often  see  growing  in 
luxuriant  strength  out  of  a  crevice  of  a  rock  where  there  seems  not  earth 
enough  tq  support  a  shrub.  The  words  "Old  maid,"  "Old  bachelor," 
have  in  them  other  sounds  than  that  of  half  reproach  or  scorn ;  they  call 
up  to  many  of  your  minds  forms  and  faces  than  which  none  are  dearer  in 
all  this  world.  I  know  them  to-day.  The  bloom  of  youth  has  possibly 
faded  from  their  cheeks,  but  there  lingers  round  form  and  face  some- 
thing dearer  than  that.  She  is  unmarried,  but  the  past  has,  for  her,  it 
may  be,  some  chastened  memories  of  an  early  love  which  keeps  its  vestal 
vigil  sleeplessly  over  the  grave  where  its  hopes  went  out;  and  it  is  too 
true  to  the  long-departed  to  permit  another  to  take  his  place.  Perhaps 
the  years  of  maiden  life  were  spent  in  self-denying  toil,  which  was  loo 
engrossing  to  listen  even  to  the  call  of  love,  and  she  grew  old  too  soon  in 
the  care  of  mother  or  sister  and  brother.  Now  in  these  later  years  she 
looks  back  calmly  upon  some  half-cherished  hopes,  once  attractive^  of 
husband  and  child;  but  which  long,  long  ago  she  willingly  gave  up  for 
present  duty.  So  to-day,  in  her  loneness,  who  shall  say  that  she  is  not 
beautiful  and  dear? 

So  is  she  to  the  wide  circle  which  she  blesses.  To  some  she  has  been 
all  that  a  mother  could  have  been;  and  though  no  nearer  name  than 
"Aunt"  or  "Sister"  has  been  here,  she  has  to-day  a  mother's  claim  and 
a  mother's  love.  Disappointment  has  not  soured  but  only  chastened ;  the 
midday  or  the  afternoon  of  her  life  is  all  full  of  kindly  sympathies  and 
gentle  deeds.     Though  unwedded,  hers  has  been  no  fruitless  life. 

It  is  an  almost  daily  wonder  to  me  why  some  women  are  married,  and 
not  a  less  marvel  why  many  that  I  see  are  not.  But  this  I  know,  that 
many  and  many  a  household  would  be  desolate  indeed,  and  many  and 
many  a  family  circle  would  lose  its  brightest  ornament  and  its  best  power, 
were  maiden  sister  or  maiden  aunt  removed;  and  it  may  bless  the  Provi- 
dence which  has  kept  them  from  making  glad  some  husband's  home. 

Yonder  isolated  man,  whom  the  world  wonder  at  for  having  never 
found  a  wife!  Who  shall  tell  you  all  the  secret  history  of  the  by-gone 
time!  of  hopes  and  loves  that  once  were  buoyant  and  fond,  but  which 
death,  or  more  bitter  disappointment  dashed  to  the  ground;  of  sorrow 
which  the  world  has  never  known;  of  a  fate  accepted  in  utter  despair, 
though  with  outward  calm!  Such  there  are.  The  expectation  of  wife, 
or  home,  has  been  given  up  as  one  of  the  dreams  of  >outh,  but  only  with 
groans  and  tears;  now  he  walks  among  men  somewhat  alone,  with  some 
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ecceotricities,  but  with  a  warm  heart  and  kindly  eye.  If  he  has  no  chil- 
dren of  his  own,  there  are  enou^^h  of  others*  children  who  climb  his  knee 
or  seize  his  hand  as  he  walks.  If  he  has  no  home,  there  is  many  a  home 
made  glad  by  his  presence;  if  there  is  no  one  heart  to  which  he  may  cling 
in  appropriating  love,  there  arc  many  hearts  that  go  out  toward  him,  and 
many  voices  which  invoke  benedictions  on  his  head. 

Lift  at  Home,  by  Dr,  Aikman, 


BE  YE  ALSO  HEADY. 


In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death.  What  a  shock  is  given  to  every 
sensibility  of  our  nature,  by  the  tidings  of  the  sudden  departure  of  friends 
out  of  this  world?  How  the  heart  faints  under  the  pressure  of  the  sore 
bereavement,  and  the  whole  nature  seems  to  rise  up,  as  though  in  revolt 
against  the  ordering  of  God's  providence.  We  feel  as  though  it  were 
almost  sacrilege  to  believe,  that  the  thing  can  be  so.  That  the  friend 
whom  we  have  so  long  known  and  loved  should  be  thus  snatched  out  of 
the  world,  and  that  the  warm  heart  should  stop  its  beating,  and  the  pulse 
be  still,  with  not  any  process  of  lingering  disease,  and  without  a  single 
premonition  to  ourselves,  seems  almost  impossible  :  we  are  so  much  crea- 
tures of  sense  and  so  forgetful  that  the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal. 
This  should  not  be. 

God  has  in  great  mercy  hung  up  the  warnings  of  mortality  all  around 
us.  Instead  of  being  true  to  nature  and  to  our  own  constitution,  we  are 
in  rebellion  against  both,  when  we  forget  that  we  have  no  abiding  home 
on  earth.  The  alterations  of  day  and  night  utter  this  speech,  and  it  is 
our  own  fault,  if  they  show  us  not  this  kuowledge.  The  changing  seasons 
are  full  of  it.  The  essence  of  time  is  its  chaogefulness ;  and  it  is  a  strange 
thing  that  we  give  so  little  heed  to  its  lessons.  We  ought  to  know  that 
we  must  die.  We  can  never  be  prepared  for  the  ordeal  without  an  abid- 
ing sense  of  its  nearness.  Let  that  be  once  impressed  upon  the  heart  and 
its  pulxsations  will  keep  time  with  the  great  lessons  of  God's  providence  ; 
there  will  be  no  thought  that  shall  not  be  in  harmony  with  His  ways, 
just  so  soon  as  the  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 

This  being  in  Christ  is  the  very  essence  and  beginning  of  life  eternal. 
The  two  worlds  do,  as  it  were,  change  their  relative  positions.  Earth 
becomes  a  tiresome  place  when  heaven  is  felt  to  be  so  near.  The  heart 
will  go  out  after  its  treasure,  and  when  this  is  laid  up  with  God,  it  is  felt 
to  be  a  blessed  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  enter  on  its  possession.  Then, 
we  almost  envy  the  quiet  sleepers  the  rest  which  He  has  given.  As  we 
look  upon  the  changed  countenance,  we  feel  that  it  is  well,  for  so  He 
giveth  His  beloved  sleep.  Why  should  not  the  weary  have  rest?  Why 
should  this  poor  sufferer  live  in  pain  always  ?  The  Lord  is  kind  when  He 
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sends  this  sweet  deliveraDce,  and  hashes  all  the  sorrow  and  the  strife  of 
wasting  sickness,  and  carries  the  tired  soul  to  he  with  the  spirits  of  the 
just  made  perfect;  absent  from  the  body,  present  with  the  Lord. 

Instead  of  pitjin&c  those  who  sleep  in  Jesus,  and  whom  God  has  taken, 
the  children  of  faith  acquiesce  joyfully  in  all  that  He  has  done,  because 
they  know  it  b  well.  When  the  humble  belieyer  dies  he  is  not  taken 
from  his  home  but  to  it.  He  may  be  sundered  from  friends,  whose 
society  has  been  very  dear  to  him,  but  from  them  who  love  Christ  he  can 
hardly  be  said  to  be  ever  sundered  ;  separated  for  a  little  while  from  some 
of  them  he  may  be,  but  his  fellowship  is  from  the  hour  of  his  home-going 
with  the  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  and  with  an  innumerable  com- 
pany of  angels,  and  with  Jesus  the  Mediator  of  the  new  covenant.  He 
belongs  already  to  the  general  assembly  of  the  Church  of  the  first  born 
whose  names  are  written  in  heaven,  but  then  he  enters  tho  blessed  society 
of  them,  who  have  fought  their  last  fight  and  have  gained  the  victory, 
and  who  will  be  crowned  as  conquerors  on  the  great  day  when  Christ 
shall  come  to  be  admired  in  them  that  love  Him,  and  to  gather  His  saints 
together,  who  have  made  a  covenant  with  Him  by  sacrifice.  Let  that 
covenant  be  made  now.  Let  the  tired  and  restless  spirit  rest  simply  in 
Christ,  and  know  he  is  mine,  I  am  his,  and  then  in  every  faculty  and 
power  that  trustful  soul  is  ready. —  Chrutian  Intelligencer. 


PHILOSOPHEB  MOVED. 


In  1853  Sir  David  Brewster  was  in  Paris,  and  was  taken  to  see  the  astron- 
omer Arago,  who  was  then  in  deep  suffering,  and  was  soon  to  die.  He 
thus  describes  the  interview :  —We  conversed  upon  the  marvels  of  crea- 
tion, and  the  name  of  God  was  introduced.  This  led  Arago  to  complain 
of  the  difficulties  which  his  reason  experienced  in  understanding  God. 
'^But/'  said  I,  ^'it  is  still  more  difficult  not  to  comprehend  God."  He 
did  not  deny  it.  *'  Only,"  added  he,  ^'  in  this  case  I  abstain ;  for  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  understand  the  God  of  you  philosophers."  '*It  is  not 
with  them  that  we  are  dealing,"  replied  I,  '^although  I  believe  that  true 
philosophy  necessarily  conducts  us  to  belief  in  God :  it  is  of  the  Qt)d  of 
the  Christian  that  I  wish  to  speak."  **  Ah! "  he  exclaimed,  '^He  was  the 
God  of  my  mother,  before  whom  she  always  experienced  so  much  comfort 
in  kneeling."  ^'Doubtless,'' I  answered.  He  said  no  more:  his  heart  had 
spoken  :  this  time  he  had  understood 
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A  CLERICAL  HUMOBIST. 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 


"  Rare  Sydney !  thrice  honored  the  stall  where  he  sits. 

And  be  his  every  honor  he  deigneth  to  climb  at  I 
Had  England  a  hierarchy  formea  of  all  wits, 

Whom,  but  Sydney,  would  England  proclaim  as  a  primate. 

And  long  may  he  flourish  frank,  merry  and  brave, 

A  Horace  to  feast  with  a  Pascal  to  read  I 
While  he  laughs,  all  is  safe,  but  when  Sydney  grows  grave, 

We  shall  then  think  the  Church  is  in  danger  indeed." 

Ninety-nine  years  ago  Sydney  Smith  was  born.  At  Woodford,  near 
London,  he  came  into  the  world.  And  seventy-six  years  later  he  passed  out 
of  it,  in  the  great  city  of  England,  near  by;  His  father  was  a  man  of  intelli- 
gence without  celebrity  ;  fond  of  foreign  travel,  and  a  poor  financier. 
His  mother  a  Huge  not  lady.  This  mixture  of  British  and  French 
blood  produced  a  rare  compound.  There  were  four  brothers  and  one 
sister  in  the  family,  all  possessing  extraordinary  talents.  Eobert  and 
Sydney,  the  two  older,  possessing  the  most.  Robert,  Bobus  as  his  friends 
and  admirers  called  him,  became  a  first-class  statesnran,  classed  with 
Canning.  A  member  of  Parliament,  a  truly  great  man.  Sydney  would 
have  preferred  the  bar ;  his  father  destined  him  for  the  Church.  In 
this  wise  he  happened  to  become  a  clergyman  in  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. 

At  Winchester  he  spent  part  of  his  school-years.  The  system  of  edu- 
cation was  good,  but  the  treatment  of  the  younger  students  barbarous. 
The  boys  in  the  higher  classes  compelled  those  of  the  lower,  to  serve 
them  like  slaves.  When  Lord  Holland  was  a  school-boy  he  was  forced  to 
toast  bread  with  his  fingers  for  the  breakfast  of  another  boy.  His  mo- 
ther from  pity  sent  him  a  toasting  fork,  which  his  tyrant  broke  over  his 
head.  To  the  end  of  life  his  fingers  bore  the  marks  of  this  cruel  task. 
17 
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This  servile  drudgery  Sydney  had  to  endure.  "  He  suffered  misery 
and  positive  starvation."  Afterwards  his  son  Douglas  passed  through  a 
similar  ordeal.  .At  one  time  his  parents  had  to  take  him  home  to  heal 
his  bruises  and  beaten^  battered  ejes. 

Sydney  and  his  brother  Courtenay  were  at  school  together.  Both 
were  good  students,  taking  all  the  prizes.  The  other  boys  at  length  re- 
fused to  contend  for  them,  because  ^'  the  Smiths  always  gained  them." 
One  day  a  distinguished  visitor  found  Sydney  sitting  under  a  tree  read- 
ing Virgil;  while  his  school-fellows  were  at  play.  He  patted  the  boy's 
head,  and  said :  **  Clever  boy  I  clever  boy  !  that  is  the  way  to  conquer 
the  world/'  and  gave  him  a  shilling.  The  incident  left  its  impression 
on  him  through  life.  He  studied  at  other  schools,  and  finished  his 
course  at  Oxford. 

After  passing  a  number  of  years  as  private  tutor  in  due  time  he  fell 
in  love.  The  lady  loved  the  poor  scholar,  but  her  aristocratic  brother 
did  not.  He  made  her  his  own ;  she  bringing  him  a  small  property. 
All  that  he  could  give  towards  the  beginning  of  house-keeping,  were 
six  small,  well-worn  silver  teaspoons.  Throwing  these  into  the  lap  of 
his  happy  bride,  he  shouted  :  '*  There,  Kate,  jou  happy  girl,  I  give 
you  all  my  fortune  !" 

How  he  got  over  his  courting  duties  he  does  not  say.  In  describing 
a  bishop's  courtship  he  may  have  an  eye  to  his  own  experience.  *'  How 
can  a  bishop  marry  f  How  can  he  flirt  ?  the  most  he  can  say  is :  I  ^11 
see  you  in  the  vestry  after  service." 

His  first  parish  was  composed  of  very  poor  people,  living  in  a  barren 
out  of  the  way  country  district,  *^  so  far  out  of  the  way  that  it  was  actual- 
ly twelve  miles  from  a  town."  The  miserable  chapel  had  been  without 
a  regular  pastor  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years.  Preaching  his  first  ser- 
mon, he  thumped  the  pulpit- cushion  as  his  custom  was,  and  pounded  out 
of  it  the  accumulated  dust  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  and  raised  such 
a  cloud  that  for  some  minutes  he  **  lost  sight  of  his  congregation."  He 
had  to  build  his  own  house — ^*  considered  the  ugliest  in  the  county," 
and  that  was  saying  a  good  deal;  but  withal  comfortable.  He  blundered 
into  bad  bargains^  manufactured  brick  that  he  could  not  use,  and  bought 
oxen  he  could  not  work.  In  nine  months  he  brought  his  family  to  the 
parsonage. 

''  It  was  a  cold,  bright  March-day,"  says  his  daughter,  *^  with  a  biting 
east-wind.  The  beds  we  left  in  the  moving-had  to  be  slept  on  at  night ; 
wagon  after  wagon  of  furniture  poured  in  every  minute ;  the  roads  were 
so  cut  up  that  the  carriage  could  not  reach  the  door ;  and  my  mother 
lost  her  shoe  in  the  mud,  which  was  ankle-deep,  while  bringing  her  in- 
fant up  to  the  house  in  her  arms.  But  oh,  the  shout  of  joy  as  we  en- 
tered and  took  possession  !  the  first  time  in  our  lives  that  we  inhabited 
a  house  of  our  own.  How  we  admired  it,  ugly  as  it  was  I  No  carpels^ 
no  chairs,  nothing  unpacked ;  rough  men  brought  in  rougher  packages 
at  every  moment.  But  then  was  the  time  to  behold  my  father  I  Amidst 
the  confusion,  he  thought  for  everybody,  cared  for  everybody,  encour- 
aged everybody,  kept  everybody  in  good  humor." 

He  says,  this  building  project  made  me  a  very  poor  man  for  many 
years,  but  I  never  repented  it.     I  turned  schoolmaster  to  educate  my 
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son,  as  I  could  not  afford  to  send  him  to  school.  Mrs.  Sydney  (Smith) 
turned  school* mistress  to  educate  my  girls,  as  I  could  not  afford  a  gov- 
erness. I  turned  farmer  as  I  could  not  let  my  land.  I  was  village  par- 
son,  village  doctor,  village  comforter,  village  magistrate  and  Edinburgh 
Reviewer.  Though  fond  of  good  living  his  family  oflen  **  dined  on  a  mess 
of  potatoes  sprinkled  with  a  little  catchup."  Usually  he  preached  to 
about  fifty  hearers  on  Sunday,  from  a  tall  narrow  pulpit,  most  likely. 
For  he  says  :  *^I  can't  bear  to  be  imprisoned  in  the  true  orthodox  way 
in  my  pulpit,  with  my  head  just  peeping  above  thei  desk.  I  like 
to  look  down  upon  my  congregation,  to  fire  into  them.  I  like  to  have  my 
arms  free  and  to  thump  the  pulpit."  One  time  while  prea^^hing  on  the  text : 
"  I  am  perplexed,  but  not  in  despair,"  and  while  depicting  to  his  people 
the  trials  therein  expressed,  the  thick  matting  on  which  be  stood  gave 
way,  and  came  near  pitching  him  down  into  the  congregation. 

There  was  no  physician  living  in  his  parish,  and  his  people  when  sick 
were  too  poor  to  get  one  from  abroad.  Smith  studied  medicine  that  he 
might  serve  as  the  physician  to  these  poor  afflicted  people,  without  a  cent 
of  pay.  A  poor  family  in  great  haste  sent  for  him  to  baptize  their  dy- 
ing child.  ''  How  is  the  poor  child  ?"  he  was  asked  on  his  return.  '*  I 
first  gave  it  a  dose  of  castor  oil,  and  then  christened  it ;  so  now  the  poor 
child  is  ready  for  either  world." 

His  description  of  a  pastor  or  a  curate  is :  '^  The  poor  working-man  of 
GM,  a  learned  man  in  a  hovel,  good  and  patient,  a  comforter  and  teach- 
er— the  first  and  purest  pauper  of  the  hamlet ;  yet  showing  that  in  the 
midst  of  worldly  misery,  he  has  the  heart  of  a  gentleman,  the  spirit  of 
a  Christian  and  the  kindness  of  a  pastor." 

During  a  great  part  of  his*  life  he  was  in  straitened  circumstances  ; 
fond  of  entertaining  his  illustrious  friends,  always  entreating  them  to  visit 
him,  sometimes  having  a  half  a  score  of  lords,  ladies  and  celebrated 
scholars  around  the  frugal  table  of  his  *'  ugly"  parsonage,  making  its 
homely  and  home-like  halls  ring  with  boisterous  mirth. 

Occasionally  his  meagre  purse  was  replenished  by  extra  fees.  Before 
the  Royal  Society  of  London  he  delivered  twenty-seven  lectures  on  Moral 
Philosophy.  Many  years  later  Dr.  Whewell  asked  him  for  a  copy  of 
them.  Ho  replied  :  **  My  lectures  are  gone  to  the  dogs,  and  are  utterly 
forgotten.  I  knew  nothing  of  moral  philosophy,  but  1  was  thoroughly 
aware  that  I  wanted  two  hundred  pounds  to  finish  my  bouse."  He  got 
the  needed  pounds,  and  all  Albemarle  street  was  blocked  up  with  the 
carriages  of  the  people  eager  to  hear  him. 

At  times  he  felt  his  poverty  keenly.  **  Moralists  tell  you  of  the  evils 
of  wealth  and  station,  and  the  happiness  of  poverty.  I  have  been  very 
poor  the  greater  part  of  my  life,  and  have  borne  it  as  well.  I  believe, 
as  most  people,  but  I  can  safely  say,  that'  I  have  been  happier  every 
guinea  I  have  gained.  I  well  remember  when  Mrs.  Sydney  and  I  were 
young,  in  London,  with  no  other  equipage  than  my  umbrella,  when  we 
went  out  to  dinner  in  a  hackney-coach  (a  very  common  cab)  when  the 
rattling  step  was  let  down,  and  the  proud,  powdered  red  plushes  grinned, 
and  her  gown  was  fringed  with  straw^  how  the  iron  entered  my  soul." 
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Withal  be  was  happy  and  cod  tented.  "  I  am  resolved  to  like  it  (his 
state  of  life),  and  to  reconcile  mjself  to  it ;  which  is  more  manly  than 
to  feign  myself  above  it,  and  to  send  up  complaints  by  the  post,  of  being 
thrown  away,  and  being  desolate,  and  such  like  trash.  If  with  a  plea- 
sant wife,  three  children,  a  good  hou^e  and  farm,  many  books,  and  many 
friends,  who  wish  me  well,  I  cannot  be  happy,  I  am  a  very  silly,  foolish, 
fellow,  and  what  becomes  of  me  is  of  very  little  consequence.  I  feel  an 
ungovernable  interest  about  my  horses,  or  my  pigs,  or  my  plants." 

He  had  a  nack  of  making  the  most  of  his  limited  means.  His  win- 
dows, ceilings  and  fire-places  were  ornamented  with  cheap  decorations. 
The  bed-rooms  were  hung  with  unframed  pictures,  suggesting  something 
cheerful  or  refining.  With  '*  a  tremendous  speaking-trumpet''  he  could 
speak  to  his  farm-hands  over  his  sterile  plantation,  while  standing  at  his 
door.  He  bore  his  awkward  agricultural  blunders  with  an  amusing 
cheerfulness.  ^'  I  am  engaged  in  agriculture  without  the  slightest  know- 
ledge of  the  art.  I  am  building  a  house  without  an  architect,  and  edu- 
cating a  son  without  patience.'' 

Sjdney  Smith  was  a  born  wit.  He  was  fond  of  fun,  relished  the 
cream  of  a  good  joke,  indeed  was  a  fountain  of  this  sort  of  cream.  Cleri- 
cal bufibons  are  an  unmitigated  nuisance,  a  disgrace  to  their  profession. 
Witless  men  trying  to  squeeze  the  juice  of  humor  out  of  a  juiceless  be- 
ing, with  great  and  perceptible  labor,  giving  you  a  stone  instead  of 
bread,  insipidity  instead  of  spice  and  flavor,  oh  how  flat.  But  a  true 
wit,  giving  you  the  genuine  article,  setting  you  waving  and  rolling  by 
the  wave  of  his  mystic  wand,  I  pronounce  such  a  man  a  blessing  to  his 
kind,  an  honor  and  ornament  to  his  cloth.  A  sense  of  the  ludicrous  is 
an  attribute  peculiarly  human.  None  of  the  lower  creation  possess  it. 
The  monkey  claims  to  have  it,  but  he  is  a  fraud,  a  counterfeit,  evermore 
aping  man,  but  nothing  more.  A  burlesque  on  maU;  all  the  while  seem- 
ing to  make  fun  of  you,  by  his  half-human  capers ;  an  annoyance  to  be- 
hold. True  humor  requires  genius  of  the  highest  kind.  That  we  must 
admire,  and  enjoy,  if  it  is  controlled  by  Christian  principle.  Insipidity 
is  not  essential  to  piety ;  dulloess  and  clerical  dignity  often  go  together. 
A  hearty  laugher  need  not  necessarily  be  a  heretic,  provided  his  laugh 
does  not  come  in  at  the  wrong  place.  A  good  ringing  laugh  is  healthy 
for  body  and  soul ;  it  keeps  both  from  becoming  hidebound. 

Some  of  Sydney  Smith's  jokes  are  like  a  good  nut-cracker,  they  break 
the  shell  of  a  truth  and  hand  you  the  kernel.  He  sometimes  says  more 
in  a  short  humorous  sentence,  than  some  of  the  gravest  and  greatest  rca- 
sooers  in  whole  chapters. 

Of  a  certain  narrow-minded,  wrong-headed,  plodding  author  he  says  : 
"  Yes^  he  has  spent  all  his  life  in  letting  down  empty  buckets  into  empty 
wells ;  and  he  is  frittering  away  his  age  in  trying  to  draw  them  up 
again." 

Some  morose  moralists  affect  to  despise  beauty  and  taste  in  females. 
He  says  :  **  Never  teach  false  morality.  How  exquisitely  absurd  to  tell 
girls  that  beauty  is  of  no  value,  dress  of  no  use  !  Beauty  t«  of  value  ; 
her  whole  prospects  and  happiness  in  life  may  often  depend  upon  a  new 
gown  or  a  becoming  bonnet^  and  if  she  have  five  grains  of  common  sense, 
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she  will  fiad  this  out.  The  great  thing  is  to  teach  her  their  just  value, 
and  that  there  must  he  something  hotter  under  the  honnet  than  a  pretty 
face  for  real  happiness.     But  never  sacrifice  truth/' 

"  We  are  told  :  Let  not  the  sun  go  down  on  your  wrath.  This,  of 
course,  is  best;  but,  as  it  generally  does,  I  would  add,  never  act  or  writo 
till  it  has  done  so.  This  rule  has  saved  me  from  many  an  act  of  folly. 
It  is  wonderful  what  a  different  view  we  take  of  the  same  event  four 
and  twenty  hours  after  it  has  happened.''  Think  of  the  folly  of  un- 
corking your  silly  anger  when  it  is  boiling.  Giving  vent  unto  bitter 
biting  words  boiling  over,  pouring  it  into  letters  and  mailing  it  beyond 
recall.  How  gladly  would  you  unsay  the  unkind  words  and  call  back  the 
naughty  letters,  after  you  are  cooled  off. 

He  was  fond  of  good  living,  and  many  a  lordly  feast  did  he  enliven 
with  his  presence.  Fond  of  tea  too.  **  I  am  glad  I  was  not  born  before 
tea.  I  can  drink  any  quantity  when  I  have  not  tasted  wine;  otherwise 
I  am  haunted  by  blue  devils  by  day,  and  dragons  by  night.  If  you 
want  to  improve  your  understanding,  drink  coffee.  Sir  James  Mackin- 
tosh used  to  say,  he  believed  the  difference  between  one  man  and  another 
was  produced  by  the  quanti  y  of  coffee  he  drank.''  Herein,  I  suspect 
both  to  be  in  error. 

In  later  life,  when  the  too-consuming  gout  sent  him  limping  towards 
the  grave,  he  repented  of  having  eaten  too  much.  He  says :  I  must 
have  consumed  some  wagen- loads  too  much  in  the  course  of  my  life. 
Looking  back  on  my  past  life,  I  find  that  all  my  misery  of  body  and 
mind  have  proceeded  from  indigestion.  Youne  people  in  early  life  should 
be  taught  the  moral,  intellectual  and  physical  evils  of  it. 

"  No  furniture  so  charming  as  books,  even  if  you  never  open  them  or 
read  a  single  line.  When  you  read  live  in  the  best  company.  (Read  the 
best  books.)  If  you  live  till  seventy  two,  an  hour  (spent  in  reading)  a 
day,  will  make  three  years ;  twenty.seven  years  you  are  asleep ;  nine  years 
you  are  dressing  yourself,  six  playing  with  children,  six  years  are  spent 
in  shopping  and  three  in  quarrelling  with  your  neighbors." 

During  this  liquifying  season  we  can  sympathize  with  the  fat  parson, 
when  he  says :  "  It  is  so  dreadful  hot  that  I  find  there  is  nothing  left 
for  me  but  to  take  off  my  flesh  and  sit  in  my  bones  " 

His  friend  Lord  Jeffrey  was  a  very  small  man.     Smith  said  :     "  Look 

there  at  Jeffrey ;  and  there  is  my  little  friend who  has  not  body 

enough  to  cover  his  mind  decently  with  3  his  intellect  is  improperly  ex- 
posed." 

*'  Manners  are  oflen  too  much  neglected  ;  they  are  most  important  to 
men,  no  less  than  to  women.  I  believe  the  English  are  the  most  dis- 
agreeable people  under  the  sun,  not  so  much  because  Mr.  John  Bull 
disdains  to  talk,  as  that  the  respected  individual  has  nothing  to  say,  and 
because  he  totally  neglects  manners.  Look  at  a  French  carter;  he 
takes  off  his  hat  to  his  neighbor  carter,  and  inquires  after  *•  La  sant^ 
de  Madame,'  with  a  bow  that  would  not  have  disgraced  Sir  Charles 
Grandison.  Compared  to  the  French  we  are  perfect  barbarians.  Hap- 
py the  man  whose  daughter  is  half  as  well-bred  as  the  chambermaid  (of 
the  hotel)  at  Kouen,  or  whose  sons  are  as  polished  as  the  waiter." 
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On  shaking  hands  with  a  yoang  lady  in  his  ^rdeo  he  said :  '*  I 
must  give  you  a  lesson  in  shaking  hands,  I  see.  There  is  nothing  more 
obaracteristic  than  shakes  of  the  hand.  I  have  classified  them.  There 
is  the  high  official — the  body  erect,  and  a  rapid,  short  shake  near  the 
chin.  There  is  the  mortmain  (dead  hand),  the  flat  hand  introduced 
into  your  palm,  and  hardly  conscious  of  its  contiguity.  The  digital — 
one  finger  held  out,  much  used  by  the  high  clergy.  There  is  the  shakns 
rusticus  (the  shake  of  the  countryman)  where  your  hand  is  seised  in 
an  iron  grasp  betokening  rude  health,  warm  heart  and  distance  from  the 
Metropolis  (London) ;  but  producing  a  strong  sense  of  relief  on  your 
part,  when  you  find  your  hand  released  and  your  fingers  unbruken.  The 
next  to  this  is  the  retentive  shake^ohe  which  beginning  with  vigor,  pauses 
as  it  were  to  take  breath,  but  without  relinquishing  its  prey,  and  before 
vou  are  aware  begins  again,  till  you  feel  anxious  as  to  the  result,  and 
have  no  shake  left  in  you." 

Sydney  Smith's  fondness  for  society  gave  him  a  dislike  to  country-life. 
"  I  have  no  relish  for  the  country ;  it  is  a  kind  of  healthy  grave.  I 
like  London  a  great  deal  better ;  the  study  of  men  and  women  better 
than  of  grass.  Eational  conversation  in  sufficient  quantities  is  only  to 
be  had  from  the  congregation  of  a  million  of  people  in  one  spot  The 
fiflh  act  of  life  should  be  in  great  cities ;  it  is  there  in  the  long  death 
of  old  age  that  a  man  most  forgets  himself  and  his  infirmities.  The 
charm  of  London  is  that  you  are  never  glad  or  sorry  for  ten  minutes  to- 
gether. In  the  evening  you  are  the  one  or  the  other  for  weeks."  It  is 
strange  how  incapable  the  hands  of  some  great  men  are  to  write  their 
great  thoughts  legibly.  Chalmers  wrote  such  a  wretched  hand,  that  his 
father  used  to  lay  his  letters  by  unread,  until  his  celebrated  son  would 
pay  him  a  visit,  who  often  found  it  difficult  to  read  his  own  letters.  Syd- 
ney  Smith  complains  to  Lord  Jeffrey  :  ''  I  have  tried  to  read  your  letter 
from  left  to  right,  and  Mrs.  Sydney  from  right  to  left,  and  neither  of  us 
can  decipher  a  single  word."  When  Smith's  family  had  a  like  trouble 
with  his  letters,  they  cut  out  part  of  one  and  sent  it  to  him  with  the 
request  to  unravel  it.  He  replied  :  '^  I  must  decline  ever  reading  my 
own  hand-writing  twenty-four  hours  after  I  have  written.  My  writing 
is  as  if  a  swarm  of  ants,  escaping  from  an  ink-bottle,  had  walked  over 
a  sheet  of  paper  without  wiping  their  legs." 

'*  Let  me  state  some  of  the  goods  arising  from  abstaining  from  all  fer- 
mented liquors.  First,  sweet  sleep;  having  never  known  what  sweet 
sleep  was,  I  sleep  like  a  baby  or  a  ploughboy.  If  I  wake  no  needless 
terrors,  no  black  visions  of  life,  but  pleasing  hopes  and  pleasins;  recollec- 
tioos.  If  I  dream,  it  is  not  of  lions  and  tigers.  Secondly,  I  can  take 
longer  walks,  and  make  greater  exertions,  without  fatigue.  My  under- 
standing is  improved.  I  see  better  without  wine  and  spectacles  than 
when  I  used  both.  Only  one  evil  ensues  from  it.  I  am  in  such  ex- 
travagant spirits,  that  I  must  lose  blood  or  look  out  for  some  one  who 
will  bore  and  depress  me.  Pray,  leave  off  wine;  the  stomach  quite  at 
rest ;  no  heart  burn,  no  pain,  no  distension." 

**  Half  the  unhappiness  of  the  world  proceeds  from  little  stoppages, 
from  a  duct  choked  up,  from  food  pressing  in  the  wrong  place.     My 
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friend  sups  late,  eats  Bome  strong  soap,  then  a  lobster,  then  some  tart, 
and  be  dilates  tbese  esculents  witb  wine.  The  next  day  be  is  going  to 
sell  his  house  in  London  (and  do  many  other  silly  things).  Old  friend- 
ships are  destroyed  by  wasted  cbeese,  and  bard  salted  meat  bas  led  to 
suicide.  Johnson  says,  every  man  is  a  rascal  when  be  is  sick.  Fry  and 
die,  witb  the  consciousness  that  you  have  done  the  best.'^ 

The  gout  is  bis  fiercest  bodily  foe.  "  I  have  no  gout  and  no  acre  of 
land  on  the  face  of  the  earth/^  be  writes  during  an  interval  of  bealtb. 
'<  1  have  gout,  asthma,  and  seven  other  diseases,  but  am  otherwise  well.'' 
"  What  a  singular  disease  tbe  gout  is  !  It  seems  as  if  the  stomacb  fell 
down  into  the  feet.  Tbe  smallest  deviation  from  right  diet  is  imme- 
diately punished  by  limping  and  lameness,  and  tbe  innocent  ankle  and 
blameless  instep  are  tortured  for  tbe  vices  of  tbe  nobler  organs.  Tbe 
stomacb  having  found  this  easy  way  of  getting  rid  of  inconveniences,  be- 
comes cruelly  despotic,  and  punishes  for  the  least  offences.  A  plum,  a 
glass  of  champagne,  excess  in  joy,  excess  in  grief,  any  crime,  however 
small,  is  sufficient  for  redness,  swelling,  spasms  and  large  shoes/'  A 
great  mercy  that  this  plas^ue  bas  not  yet  become  fashionable  in  America. 

Mrs.  Smith's  habits  taught  him  tbe  need  of  active  exercise,  of  whicb 
be  bad  a  great  dislike.  He  tried  horseback  riding  until  bis  awkward 
accidents  alarmed  bis  friends.  "  I  left  off  riding  for  the  good  of  my  par- 
ish and  the  peace  of  my  family,  for  somebow  my  horse  and  I  bad  a  habit 
of  parting  company." 

''  Never  -give  way  to  melancholy,  resist  it  steadily,  for  tbe  habit  will 
encroach.  I  once  gave  a  lady  twenty-two  recipes  against  it,  a  bigb  fire, 
remember  all  the  pleasant  things  said  to  and  of  her,  keep  a  kettle  simmer- 
ing on  the  bob.  Mucb  of  tbe  cheerfulness  of  life  depends  upon  a  good  open 
fire-place.  Who  could  be  miserable  witb  it  ?  What  makes  a  fire  so 
pleasant  is,  I  think,  that  it  is  a  live  thing  in  a  dead  room.  I  have  more 
often  seen  happiness  among  little  children,  bome  firesides  and  country 
bouses  than  anywhere  else." 

'^  Daniel  Webster  struck  me  mucb  like  a  steam  engine  in  trousers." 

''  You  find  people  ready  enougb  to  do  the  good  Samaritan,  without  tbe 
oil  and  the  two  pence." 

**  Tbe  Frcncb  say,  there  are  three  sexes,  men,  women  and  clergymen." 

When  bis  daughter  married,  bis  tender  heart  could  poorly  bear  the 
separation.  <*  I  feel  as  if  I  bad  lost  a  limb,  and  were  walking  about 
witb  one  leg,  and  nobody  pities  this  description  of  invalids." 

"  He  who  drinks  a  tumbler  of  London  water  bas  literally  more  anima- 
ted beings  in  bis  stomach  than  there  are  men,  women  and  children  on 
the  face  of  tbe  eartb.     Whew !" 

**  If  I  were  to  begin  life  again  I  would  devote  mucb  time  to  music.  All 
musical  people  seem  to  be  happy.  It  is  almost  the  only  innocent  and 
unpunished  passion." 

**  Beware  of  carelessness;  no  fortune  will  stand  it  long." 

A  practical  philosopher  was  this  cheerful  parson.  Full  of  juice,  and 
spice,  and  a  fiavor  so  pleasant  that  it  charmed  all  around  him.  So  ten- 
der-hearted that  an  unhappy  child  gave  him  pain — ^yet  a  pain  always  cu- 
rable by  bis  skill  in  finding  a  sootbing  of^t  in  something  brighter  around 
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him.  With  his  ugly  house  as  his  tenemeot  for  many  years,  a  parish  so- 
cially uncongeuial,  a  purse  always  meagerly  supplied,  a  rare  capacity  for 
social  eDJoymeut  without  the  means  at  hand  for  its  gratification,  he  al- 
ways deemed  himself  one  of  the  happiest  men  living,  his  heart  gushing 
its  gratitude  to  God  for  his  mercies,  and  withal  hrimful  of  mirth.  '^I 
must  talk,  and  laugh,  or  hurst,''  he  said  to  a  friend. 

Toward  the  close  of  life  his  fortune  was  improved.  He  was  promoted 
to  various  lucrative  and  influential  positions  in  the  Church,  and  inherited 
$150,000  from  a  brother. 

His  fearless  and  unsparing  honesty  as  a  public  mkn  made  him  bitter 
enemies.  Would  not  these  continue  to  belabor  and  wrong  his  memory 
after  death?  *^  My  dear  Jeffrey,  pray  remember  me,  and  say  a  good  word 
for  me,  if  I  die  first.  I  shall  say  many  for  you  in  the  contrary  event." 
So  he  wrote  to  his  friend. 

To  his  brother  Robert,  to  whom  he  was  ardently  attached,  he  wrote  : 
^^Let  us  continue  to  last  out  for  the  same  or  nearly  the  same  time;  wea- 
ry will  be  the  latter  half  of  my  pilgrimage  if  you  leave  me  in  the  lurch." 
They  died  two  weeks  apart. 


LETTERS  TO  CLABINDA  LOVELACE. 


My  Dear  Clarinda  : 

I  just  expected  some  silly  girls  would  ridicule  my  advice  to  yon. 
Never  you  mind  them.  Let  them  have  their  fast  beaux.  You  take  one 
like  your  uncle  Job.  Let  them  call  him  "a  slow  coach"  as  much  as  they 
please.  You  can  get  plenty  of  horses  to  run  well  over  a  hundred  yards.  At 
the  end  of  that,  the  breath  is  knocked  out  of  them,  and  they  are  ready 
to  fall  over.  But  your  genuine  five-mile  racer  takes  the  earlier  miles 
leisurely,  so  as  to  come  out  right  at  the  end.  Give  me  one  which  can  en- 
dure a  five-mile  heat  successfully.  Job  runs  well  at  the  end  of  thirty 
years.  Clarinda,  have  you  ever  noticed  what  wicked  fools  some  gins 
make  of  themselves  when  courting  ?  Now,  of  course,  it*s  all  right  for  a 
girl  to  have  her  lover,  but  very  desirable  that  she  should  have  one  of 
good  character  and  ordinary  common  sense.  But  I  could  never  understand 
why  she  should  cease  to  keep  the  ten  Commandments  when  in  love. 
Why  we  have  girls  hereabouts  who  used  to  be  strict  church-members. 
Scarcely  one  Sunday  in  the  whole  year  would  they  be  absent  from 
church  and  Sunday-school.  Now  they  have  beaux,  unprincipled  up- 
starts who  care  nothing  for  the  Lord,  or  the  Lord*8  people,  or  His  holy 
day.  I)on*t  you  think  these  girls  consent  to  spend  whole  Sundays  ^ith 
these  impudent  snobs,  riding  over  the  countrv?  When  there  is  a  mas- 
querade or  fireman's  ball,  they  buy  the  girls  tickets,  and  send  a  cab 
around  for  them  in  the  evening,  and  frolic  about  in  these  low  places  till 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  Letters  to  Clarinda  Lovelace.  269 

past  midDigbt.  Indeed  some  of  the  girls  have  told  me,  that  married  men 
sent  cabs  for  them,  and  well,  is  it  not  too  bad  ?  Why  when  I  and  poor 
uncle  Job  were  young  such  things  were  unheard  of  among  decent  peo- 
ple. 

Yesterday  yoar  uncle  Job  and  I  were  at  church.  Just  as  we  came  to 
the  church-door,  Robert  Brown  slipped  into  a  back  pew.  From  here  he 
looked  about  over  the  congregation  in  search  of  his  girl,  Fannie*  Flum- 
mery— half  rising  in  his  seat,  and  stretching  his  short  thick  neck  to  its 
utmost  length  to  get  a  glimpse  of  her,  unconscious  of  his  being  seen  by 
the  people  around  him,  and  even  the  minister  on  the  pulpit.  During 
prayer  he  raised  himself  on  his  toes  to  gain  a  view  of  her.  Finding  her 
not  at  church,  he  knocked  out  the  door  like  a  sneak-thief  as  the  congre- 
gation were  singing  the  last  verse  before  the  sermon.  True  as  I  live, 
Clarinda,  if  your  uncle  Job  had  ever  done  the  like  of  that  during  our 
courtship,  he  should  never  have  entered  our  house  again.  Any  beau  of 
mine,  showing  no  more  reverence  for  the  house  of  God  and  His  wor- 
shiping people,  I  say  the  plague  on  such  a  barbarian.  If  he  thus  sneaks 
out  of  God's  house,  he  sneaks  out  of  my  heart,  and  I  shall  see  to  it,  that 
its  door  shall  be  forever  barred  against  his  entrance  the  second  time. 

A  few  pews  in  front  of  us  sat  Louisa  Lighthead,  I  tried  not  to  see 
her  silly  behavior,  but  who  on  earth  can  help  it  when  such  a  gad-about 
is  right  before  your  face  ?  She  seemed  eager  to  know  whether  a  certain 
young  man  was  at  church.  And  so,  while  the  people  were  singing  and 
praying,  and  during  the  sermon,  her  eyes  moved  over  the  congregation 
up  over  the  gallery  if  possible  to  get  a  glimpse  of  David  Downing.  And 
by  the  way,  they  say  he  cares  very  little  about  her,  just  because  she  is 
such  an  unmannerly  girl  at  church.  He  is  a  right  manly  youth,  liked 
by  his  employers,  indeed  liked  by  all  good  people  who  know  him.  I  pray 
that  this  rattle-brain  girl  may  never  become  his  wife.  Going  home  from 
church  I  said  to  Job,  Dear  me,  but  I  should  feel  ashamed,  if  any  of  our 
girls  should  misbehave  in  this  way  at  church  I  Why  I  had  almost  as 
soon  see  them  sent  to  Botany  Bay  for  a  few  years,  as  have  them  make 
such  geese  of  themselves. 

A  few  Sunday  evenings  ago,  our  church  was  closed,  and  we  went  with 
some  friends  to  another  place  of  worship.  Coming  out  of  the  door  at 
the  close  of  the  services,  we  found  both  sides  of  the  pavement  lined 
with  rows  of  young  men ;  for  at  least  a  square  we  run  the  gauntlet  be* 
tween  these  low  love-makers.  **  Dave,  there  comes  Sue/'  shouted  one. 
^*  Halloh  Sam  look  out,  yonder  comes  Betsey,"  shouted  another.  I  half 
suspect  I  saw  Edward  Lee  in  the  line.  I  mean  to  find  out  for  certain 
this  week  yet.  If  he  was,  then  our  Cordelia  shall  never  spend  another 
five  minutes  in  his  company,  until  he  bitterly  repents  and  mends  his 
ways.  One  fellow  remarked  as  I  passed  him  :  ''  Look  a-there  at  Lib 
Noodle's  bonnet,  like  Roller's  haystack- tops,  shrieking  to  slip  off.'' 

If  any  of  these  boys  should  visit  our  house  and  come  home  with  Cor- 
delia, wouldn't  I  hiss  Rover  alter  them.  Indeed  I  should  make  their  fea- 
thers fly,  no  matter  whose  sons  they  are. 

How  pleased  I  am,  that  my  dear  niece,  Clarinda,  has  never  counte- 
nanced such  low-bred  fellows.    I  do  think  a  nicer  girl  cannot  be  found 
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in  the  county.  If  only  you  and  Cordelia  could  prevail,  on  a  few  dozen 
of  your  friends  to  start  a  Courting-aid  Society.  What  for !  To  teach 
young  men  the  ordinary  rules  of  decency,  and  to  '^cut"  and  ^'jilt"  all 
who  refuse  to  ohey  such  rules ;  to  aid  young  men  of  merit  in  entering 
good  and  pleasant  social  circles,  and  to  aid  the  vile  in  getting  out  of 
them  with  a  eingle  leap. 

Dear  me,  Clarinda,  how  times  have  changed  since  I  was  a  young  girl. 
Among  the  large  circle  of  my  associates,  I  cannot  remember  a  single  one 
of  these  riggling,  giggling  silly  butteiflies.  Modest  and  well  mannered 
young  people  they  all  were,  who  never  set  a  whole  town  a-ta)king  by 
making  fools  of  themselves,  and  that  in  the  presence  of  hundreds  of 
people.  Job  always  came  to  see  me  on  Saturday  evening.  Never  on 
Sunday.  In  those  days  Saturday  was  a  busy  day  with  us  country  girls. 
Sometimes  he  came  before  I  was  done  with  my  work.  Indeed  once  he 
caught  me  milking.  I  was  silly  enough  to  feel  worried  about  it.  How 
relieved  I  felt  that  my  old  sun-bonnet  hid  my  blushing  cheeks.  But 
I  soon  found  that  Job  was  pleased,  and  that  was  what  I  wanted.  We 
chatted  cheerfully  until  I  had  finished  my  work,  when  he  carried  the 
large  pails  of  milk  to  the  spring-house  for  me.  My  milking,  and  his 
carrying  the  pails,  that  was  a  touch  of  nature  which  made  our  hearts 
akin. 

Our  present  style  of  girls  would  go  into  hysterics,  if  their  lovers  would 
catch  them  milking,  with  their  Saturday  working-suits  on.  And  for  the 
said  gentlemen  carrying  their  milk-pails  !  Just  imagine,  what  a  figure 
they  would  cut!  Fancy  hat,  fancy  frail  little  cane,  kid-gloved  hands, 
tight  spindle-shanked  pantaloons,  heavy  gold-chain,  form  straight  and 
stiff  as  a  bean  pole,  just  coming  from  a  two  hours'  drill  before  the  mir- 
ror, coming  through  the  barn-yard- gate,  whirling  the  liitle  cane,  walking 
with  measured  tread  up  to  his  bouncing,  blushing  Peggy,  her  sweet 
blooming  face  buried  in  a  '  leven  penny-bit  sun  bonnet.'  **•  Allow  me  to 
carry  your  pails  of  milk  for  you  f"  Bless  me  !  Why  she  would  swoon 
away  and  he  would  empty  all  the  milk  in  his  tight  pants  and  shining 
boots,  and  go  home  in  a  rage.  Now,  my  dear  Clarinda,  I  adjure  yon, 
have  respect  for  the  simple,  sensible  courtships  of  your  foremothers. 
Not  that  I  would  have  you  entertain  your  delightful  Edwin  Swift  amid 
milk- pails,  which  I  suspect  your  citified  eyes  have  never  seen,  but  heed 
the  advice  of  Your  Aunt  Betsey. 


Excellence  is  never  granted  to  man  but  as  the  reward  of  labor.  It 
argues  no  small  strength  of  mind  to  persevere  in  habits  of  industry, 
without  the  pleasure  of  perceiving  those  advantages  which,  like  the 
hands  of  a  clock,  whilst  they  make  hourly  approaches  to  their  point,  yet 
proceed  so  slowly  as  to  escape  observation. — Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  Our  Withered  Rose-leaves.  271 


OUB  WITHEBED  BOSE-LEAYES. 


BY   "K.  B.  H. 


Long  %%o,  in  the  old  days  of  Roman  laxury,  the  Sybarites  were  most 
noted,  for  their  wealth,  and  exceeding  delicacy.  These  "  most  '  luxu- 
rioQs'  Romans  of  them  all;'^  lived  only  for  ease,  and  pleasure.  The 
laws  of  the  Sybarites  forbade  the  people  to  practice  any  trade  which  was 
attended  with  noise ;  lest  the  slumbers  of  the  drowsy  ones  might  be 
disturbed.  A  special  edict  ordained,  that  not  even  a  Chanticleer  should 
be  heard  in  the  city ;  lest  his  early  chants  should  disturb  their  slumbers. 
Golden  crowns  were  offered  to  those  who  should  give  the  most  costly 
banquets;  and  invitations  to  these,  were  sent  out  a  year  in  advance,  so 
that  suitable  garments  could  be  provided  by  the  guests. 

When  they  traveled,  awnings  were  placed  over  the  roads  to  protect 
them  from  the  rays  of  the  sun ;  and  by  such  slow  and  easy  stages  did 
they  journey,  that  it  took  them  three  days  to  accomplish  one  day's 
journey. 

One  of  them,  Smindrydes,  called  by  Herodotus,  '^  the  most  luxurious 
man  that  ever  lived/'  when  he  went  a  wooing,  had  a  train  of  a  thou- 
sand cooks  and  fowlers.  If  the  lady  shared  her  lover's  luxurious  tastes, 
surely  with  such  a  train  of  cooks  and  providers,  Smindrydes  must  have 
been  an  irresistible  suitor. 

Among  these  Sybarites  was  one  man,  who  had  all  that  heart  could 
wish  for;  health,  weilth,  family  and  friends;  and  when  to  his  great 
delight,  he  had  acquired  all  these,  (for  even  in  Sybaris,  he  could  not  in- 
herit them  all),  he  laid  down  upon  his  couch  to  rest,  saying  to  him- 
self, like  another  of  old :  *'  Soul,  thou  hast  much  goods  laid  up  for 
many  years;  take  thine  ease,  eat,  drink  and  be  merry.'' 

But,  though  all  was  luxurious  and  beautiful  around  him,  he  could  not 
sleep ;  vainly  he  wooed  the  drowsy  goddess.  A  rose-leaf  had  fallen  upon 
his  couch,  from  the  garlands  that  ad>rned  his  room ;  and  he,  poor 
man,  had  been  so  tenderly  and  carefully  nurtured,  that  the  little  rose* 
leaf  kept  him  awake.  He  turned,  and  tossed,  ordered  sweet  music  to 
soothe  him  to  rest,  called  his  servants  to  bring  a  sleeping-draught,  but 
that  little  rose-leaf  was  a  thorn  in  the  flesh  I  Vainly  he  vpwed  to  sa- 
crifice a  sheep  to  Nox,  the  goddess  of  slumber,  if  she  would  only  send 
him  sleep ;  but  no  sleep  came,  and  next  morning,  when  the  servants 
found  upon  his  couch,  the  withered  rose-leaf,  they  said  to  themselves, 
*  how  tender  and  delicate  a  man  is  our  master,  that  this  little  rose-leaf 
could  have  kept  him  awake  until  morning.' 

In  these  stirring  days  of  our  own  Republic,  we  busy  Americans 
smile  at  the  story  of  this  child  of  luxury,  and  say  to  ourselves  with  an 
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air  of  triumphanb  superiority,  *  no  rose  leaf  could  disturb  our  slumbers ' 
But  after  all,  are  we  so  much  stronger  and  wiser  than  he  ?  If  we  find 
a  rose-leaf  to  prick  and  annoy  us,  how  many  of  us  are  there,  who  are 
ready  to  carry  it  with  us,  wherever  we  pjo  ? 

We  plan  an  excursion  with  friends.  The  day  is  warm  or  dusty,  damp 
or  rainy;  we  invite  our  friends  to  visit  us;  they  fail  to  come,  we  have 
leisure  for  reading,  but  no  books ;  we  expect  a  letter,  no  tidin^xs  come ; 
we  must  cook,  when  we  would  rather  write  ;  sew,  when  we  would  rather 
read ;  in  short,  the  rose-leaf  that  keeps  us  from  perfect  rest  and  enjoy- 
ment may  always  be  found. 

*'  But  it  need  not  interfere  with  our  slumbers,"  say  the  wise  ones;  no, 
it  need  not;  but  anxiety  for  a  friend  that  is  ill,  or  in  sorrow  ;  the  cool- 
ness, or  silence  of  a  friend ;  an  ache  or  a  pain,  will  often  do  this  so  ef- 
fectually, that  instead  of  one  rose-leaf,  our  couch  seems  to  be  strewed 
with  the.m ;  and  though  unlike  the  poor  Sybarite  we  know  the  cause 
of  our  restlessness,  yet  often  we  seem  as  powerless  and  helpless  as  he. 
All  through  life  we  may,  if  we  are  so  inclined,  find  such  rose-leaves  to 
disturb  our  peace;  but  often  it  is  our  own  fault,  if  we  permit  them  to 
do  so. 

A  sorrow  comes  to  us.  God  sends  it,  or  it  is  of  our  own  making  (and 
those  are  hardest  to  bear),  but  in  either  case,  we  are  rebellious,  we  can- 
not be  submibsive.  Perhaps  the  first  bitterness  of  grief  is  past.  We  go 
on  about  our  daily  work,  and  the  wound  seems  to  be  healing  ;  but  when 
the  night  comes,  we  lie  down  not  to  rest,  not  to  conquer,  but  to  cher- 
ish our  grief. 

We  say  to  ourselves,  *  We  will  be  constant  and  true,  we  never  cau 
forget  our  sorrow ;'  and  then  we  tear  open  the  half- healed  wounds,  and 
probe  them  anew,  until  the  old  pain  comes  back  more  cruelly  than 
ever,  and  then  we  cry  in  bitterness  and  desolation,  "  It  is  a  weary,  weary 
life."  **  Be  pitiful,  0  God  !"  And  so  we  live  on,  night  after  night  prob- 
ing the  wounds  that  God  in  His  infinite  mercy  would  heal  for  us  in 
the  day ;  and  the  pain  which  lie  sends  to  us  but  once,  so  that  from 
i(r  we  may  learn  a  lesson  of  sweet  submission  to  His  will,  has  to  be 
borne,  over,  and  over,  and  over  again,  and  we  mourn  in  sorrow  and  an- 
guish of  heart. 

Dear  friends,  "  like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  piti- 
eth  them  that  fear  Him" — but,  unless  the  trials  He  sends  us  are  received 
submissively.  His  blessings  thankfully,  we  may  *go  on  through  life  an- 
noyed by  rose-leaves,  whose  perfume  should  rather  be  a  pleasure  and  a 
delight. 

**  Mann  schafft  so  gem  sich  Sorg*  und  Miih', 
Sucht  Dornen  auf  und  findet  sie, 
Und  lasst  das  Veilchen  unbemerk't, 
Das  ihm  am  Wege  blilht. 
Freu't  euch  des  Lebens, 
Weil  noch  das  Lampchen  giaht ; 
Pflacket  die  Rosen 
Eh'  sie  verbiaht." 
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FISH  AND  ANIMAL. 


BY   "AD0LPHU8/' 


Though  Ian  gunge  may  appear  to  us  to  be  a  perfect  medium  hj  which 
to  convey  our  thoughts  to  our  fellow-men,  we  neverthless  notice,  not  a 
defect,  but  a  weakness  in  its  use.  This  weakness  presents  itself  to  us  in 
what  we  familiarly  term  examples,  illustrottons^  and  figurative  expressions 
generally.  In  these  we  abandon  language  in  its  pure  form  as  being  unfit 
for  the  presentation  of  the  thought  which  claims  our  attention, — the 
thought  seems  too  large  for  the  ordinary  use  of  words,  and  we  are  com- 
pelled to  resort  to  an  extraordinaiy  use  of  them.  In  this  latter  use  of 
ihem,  we  present  our  thoughts  under  the  form  of  external  objects,  these 
seeming  to  afford  us  a  vessel  of  sufficient  capacity,  in  which  to  put  the 
liquid  we  have  in  our  possession,  having  found  previously  that  the  other 
— the  direct  form  of  expression — was  a  vessel  too  shallow  for  us.  This 
weakness  (he  Saviour  Himself  recognized,  when  He  made  use  of  parables 
and  parabolic  sayings  in  His  teaching.  From  whence  this  weakness  pro- 
ceeds, it  is  not  our  purpose  to  determine.  Suffice  it  here  to  say,  that  sin 
has  not  only  affected  our  bodies,  but  also  has  darkened  our  understand- 
ings, so  that  we  no  longer  see  things  clearly  from  a  mental  point  of  view, 
and  seeing  them  thus  cannot  speak  of  them  clearly. 

It  is  the  custom  with  many  persons  in  the  present  day,  U>  look  upon  the 
so-called  figurative  expressions  of  our  Saviour  with  little  or  no  attention, 
in  comparison  with  other  sayings  of  His,  n  figurative  expression  in  their 
minds  being  in  weight  of  meaning  equivalent  to  nothing.  From  what 
has  just  been  said  this  ought  not  to  be  so.  Indeed,  just  when  the  Saviour 
makes  use  of  figurative  sayings  our  ears  should  be  open  the  widest,  and 
our  attention  the  most  earnest.  For  it  is  just  at  these  times  that  the 
Saviour  utters  thou<;hts  too  large,  too  weighty,  for  the  ordinary,  direct,  use 
of  words.  We  can  by  no  means  treat  His  figurative  sayings  lightly;  there-^ 
fore  they  challenge  our  earnest  study  ;  every  word  will  be  found  to  con-' 
tain  a  world  of  meaning. 

With  this  charge  resting  upon  our  minds^  let  us  approach  the  Saviour 
and  listen  intently  to  Him,  as  He  is  about  to  utter  one  of  these  mysterious 
sayings  to  which  we  refer.  It  has  been  but  a  short  time  since,  that  the 
voice  from  Heaven  has  declared  Him  to  be  the  Son  of  God  before  the 
world  ;  and  the  Tempter  also  has  but  lately  departed  from  Him.  He 
stands  upon  the  shore  of  Gennesaret  looking  out  upon  a  curious  fishing 
scene,  of  which  He  is  the  centre,  as  also  He  is  the  very  centre  of  every 
worldly  event.  Along  the  shore  lie  the  boats  empty  of  men,  but  contain- 
ing enough  tackle  to  suggest  to  the  mind  the  use  to  which  they  are  put. 
At  a  little  distance  are  the  fishermen  washing  their  netS;  up  to  their 
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knees  in  the  shallow  water.  Subsequently  the  Saviour  enters  one  of  these 
boats,  and  bids  the  weary  fishermen  push  out  into  the  lake  and  cast  the 
net.  Awed  into  willing  obedience  by  the  calm  dignity  of  the  man,  the 
net  is  cast,  and  in  due  time  the  net  arises  filled  ^th  all  manner  of  fish. 
Observing  His  superiority  in  an  employment  in  which  he  regarded  him- 
self skilH'uli,  he  cannot  help  but  acknowledge  it  in  obedience  to  His 
frank,  impulsive  disposition.  Peter  regards  the  man  as  being  so  superior 
to  him,  that  he  is  unworthy  of  associating  with  him.  He  wishes  the  Sa- 
viour to  depart  from  him  therefore.  Having  arrived  at  this  depth  of 
humility  in  the  presence  of  the  Saviour,  the  latter  tells  him, ''  Fear  not ; 
from  henceforth  thou  shalt  catch** — **  be  t^fither  of" — **  men." 

This  is  a  figurative  saying,  and,  from  what  has  been  said,  we  may  ex- 
pect it  to  be  the  embodiment  of  qo  shallow  idea.  On  the  contrary,  there 
IS  a  fullness  oK  meaning  here  which  deserves  special  study.  In  the  rela- 
tion of  the  fisherman  to  the  fish  there  lies  hidden  the  relation  which  exists 
in  the  order  of  grace  between  the  ministers  of  Christ  and  His  people. 
There  is  a  diflference  between  the  fisher  and  fish,  and,  in  this  case,  it 
comes  most  pointedly  to  view  in  the  power  which  the  former  makes  use 
of  in  catching  them.  So  there  is  a  difference  between  ministers  and  a 
people  in  the  kingdom  of  Christ ;  the  difference  consisting  in  real  authori- 
ty, in  a  spiritual  point  of  view,  over  the  laity  lodged  with  the  minister. 
So  also,  on  the  other  hand,  we  discern  here  the  relation  which  the  human 
race  holds  to  salvation.  As  the  fish  are  caught  in  the  net,  not  by  any 
power  they  themselves  put  forth  to  that  end,  but  by  a  power  not  their 
own  but  entirely  outside  of  them,  so  also  in  the  process  of  salvation,  man 
is  not  active  but  passive.  But  our  hearts  are  continually  longing  for 
some  message  from  the  world  beyond  this  giving  us  some  knowledge  of  it. 
It  is  natural  that  our  hearts  should  not  be  indifferent  to  that  long  life 
which,  after  al^  is  its  only  true  life.  An  answer  to  that  longing  we  find 
in  the  figure  of  the  fisherman.  It  docs  not  confine  itself  merely  to 
earthly  scenes,  it  takes  into  its  wonderful  grasp  heavenly  scenes  also. 

In  the  process  of  catching,  fish  are  not  entangled  in  the  net  and  allowed 
to  remain  in  the  water,  they  also  are  li/tt-d  up.  From  the  lower  world  of 
water  they  ri^e  up  into  a  higher,  brighter  world — ^that  of  the  land.  Here 
it  is  that  a  glimpse  into  the  world  beyond  this  is  given  us.  We  see  in 
general  that  the  life  of  the  world  is  related  to  the  life  of  the  glorified,  as 
the  life  of  the  sea  is  to  that  of  the  land.  The  fish  is  here  presented  as  a 
symbol  of  the  life  of  the  world,  the  animal  as  a  symbol  of  the  life  of 
heaven.  But  we  may  have  an  excellent  idea  of  the  external  appearance 
of  a  house,  yet  that  in  itself  goes  but  a  little  distance  in  giving  us  an  idea 
of  what  is  inside.  It  is  our  duty  now  to  enter  it ;  from  a  mere  general 
view,  as  just  hinted  at,  we  enter  into  particulars. 

We  notice  first  the  fish.  The  first  thing  which  may  arrest  our  atten- 
tion in  its  external  appearance  are  its  sennei.  We  notice  that  in  many 
species  they  are  rudimentary,  especially  that  of  smelling  and  hearing. 
Indeed  fish  have  been  found  in  which  the  eye  was  entirely  wanting.  But 
in  those  senses  which  do  exist,  there  is  not  that  perfection  which  we  find 
in  life  upon  the  land.  The  eye,  for  instince,  is  the  dull  stare,  which  does 
not  require  the  relief  of  sleep.     So  sluggish,  is  its  activity,  that  it  stands 
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in  DO  need  of  winking  even.  A^  to  its  bodily  life  we  discover  that  there 
is  an  inactivity  which  allies  it  closely  to  the  dead  earth.  Indeed  it  does 
seem  to  be  in  the  jaws  of  dead,  cold  matter,  so  cold  is  its  flesh,  so  long 
does  it  continue  in  a  torpid  condition.  In  its  intellectual  life,  if  so  dig- 
nified a  term  may  be  applied  to  the  fish  as  intellectual^  we  discover  a  cor- 
responding inactivity.  It  is  almost  a  stagnation.  No  vent  is  needed 
through  which  to  pour  itself  forth,  utter  itself.  Through  the  mouth 
scarcely  any  sound,  much  less  language,  proceeds ;  it  is  sealed  with  an 
unbroken  silence. 

A  difiTerent  view  is  presented,  when  we  contemplate  the  animal.  We 
notice  that  it  possesses  all  the  senses.  It  is  here  we  meet  with  the  pierc- 
ing eye  of  the  eagle,  the  acute  ear  of  the  fox,  the  keen  scent  of  the  dog; 
in  fine,  not  only  do  all  the  senses  exist  here,  but  they  also  exist  in  their 
greatest  perfection.  The  organs  of  motion  are  not  rudimentary  fins  ; 
but  are  such  as  enable  it  to  roam  the  plain  and  scale  the  mountain,  walk 
the  earth  or  fly  through  the  air.  Bodily  life  here  possesses  a  quickness 
of  action  which  the  cold  earth  cannot  chill ;  in  its  warmth  it  seems  to 
assert  its  independence  over  it,  its  freedom  from  its  fetters.  Intellectual 
life  is  not  the  silent  stagnation  of  the  fish,  it  is  an  activity  which  unseals 
the  mouth  and  pours  itself  forth  in  voice,  in  the  ecstatic  warble  of  birds. 
Under  this  form  of  life,  we  cannot  omit  man.  Though  he  is  not  specifi- 
cally an  animal,  yet  he  forms  an  essential  part  of  what  we  may  call  land- 
life, — being  its  completion  indeed.  In  him  intellectual  life  arrives  at  its 
highest  perfection,  and  the  mouth  is  not  only  unsealed  in  voice,  but  the 
latter  breaks  forth  in  language,  is  glorified  in  the  praise  it  offers  the 
Creator. 

It  is  not,  however,  by  contemplating  these  forms  of  life  separately  that 
we  arrive  at  the  beauties  they  contain.  Only  by  a  comparison  of  the  one 
with  the  other  do  they  appear  to  us  as  symbols  of  the  glorified  life  in  its 
relation  to  our  life  upon  earth.  It  b  noticeable  then,  that  the  life  of  the 
fish  and  that  of  the  animal  are  not  the  $ame  kind  of  life ;  they  are  dif' 
ferent  kinds  of  life,  the  one  being  of  a  higher  order  than  the  other,  a 
more  perfect  life.  The  fish  might  do  all  in  its  power  for  a  million  of 
years  to  alter  its  nature  so  as  to  become  an  animal,  and  at  the  end  of  that 
period  it  would  be  just  as  far  from  this  object  as  when  it  started.  In- 
deed, eighteen  hundred  years  have  elapsed  since  Peter  caught  fish  in  the 
Lake  of  G-ennesaret  and  fish  are  fish  still.  As  in  the  beginning,  so  these 
two  orders  of  existence  are  still  separated  by  a  creative  word.  If  there- 
fore the  fish  would  become  an  animal,  the  power  of  God  alone  can  bring 
about  this  result. 

The  same  relations  which  exist  between  these  two  great  divisions  of 
the  lower  creation,  exist  also  between  them  and  the  higher  creation  as 
embracing  the  life  of  the  glorified  in  heaven, — this  these  symbols  teach 
us.  Between  our  earthly  life  and  the  glorified  life  there  is  a  w  de  dif- 
ferenoe.  The  latter  is  not  the  former  pertected  by  means  which  it  has 
of  itself  Human  nature  might  go  on,  as  the  fi^,  enddavorio^  to  obtain 
the  glorified  life  by  its  own  exertions  for  eternity,  and  it  would  never  ob- 
tain it.  They  are  separated  by  a  creative  act  ot  God,  and  the  higher 
glorifidd  life  of  man  is  a  higher  and  diffareat  sphere  of  creation  from  our 
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present  life.  The  only  way  therefore  that  we  can  enter  into  it  is,  as  with 
the  fish,  through  the  power  of  God,  not  of  man ;  entrance  can  only  be 
gained  by  a  new-creation  of  our  old  natures  brought  about  by  the  power 
of  God. 

But  these  symbols  would,  on  the  other  hand,  teach  us  that  there  is  a 
view  in  which  the  glorified  life  and  the  earthly  life  are  the  same. 

There  exists  a  unity  between  the  nature  of  the  fish  and  that  of  the 
animal  as  well  as  a  difference.  We  notice  to  be  sure  that  the  senses  of 
the  animal  are  more  perfect  than  those  of  the  fish ;  but  the  fish  is  not 
without  them,  on  the  contrary  it  has  them.  So  in  reference  to  a  body. 
The  body  of  the  animal  is  a  more  perfect  one,  capable  of  a  greater  Tariety 
of  motions,  and  indeed  a  more  beautiful  one )  but  though  that  of  the  fish  is 
not  so  noble  as  that  of  the  animal,  it  nevertheless  is  a  body.  And  though 
the  internal  or  mental  life  of  the  fish  is  a  rudiment  merely,  that  it  has 
such  a  life  is  as  true  of  it  as  it  is  true  of  the  animal.  While  then  we 
have  been  taught  the  difference  which  exists  between  the  glorified  and 
the  earthly  life,  that  they  are  separated  by  an  act  of  creation  coming 
from  Ood,  wo  here  see,  that  they  are  not  different  in  the  sense  that  no 
similar  thing  ever  existed  The  glorified  life,  these  symbols  would  teach, 
is  the  same  as  the  earthly  life,  only  that  the  latter  occupies  a  higher 
plane  of  perfection  ;  it  is  different  from  the  earthly  life  in  that  such  per- 
iection  cannot  be  obtained  by  mere  human  agency  but  through  an  act  of 
God  only.  Having  found  this  difference  and  unity  to  exist  between  the 
fish  and  the  animal,  emblematic  of  the  difference  and  unity  existing  oe- 
tween  the  life  of  the  world  and  the  glorified  life,  upon  closer  examina- 
tion these  symbols  will  be  found  to  cootain  a  meaning  going  beyond  this. 
In  referring  to  the  difference  existing  between  these  two  orders  of  life 
as  suggested  by  the  two  grand  divisions  of  worldly  life,  it  will  be  ob- 
served, that  the  difference  consisted  only  in  a  greater  perfection  of  the 
same  organs,  or  the  same  constituents  of  their  nature,  amounting  to  en- 
tirely new  powers  to  bo  sure,  but  new  powers  of  the  same  thing  only. 
A  great  difference  was  not  then  noticed.  This  difference  exists  in  the 
region  of  the  senses.  It  may  be  said  of  fish  in  general,  that  they  have 
not  all  of  them.  While  no  doubt  in  many  cases  all  are  possessed,  in 
equally  as  many  one  or  another  is  wanting.  In  the  animal  it  may  be 
said,  that  no  such  want  exists.  There  are  few  if  any  in  which  any  of  the 
external  senses  are  wanting;  here  then  there  is  a  difference  greater  than 
that  previously  spoken  of  The  difference  referred  to  was  one  which 
consisted  in  the  perfecting  of  parts  already  possessed.  The  difference 
which  we  think  does  exist  here  consists  in  adding,  not  new  power  te  an 
organ  already  at  hand,  but  new  organs  themselves.  Here  it  seems  as  if 
a  great  change  in  our  natures  was  hinted  at,  greater  than  that  consisting 
in  the  perfecting  of  a  nature  already  possessed.  It  is  not  a  change  of 
our  nature  from  less  perfect  to  more  perfect,  but  an  adding  to  it.  In 
this  view,  the  gift  of  the  Spirit  of  God  to  the  human  race  is  no  empty 
thing;  it  is  a  making  the  human  race  a  divine  race — ^'sons  of  God" 
really  and  without  any  reserve.  A  life  of  this  kind  naturally  looks  up  to 
God  as  our  Father  who  art  in  heaven.  It  lifts  us  up  to  a  height,  in 
gazing  up  to  which  from  our  present  condition  we  stagger  and  reel  with 
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dizziness,  yea  we  lose  ourselves  in  wonder.  But  let  us  recover  from  this 
wonderment  to  bow  before  the  adorable  Trinity  for  the  amazing  love  it 
has  shown  us,  a  fallen  race.  Let  us  join  the  heavenly  host  in  praising 
God  for  the  love  which  stopped  not  at  the  humility  of  the  Son,  but  went 
beyond  it  in  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Adelphos. 
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DEB  SCHEIN  TBUGT. 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 


En  Bauer  wutt  en  Parre  sei', ' 
Der,  maint  er,  hett's  so  guth  ; 

"  Er  geht  schpatzire  aua  un  ei'  " 
"  Im  schwartze  Klaid  un  Huth." 


II. 


"  Er  schafft  ke  Streeg  die  ganze  Woch— ' 
"  Uf  Sunntags  mach  er  Geld." 

**  En  Parre-Sack  is  wie  en  Loch — " 
"  'S  langt  an  die  '  Unner  Welt'  I" 


III. 


"  Heut'  hutt  er  Leich  un  nemmt  seF  Zoll ;" 

"  Un  Morge  is  en  Schmaus ;" 
'*  Doch  war  sei'  Sack  noch  ke  Mohl  vol! — " 

"  Noch  nie  kam  Wechsel  raus." 

IV. 

So  hutt  der  Kerl  sei'  Maining  g*echwatzt, 

Un  mit  dem  in  sei'm  Sinn', 
Hutt  er  *  tDohl  Yandu  g'macht,  ee  lechst, 

So  wohi  es  ich  doh  bin ! 

V. 

Nord  war  er  uf  en  '  Zerket '  b'schtimmt, 

Un  sollt  nau  Parre  sei' ; 
Hutt  mit  sei'm  Gaul  sich  gross  g'dilakt, 

Un  Saddle-bag  debei. 

VI. 

Dann  noch  der  Meeting  gieng  er  ab ; 

Uo  iuhlt  dann  nau  recht  gross ; 
Fangt  ah'  un  hutt  elei  'e  Zitt're  g'hat— 

Hangt  fescht  un  kann  nett  loss  I 
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vn. 

Die  Leut'  hen  g'schmunzelt ;  er  war  weis; 

Gtei  war  er  widder  roth ; 
Die  Lent'  hen  g'horricht — still,  wie  Maus — 

Un  er  war  wie  der  Todt. 

VIII. 

Die  Leut*  sin*  uf ;  dort  stand  er  noch ; 

Nord  sin'  sie  z'samme  naus ; 
Dann  seht  er  en  klee'  Knarre-Loch. 

Un  wiinsdht  er  war*  en  Maun. 

IX. 

Dann  is  er  runner  zu  eei'm  Gaul 

Un  huckt  sich  owe  druf ; 
Sei'  G'sicht  war  lane,  und  lang  sei'  Maul, 

Sei'  Herz  war  vol!  Verdruss. 


Die  ganz  Woch  butt's  an  ihm  genagt } 
Die  Lent'  ben  g'8chw§,tzt  davun ; 

Un  was  mer  als  vum  Parre  sagt, 
Kummt  immer  widder  rum. 

XI. 

Es  war  ihm  schun  schier-gar  verlaid, 

Doch  g'schtanne  hutt  er's  net ; 
Juscht  sachte  g'sagt :  **  En  fremme  Waid, 

Doh  wert  mer  net  g'schwind  fett." 

XII. 

'S  war  widder  Sunnta^,  un  meh  Leuf, 

Dort  am  Versammting-Haus. 
Nord  sagt  er,  zu  sich  :  **  Wie  gebt's  heut'  ?" 

**  Ich  farricht  mich  ivverraus  I" 

XIII. 

'*  Doch  nemmt  mer  mohl  en  Herd  Schoof  ah V 

"  Die  m(i^e  dann  ^hflt  sei' ;" 
"  So  muss  ich  ewe  widder  drah*," 

"  Wie  bang  is  mir's  dabei !" 

XIV. 

Er  gebt's  Lied  aus ;  er  bat'  demoh 

Un  sucht  ah  g'rad  sei'  Text; 
Nord  werd  ihm  alles  Schwartz  un  bio — 

Er  war  es  wie  verhext ! 

XV. 

Doch  hutt  er  Eppes  loss  gelarmt, 

Hutt  Eppes  oiah'  gethu' ; 
So  wie  en  G'miee  oft  uf  gewHrmt, 

(Huscht  ah  schun  g'schmackt  davun?) 
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XVI. 


So  hutt  er  g'scbSpt,  zwelf  Monat  lang, 

Als  aus  sei'm  Kessel  leer ; 
Wie  war's  ihm  doch  so  schlecht  un  bang — 

Yah  uf  mei'  Wort  un  Ehr  I 


XVII. 

Sei'  Loh*  war  an  e  wenie  kleh' ; 

Sei'  Intresse  hen  g'feb  It ; 
Er  denkt  so  kennt  er  g'wiss  net  b'steh'  ; 

Hutt  oft  sei'  Kreutz  verzahlt. 

XVIII. 

"  Des  Ding  hutt  *  Naupe/  sagt  er  'mobl, 

**  Ich  main,  dea  Parte  ««*, 
"  Dob  werd  mer  g'scholte  reich  un  wobl, 

**  Un  is  doch  arm  debei  1 

XIX. 

"Nob  soil  ich  lehre  alle  Wocb/' 

**  Un  wees  doch  selver  nix !" 
"  Wu  ke  Gemies  is,  is  die  Koch" 

"  Verhaftig  in  're  Fix  I'' 

XX. 

"  Ich  sag*  eucb,  un  verlost  euch  druf/' 
**  Es  geht  wie  ich's  euch  sag' ; " 

"  Ich  schmeiss  die  Parre-rei  ball  uf, 
"  Nord  preddich  fort,  wer  mag." 

XXI. 

"  Ich  kenn  des  Inside  Wese  nau," 
**  Vun  derre  Lumpe  G'scbicht ;" 

"  Ich  wees  e'  mohl  nau  ennybow," 
"  Des  mer  gar  oft  letz  richt'." 

XXII. 

Ball  fablt  er  'sab  als  hochste  Pflicht, 

Un  hielt  sei'  Abschitz-Ret 
Wer  net  versucbt  der  schmeckt  ah  nicht, 

Un  schwatzt  net  wie  er  sdtt. 

xxin. 

Nau  wobnt  er  widder  uf  der  Lott, 

Macht  Bauere.sei'  Ziel 
Un  sagt,  wam  mer  "  Herr  Parre"  spott, 

**  0  Bell  is  evve-yiel  I" 

MORAL. 

Vun  Ausse  hi'  is  alles  scho', 

Un  hutt  eu  barter  Zuck 
Doch  war's  schun  g'sat,  ich  war  noch  kleh', 

'  Der  Schein  is  voll  Betruk.' 
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'GATHEB  UP  THE  FBAGMENTS' 


BY  PERKIOMEN. 

Oar  Lord  never  speaks  for  the  miser,  just  as  little  as  for  the  prodigal, 
but  for  the  economieal  man.  Of  such  a  character  He  would  have  His 
disciples  to  be.  Hence  in  eaeh  instance  of  miraculous  feeding  in  the 
wilderness,  the  crumbs  must  be  cared  for,  at  His  suggestion.  It  lies  re- 
markably well  in  the  mouth  of  Christ.  He  had  just  displayed  His 
bountifulness ;  now,  how  far  He  stands  aloof  from  extrayagance. 

How  to  lead  an  economical  life,  is  worth  inquiring  into.  '*  All  goes  in 
a  life-time,"  it  is  said ;  and  all  depends  upon  what  sort  of  a  life-time  it 
is.  It  may  be  long  or  short,  if  it  be  well-ordered  and  spent  to  one's 
profit  and  good.  This  will  hardly  be  the  case,  unless  a  constant  watch 
be  had  on  the  fragments  as  they  fly.  All  things  only  become  much, 
large  or  great,  when  summed  up,  in  the  aggregate.  Analyzed,  we  have 
parcels,  fragments,  crumbs.  The  sea  is  only  so  many  drops  in  one.  A 
sand-bank  is  built  up  of  separate  grains.  So  is  every  man's  life-time  put 
together  and  extended,  bit  by  bit.  Hence  the  only  way  by  which  we 
may  become  owner  and  possessor  of  the  whole  of  it,  is  to  take  care  of  the 
parts  which  compose  it,  be  these  never  so  minute.  It  is  only  to  remem- 
ber Dr.  Franklin's  advice :  "  Take  care  of  the  pennies  and  the  pounds 
will  take  care  of  themselves." 

There  seems  to  be  what  is  styled  **  waste  "  in  all  things  with  which  we 
have  anything  to  do.  In  building  a  house,  no  matter  how  providently 
the  workmen  proceed,  there  will  come  the  "  offal,"  "  rubbish/'  "  refuse," 
and  such  like.  To  properly  dispose  of  these,  shows  the  good  manager. 
We  had  two  members  on  the  Building  Committee,  in  the  erection  of  our 
church,  who  saved  several  hundred  dollars,  just  by  saving  and  rightly 
using  the  odd  ends  of  the  material  employed.  It  was  great  economy 
that. 

So  are  the  many  odds  and  ends  of  one's  life  time.  To  rightly  employ 
them  is  to  gather  up  the  fragments.  There  is,  for  instance  the  item  of 
money.  God  gives  us  gold  and  silver,  just  as  He  gives  us  wheat.  He 
is  the  Creator  of  copper  too.  He  does  not  want  us  to  squander  it,  else 
He  would  have  scattered  it  on  the  highway  like  stones.  Bat  He  puts  it 
up  in  vaults  of  His  own  building.  It  is  densely  packed  in.  It  is  hard 
to  get  out.  Men  must  act  as  shrewdly  as  burglars  to  blow  open  His 
*' safes."  They  are  securely  fastened  and  rock-bound.  It  says:  "  Money 
is  of  God;  it  is  for  man's  use  and  welfare;  devote  the  principal  to  the 
support  of  yourself  and  family ;  but  save  the  '  change/  and  you  will 
ever  have  a  surplus  " 
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Very  few  become  rich  on  the  jump.  On  an  average,  the  successful 
speculators  are  few  and  far  between.  *'  Windfalls "  are  scarce.  The 
majority  of  men  grow  opulent  by  the  daily  management  of  fragments. 
By  pennies,  dimes  and  quarters  a  fortune  is  built  into  a  large  bulk.  A 
certain  guardian  had  a  ward.  When  a  boy,  he  knew  nothing  of  economy. 
He  made  the  "  pennies  fly."  "  Now,"  said  the  former,  *^  save  the  pieces, 
the  fragments,  and  give  them  to  me  for  safe-keeping,  and  I  will  pay  you 
five  cents  on  every  dollar."  During  the  first  year  the  boy  received  fifteen 
cents  interest.  Just  now,  that  youth  has  $300  00  !  A  good  little  wife  of 
like  habit,  is  all  that  is  wanting  to  make  one  more  rich  family  in  this 
case.     That's  what  comes  of  gathering  fragments. 

But  look  at  the  results  of  squandering  them.  A  smart  little  fellow, 
we  know  of,  needs  $75  00  yearly  at  college,  for  cigars.  How  he  puffs 
the  fragments  away  I  We  once  wanted  a  young  man  "  to  insure  his  life," 
for  the  benefit  of  his  wife  and  children.  "  Can't  afford  it,"  said  he. 
"Only  thirty  dollars  on  a  thousand  are  needed,"  said  we.  "But  where 
shall  I  get  the  430.00  from  per  annum  /"  asked  he.  "  Just  save  the 
fragments/'  was  \our  reply.  "  But  I  don't  have  any  fragments,"  he  re- 
sponded. "  And  how  many  cigars  do  you  smoke  a  day,  and  what  is  your 
tal  per  cigar?"  we  inquired.  "  Only  three  daily,  at  five  cents  a  piece," 
he  said.  "  That  amounts  to  $1.05  a  week,  and  to  $54.60  a  year,"  said  we, 
'*  by  honest  arithmetic."  He  considered  a  little  while,  and  said :  "  Well, 
I  swan  !*'  Another  too  protested  against  having  any  fragments,  though 
he  admitted  that  his  "  drinks"  averaged  three  a  day,  which  run  to  $2.10 
a  week,  or  $109.20  a  year. 

But  merely  to  save  the  money  fragments  is  the  smallest  item  in  the 
science  of  econopay.  I  think  [  would  rather  be  a  boy  and  pick  stones 
in  the  field,  than  be  a  man  in  size  and  years,  and  pick  up  pennies.  The 
boy  improves  the  field,  at  least,  but  such  a  man  degenerates.  The  "cut- 
tings" of  one's  lifetime  are  valuable  fragments  too.  Time  means  a  par- 
ticle of  one's  personal  history.  Moments  woven  into  a  woof,  constitute 
a  life-time.  We  buried  a  man  whose  age  was  ninety  years  and  three 
months.  That  only  means  so  many  moments  put  together.  Now  secure 
the  seconds,  and  the  years  are  all  yours. 

Every  one  of  us  has  an  employment,  or  ought  to  have.  The  most  of 
our  time  we,  of  course,  spend  at  that.  But  the  preacher  is  not  con- 
stantly preaching,  nor  the  farmer  ever  at  his  plough.  Every  professional 
or  tradesman  has  spare  moments.  He  has  qu'irters  of  an  hour,  of  a  day, 
or  more,  which  we  may  call  fragments.  Save  those^  and  you  will  have 
an  economical  life.  Albert  Barnes  wrote  a  Commentary  on  the  Bible, 
from  five  o'clock  until  breakfast.  We  know  a  man  who  always  carries  a 
book  in  his  pocket,  for  such  gaps  in  his  regular  work.  One  of  my 
farmers  always  cleans  out  the  fence  corners  while  his  horses  are  resting. 
Sometimes  he  plants  a  post,  meanwhile.  He  has  a  well-tilled  farm,  and 
a  clean  one.  I  met  a  Jew — ^a  pedlar,  of  course — who  is  forever  commit- 
ting Psalms,  during  his  leisure  moments.  He  is  more  familiar  with 
King  David's  sayings  than  most  divines.  Colfax  said,  he  tried  to  do 
something  every  day,  aside  of  his  regular  work.  Those  fragments  helped 
to  make  the  Vice-President.     When  once  put  together  still  better,  they* 
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might  make  the  Presideot.  Indeed,  all  great  men  become  such  of  frig- 
ments  rightly  dove-tailed  into  each  other.  "  Behold,  how  great  a  matter 
a  little  fire  kindlethT'  No  wonder  we  are  told  not  to  despise  little 
things. 

J^cr  contra  J  now.  The  "loafer"  is  forever  squandering  fragments  of 
time.  He  is  a  constant  parasite  on  himself.  He  is  a  great  ^*-  killer'' — 
of  himself.  So  is  the  penny-pitcher — the  quoit-pitcher — the  man  who 
is  filling  up  his  leisure  hours  with  folly.  How  many  of  such  a  crowd 
own  real  e8tate?  are  men  successful  in  business?  are  men  of  use  and  in- 
fluence ?  come  to  something?  Those  street  strollers;  those  singers  of 
idle  songs;  those  whistlers  by  night-fall — all  those  lose  the  fragments. 
They  are  prone  to  complain  of  bad-luck,  of  not  getting  on,  of  always 
being  short,  of  Providence  never  favoring  them,  and  the  like.  Their 
diligent  companions,  of  earlier  years,  leave  them  far  behind,  not  because 
they  have  more  time,  or  better  fortune,  but  because  they  gather  frag- 
ments into  their  baskets.  I  have  in  my  eye  just  now  a  farmer,  who 
started  with  a  company  of  like  abilities.  They  were  all  peers  onoe.  He 
has  been  an  Esquire,  a  Legislator  and  an  Associate  Judge,  with  honor  to 
himself  and  his  constituents,  whilst  his  associates  are  still  standing  in 
Htatu  quo — like  the  wooden  Indian  at  the  tobacco  emporium.  He  bought 
books,  took  good  newspapers,  and  read  during  the  spare  moments.  He 
merely  gathered  up  the  fragments.  His  farm  is  just  as  good  as  his 
neighbors',  and  he,  far  better.  Men  are  made  as  trees  are,  by  hair- 
breadths. No  man  becomes  physically  large  in  an  inch  of  time,  nor  can 
he  become  mentally  or  morally  full-grown  at  a  stride. 

Gather  up  the  fragments  of  Providence.  Few  of  us  have  what  might 
be  called  "freaks  of  fortune."  Some  do*;  but  they  are  exceptions  to  the 
rule.  Grant,  Lincoln,  Field,  Morse  and  some  more  are  made  at  once,  as 
it  were.  But  the  mass  of  prominent  characters  enjoy  little  Providences. 
These  they  husband  and  turn  to  account.  A  favorable  opportunity,  be 
it  never  so  small,  is  never  permitted  to  go  lost  by  them.  Such  a  farmer 
has  a  whole  series  of  tasks  to  be  done  on  a  rainy  day,  while  his  neigh- 
bors tarry  at  the  store  or  tavern.  If  it  prove  too  stormy  to  sow  oats,  he 
thinks  he  may  plough  for  corn.  He  is  one  of  those  smiths  who  strike 
when  the  iron  is  hot.     No  matter  how  small  the  iron  is  he  will  strike. 

Another  class  waits  for  great  occasions,  as  it  were.  If  those  come  not, 
they  will  not  strike.  "  Strike  oil,"  they  say,  "  or  strike  not  at  all  I" 
Better  strike  wheat,  corn,  potatoes,  or  something  of  that  kind,  than  grow 
tired  on  waiting.  If  you  are  not  thankful  for  the  finger  of  Providence, 
you  will  not  much  regard  the  hand.  Better  seize  the  dollar  prize,  than 
wait  for  a  fabulous  fortune  from  some  lottery.  A  bird  in  hand  is  worth 
two  in  the  bush.  *'  Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait,"  and  not  to  wait  only. 
Better  not  'wait  for  the  wagon'  at  all,  if  you  can  make  it  in  good  time 
afoot.  A  boy  picked  up  a  pin  in  front  of  a  large  house,  wherefor  the 
firm  employed  him.  Archbishop  Hughes  was  satisfied  to  be  a  Gardener, 
when  he  first  came  to  this  country.  He  did  not  wait  and  loaf,  until  the 
insignia  of  office  should  fall  upon  him.  Make  little  circumstances  the 
stepping-stones  to  higher  positions.  You  cannot  stride  from  the  cellar  to 
the  garret.     "  Shall  we  then  remain  in  the  cellar  ?'*     0  no  !     Just  go  to 
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the  stairway  and  ascend  step  by  step.  You  will  be  up  soon,  and  go  up 
easily.  The  every-day  opportunities  make  the  good  father  and  the  good 
mother ;  the  good  son  or  daughter ;  the  good  neighbor  and  citizen — the 
good  character. 

"  Never  anything  good  for  me  !"  we  hear  people  say.  And  yet  they 
enjoy  good  health,  day  by  day ;  earn  good  wages;  have  many  good 
friends  ;  have  many  dainty  bits  of  pleasi^re  thrown  all  around  them,  and 
know  that  they  have  a  good  Grod  above  them.  Put  all  those  frao;ments  of 
good  Providences  together,  and  dare  th^y  still  complain  ?  Two  miners 
left  for  the  gold  regions.  Ooe  gathered  the  du^t,  the  other  would  only 
be  satisfied  with  bars.  The  former  returned  rich,  whilst  the  other  still 
looks  for  his  bars.  Every  one  of  us  has  had  and  still  has  fragments  of 
Providence  enough  to  become  useful  and  good  characters,  if  we  were  but 
content  to  thread  them  together  and  wear  them  as  a  necklace  So  you 
must  save  the  fragments  of  experience.  We  are  told,  that  experience  is 
a  good  school — the  best.  All  of  us  are  continually  going  into  it.  Daily 
do  we  learn  some  new  lesson.  But  do  we  all  remember  ^hat  we  thus 
gain  ?  Some  grow  wise  and  profit  by  it  for  life.  The  majority  must  be 
drilled  on  the  same  topics  by  every  returning  experience,  and  are  still 
dull.  A  careful  driver  will  mark  the  dangerous  places  along  his  road, 
lest  he  prove  unlucky  a  second  time.  But  most  men  rush  into  the  very 
pitfalls  from  which  they  had  just  been  delivered.  These  little  warnings 
are  not  worth  noting,  we  think,  and  consequently  the  various  experiences 
of  a  life  time  are  lost.  My  horse  once  broke  through  a  plank  over  a  small 
stream.  He  ever  after  that  grew  cautious,  as  an  elephant,  when  he  stept 
on  a  bridj^e.  The  horse  knoweth  from  experience,  but  most  people  do 
not  consider. 

To  measure  the  future  by  the  past,  is  a  good  rule,  and  to  embody  the 
wisdom  gained  yesterday  in  acts  of  to-day,  is  to  gather  up  the  fragments 
of  experience  in  such  a  way  as  to  have  our  twelve  baskets  ever  filled. 
The  only  things  we  really  know  and  can  be  said  to  have  made  our  own, 
couie  to  us,  jujit  in  this  tit-bit  style.  To  treasure  them  up  and  appropii- 
ate  them,  as  we  need  them,  is  never  to  be  greatly  in  want.  The  scrap- 
book  comes  very  handy,  if  it  contain  most  of  what  we  have  gone  over. 
But  if  you  do  not  want  what  you  find,  you  will  soon  want  what  you  can 
not  find.  As  the  loose  change  in  your  pocket,  is  the  daily  experience  in 
our  every  day  life.     Gather  up  the  fragments,  that  nothing  be  lost. 

Gather  up  the  fragments  of  good  counsel.  Silly  men  look  for  the 
philosopher's  stone,  or  the  alchemist's  secret.  They  look,  and  die  looking, 
but  never  find  it.  Such  a  royal  road  to  wisdom  was  never  opened.  Know- 
ledge does  not  come  like  a  flood.  '*  A  flood  of  light*'  is  only  fancy,  re- 
member. Little  by  little  we  learn  to  know,  as  we  learn  everything  else. 
We  are  taught  by  our  superiors  constantly,  but  only  by  degrees.  Our 
parents  tell  us  much — every  hour  in  the  day,  for  many  years  have  they 
been  giving  us  the  sweetest  parcels  of  good  advice.  How  much  has  our 
good  father  already  told  us  ?  And  our  mother  ?  Our  Teachers  ?  Our 
Pastors  ?  What  have  we  not  already  gained  from  Books  ?  From  the 
useful  Family-sheets  ?  They  did  up  their  precious  goods  in  little  bundles 
though.     What  has   become  of  most  of  them  ?      Of  aH  of  them,  with 
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many  '/     Because  their  coansels  were  not  of  mammoth  size  and  strikiog 
import,  we  coanted  all  cheap  and  common,  and  suffered  them  to  go  last. 

A  certain  mother  whom  we  huried  lately,  told  her  children  this  little 
good  thing — "  Don't  forget  to  pray  !"  Over  her  grave,  one  of  the  daughters 
felt  the  weight  of  wisdom  contained  therein  and  proved  it  afresh.  Of 
many  such  little  seeds  of  good  counsel,  may  it  be  said :  "  Except  a  grain 
of  wheat  fall  into  the  ground  and  die,  it  abideth  alone;  but  if  it  di^,  it 
bringeth  forth  much  fruit/'  Would  that  it  could  be  predicted  of  all 
l^ut  who  does  not  know,  that  there  are  fragments  of  good  counsel  enough 
lost,  to  save  an  entire  household  and  congregation?  The  continual 
dropping  wears  the  stone  away,  but  the  momentary  distillings  upon  the 
heart  of  man  seem  to  harden  it  only.  Is  there  anything  harder  than  the 
human  heart? 

Treasure  up  the  fragments  of  Grace.  God  does  not  pour  a  whole 
heaven  full  of  Grace  into  any  of  us,  to  sanctify  and  build  us  into  Saints, 
as  lightning  strikes  us.  Growth,  all  life  wants.  ^The  life  of  Jesus  in  the 
poul  grows  like  Jesus  Himself  did — ^Mn  wisdom  and  in  stature  and  in 
favor  with  God  and  man."  All  plants,  whether  of  Grace  or  Nature,  in- 
crease slowly.  The  digging  about,  the  enriching,  the  watering  and  the 
suDshine  must  be  continued.  The  overtures  of  the  Holy  Spirit  are  con- 
tioual.  Neglect  *^  the  line  upon  line,  and  precept  upon  precept;  here  a 
little  and  there  a  little,"  and  Heaven  is  lost  at  last. 

By  praying,  at  least,  three  times  a  day,  you  send  twenty-one  petitions 
to  God  per  week ;  one  thousand  and  more,  a  year — so  too  with  your 
church  attendance ;  with  the  sag-aments  and  all  the  other  means  of  salva- 
tion. It  is  a  serious  thing,  thus  to  waste  the  goodness  of  God.  Men 
lose  their  souls  by  just  such  a  waste  of  crumbs.  If  Jesus  did  not  wish 
to  see  the  fragments  of  bread  He  loosely  over  the  grass-plot,  will  it  not 
grieve  His  heart  to  see  you  despise  the  crumbs  of  the  bread  of  Life  ?  No 
soul  is  spoiled  in  a  day,  or  by  one  act ;  nor  is  a  soul  redeemed  and  ren- 
dered meet  for  the  company  of  Saints  by  one,  two  or  three  outpourings  of 
Grace.  It  is  by  leakage  that  most  barrels  become  empty  and  go  to  waste. 
It  is  by  this  constant  undervaluing  of  fragments  in  God's  Kingdom,  that 
men  miss  Heaven. 

We  cao  do  but  little,  at  most;  but  we  can  do  that  little  constantly. 
Little  by  little  does  God  elevate  us  to  Himself.  He  calls  daily,  weekly, 
yearly.  Neglect  one  call  after  another,  and  we  become  reprobates.  A 
mason  builds  the  wall,  stone  by  stone.  And  just  so  are  saints  built. 
God  knows  this,  and  therefore  accommodates  Himself  to  our  condition  by 
affording  us  opportunity  and  material,  as  we  need  them.  I  have  heard 
of  the  **  droppings  of  the  sanctuary,"  and  so  have  we  all.  But  is  there 
such  a  thing  as  a  flooding  of  the  Sanctuary  ?  Save  the  drops  then,  and 
you  will  have  caught  up  and  drunk  in  all  the  distillations  of  Grace. 

A  white  man  once  complained  to  an  Indian  of  a  want  of  time,  **  Why," 
said  the  red  man,  ^'  have  you  not  all  the  time  there  is  ?"  The  pale  face 
became  flushed  and  confessed  that  he  had  learned  something  from  his 
compaDion.  We  too  can  learn  that  time  is  given  to  us  all — all  the  time 
there  is.  But  it  is  given  to  us,  just  as  everything  else  is  measured  out 
for  us — in  fragments.  To  take  care  of  the  fragments — to  gather  them  up 
— b  to  be  sure  of  filling  our  twelve  baskets  sooner  or  later. 
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THE  SAVIOUR  ON  MOUNT  OLIVET. 


BY  E.  L.  G. 


On  Siloam*8  eweet  waters  the  pure  sunlight  falls, 
And  burns  golden  bright  on  tne  temple's  fair  walls, 
While  calnaly  to  heaven  waves  the  altar's  dark  smoke, 
And  a  hushed  murmur  only  the  deep  quiet  broke. 

With  rapt  look,  the  Saviour,  from  Mount  Olivet 
Gazed  long  upon  Salem,  so  peacefully  set  • 
'Midst  the  green  vale  below,  each  palace  and  tower 
Bathed  in  the  soft  light  of  that  still  evening  hour. 

And  fair  was  the  scene  I    But,  alas  I  He  beheld 
That  beauty  by  a  horror  of  darkness  dispelled ; 
A  vision  oi  battle  swept  over  the  scene ; 
Dark  ruin  and  slaughter  where  beauty  had  been. 

He  saw  the  mailed  ranks  of  the  Roman  appear 
O'er  the  far  range  of  hills,  gleaming  banner  and  spear  ; 
When  Olivet  shook  'neath  the  cohorts'  firm  tramp, 
And  the  plain  was  p'erspread  with  the  glittering  camp. 

And  swift  as  the  sea  on  the  rocks  of  the  coast, 
On  Salem's  defence  swept  the  ranks  of  their  hosts ; 
And  loud  as  the  storm  grew  the  turmoil  and  din ; 
Besiegers  without,  and  besieged  from  within. 

Ah  I  sharp  rang  the  sword  on  the  Roman's  steel  crest, 
But  grew  red  with  blood  on  the  Jew's  naked  breast ; 
And  high  the  great  catapult  hurled  the  huge  ball, 
And  rent  loud  asunder  the  turreted  wall. 

The  wall  is  o'erthrown— a  wild  cry  of  despair — 
The  priests  battle  fierce  on  the  temple's  white  stair. 
Their  blood  dyes  the  steps — the  flames  lick  the  roof, 
And  curl  round  the  columns  that  hold  them  aloof. 

Where  David  with  joy  to  his  golden  harp  sung, 
A  wail  of  lament  through  her  palaces  rung ; 
And  cold  desolation  through  Salem  was  spread, 
And  night  gathered  dew  on  the  lips  of  her  dead 

His  people,  their  King,  who  both  could  and  would  save, 
Rejected,  despised  for  the  warning  He  gave, 
Then  weeping,  the  Saviour  low  bowed  His  dear  head. 
And  mourned  over  Salem — her  glory  had  fled. 
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For  now  by  Siloam  the  palm  droopq  no  more, 
And  blasted  the  land  where  the  rose  bloomed  before. 
And  low  in  the  dust  her  strong  towers  are  thrown. 
And  the  temple  is  left  not  a  stone  upon  stone. 

And  the  voice  of  His  people  is  heard  far  away, 
On  drear  alien  shores  they  toil  and  they  pray, 
Still  hoping,  He  knew,  but  hoping  in  vain, 
Once  more  for  the  glory  of  Solomon's  reign. 


THE  HEBOINE  OF  JEBICHO. 


•     BY  REV.   J.    H.   DUBBS. 


Heroines,  according  to  the  usual  acceptation  of  the  word,  are  women 
who  have  distinguished  themselves  by  deeds  of  martial  daring.  Such  were 
Joan  of  Arc,  who,  in  the  fifteenth  century,  successfully  conducted  the  de- 
fence of  Orleans,  and  the  **  Maid  of  Saragoj'Sa" — celebrated  in  Byron's 
''Childe  Harold" — who  performed  such  prodigies  of  valor  during  the 
siege  of  her  native  city.  Such,  in  Bible  times,  were  Jael,  who  drove  a  nail 
through  the  temples  of  the  sleeping  Sisera,  and  Judith  who  cut  off  the 
head  of  the  brutal  Holofernes.  But  there  have  been  heroines  innumera- 
ble besides  those,  who  have  made  themselves  famous  for  deeds  of  valor ; 
women  who  sacrificed  everything,  which  they  held  most  dear,  to  the  cause 
of  Truth ;  martyrs  in  will,  if  not  in  deed,  who  were  willing  to  resign 
house  and  home,  and  even  life  itself;  in  obedieoce  to  the  commandments 
of  the  Almighty. 

It  is  in  this  latter  sense  that  Rahab  the  harlot  deserves  to  be  called,  the 
Heroine  of  Jericho — a  title  which  has  been  occasionally  applied  to  her 
for  many  centuries.  The  incidents  which  caused  her  to  be  thus  distin- 
guished are  deeply  interesting,  inasmuch  as  they  reveal  the  history  of  a 
woman,  who  was  raised  from  the  lowest  and  most  degraded  condition  to  be 
a  princess  in  Israel,  and  an  example  of  faith  to  all  generations. 

The  biography  of  Eahab  is,  however,  not  to  be  found  in  any  single 
place  in  the  sacred  record.  Though  the  greater  part  of  it  is  given  in  the 
first  part  of  the  book  of  Joshua,  there  are  many  hints  and  fragments  scat- 
tered here  and  there,  which  we  must  carefully  gather  and  place  side  by 
side,  like  little  bits  of  antique  mosaic,  if  we  would  behold  a  complete  picture 
of  her  life. 

We  are  told  that  Kahab  was  a  resident  of  the  city  of  Jericho  at  the  time 
when  the  Israelites  entered  the  land  of  Canaan.  Whether  she  was  a  har- 
lot in  the  modern,  disgraceful  sense  of  the  word,  we  cannot  say  with  cer- 
tainty ;  but  the  fact  that  she  occupied  a  house  by  herself,  while  her  parents 
resided  in  the  same  town,  renders  it  very  likely.  "Nevertheless,"  as  Dr. 
Kitto  remarks,  "  in  that  licentious  age  and  country,  it  b  very  probable, 
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that  she  did  not  know  that  she  was  doing  wrong."  She  ^ems  to  have  kept 
an  inn ;  and  was  probahly  also  engaged  in  the  manufacture  of  linen  and 
the  art  of  dyeing,  since  we  find  her  roof  covered  with  fiax^  and  a  stock  of 
crimson  or  scarlet  line  in  her  house. 

Her  house  was  built  on  the  broad  wall  of  the  city  and  probably  near  the 
gate.  Hence  she  heard  all  that  was  going  on.  The  strangers  who  were 
her  guests  must  have  had  much  to  say  concerning  the  multitude  of  Jews 
that  was  advancing  to  the  conquest  of  Canaan  ;  how  their  God,  Jehovah, 
had  wonderfully  delivered  them  from  the  power  of  the  Egyptians,  and 
miraculously  sustained  them  during  their  toilsome  journeyings  in  the 
wilderness ;  how  He  had  given  them  the  victory  over  Og,  the  gigantic 
king  of  Bashan,  and  the  powerful  nation  of  the  Amorites. 

Hence,  she  became  convinced  that  Jehovah  was  the  only  true  God,  who 
had  given  the  land  of  Canaan  to  His  people,  and  that,  therefore,  it  would 
be  vain  to  attempt  to  resist  their  onward  progress.  This  shows  Rahab  to 
have  been  a  woman  of  strong  mind  and  of  warm  religious  impulses.  Is  it 
not  remarkable,  that  the  only  person  in  that  idolatrous  city,  who  was  induced 
by  the  impending  calamity  to  turn  to  the  Lord;  should  have  been  a  de- 
spised harlot? 

The  strength  of  Rahab*s  faith  is  evident  from  her  willingness  to  make 
the  greatest  sacrifices.  At  the  peril  of  her  life  she  hid  the  spies  whom 
Joshua  had  sent,  finally  letting  them  down  by  a  cord  over  the  wall  of  the 
city,  and  thus  enabling  them  to  escape  from  their  pursuers.  Before  doing 
this,  however,  she  made  a  covenant  with  them — the  sign  of  which  was  the 
scarlet  line  by  which  they  were  let  down — that  they  would  save  her  life 
atid  those  of  her  parents  and  other  relatives,  when  the  city  should  be  taken 
by  the  armies  of  Israel. 

These  incidents,  which  are  more  fully  related  in  the  second  and  sixth 
chapters  of  the  book  of  Joshua,  are  exceedingly  interesting  and  well  worthy 
of  careful  attention.  The  scarlet  line,  especially — like  the  blood  of  the 
Paschal  lamb  on  the  door-posts  of  Israel — is  a  type  of  the  blood  of  our 
blessed  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ. 

But  we  feel  compelled  to  limit  ourselves  to  the  plain  facts  of  history, 
and  here  the  question  naturally  arises,  What  became  of  Rahab  after  the 
destruction  of  her  native  city  ?  • 

The  inspired  narrator  of  these  events  in  the  book  of  Joshua  merely  jidds, 
**  And  she  dwelleth  in  Israel  unto  this  day."  '  This  does  not  necessarily 
imply,  that  she  was  still  living  at  the  time  when  he  wrote,  but  that  the 
family,  of  which  she  was  considered  the  head,  continued  to  dwell  among  the 
children  of  Israel.  The  broken  thread  is,  however,  again  taken  up  in  the 
gospel  of  Matthew,  where  we  learn,  that  she  married  Salmon,  the  son  of 
Naasson  (or  Nahshon),  the  son  of  Aminadab.  This  Salmon  was  beyond 
question  a  person  of  the  highest  rank,  a  man  who  in  monarchical  countries 
would  have  been  accounted  a  great  nobleman,  and  perhaps  even  a  prince 
of  the  royal  blood.  In  the  seventh  chapter  of  the  book  of  Numbers  his 
father  Nahshon  is  called  the  prince  of  the  tribe  of  Judah,  and  the  first  of 
all  the  princes,  who,  in  the  order  of  their  rank,  brought  an  offering  to  the 
Lord.  Now  the  tribe  of  Judah  was  beyond  doubt  the  first  of  the  tribes  of 
Israel.  Jacob  had  promised  the  sceptre  to  Judah,  and  the  Almighty  Him- 
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self  had  ratified  the  promise  of  the  dying  patriarch.  It  was  by  the  direct 
commandmeDt  of  Jehovah,  that  the  tribe  of  Judah  always  led  the  vaa  of 
the  armies  of  Israel ;  that  its  standard  went  in  advance  of  the  tabernacle ; 
and  that  Nahshon,  the  son  of  Aminadab,  was  appointed  the  captain  of  its 
host.  (Numbers  ii.  3;  x.  14.)  From  all  this  it  is  evident,  that  Nahshon 
was  the  foremost  man  of  the  foremost  tribe  of  Israel.  Salmon  was  his 
eldest  son,  and,  as  such,  the  inheritor  of  all  his  honors  and  dignities 

Is  it  not  remarkable,  that  so  great  a  man  should  have  condescended  to 
marry  a  woman  like  Kahab,  who — apart  from  her  doubtful  reputation — 
was  descended  from  a  humble  family  and  a  hated  nation  ?  We  cannot,  of 
course,  say  with  certainty  what  were  his  motives  in  taking  this  important 
step ;  but  when  we  remember,  that  the  post  of  danger  was  always  con- 
sidered the  post  of  honor,  is  it  not  probable  that  he  was  one  of  the  spies, 
whom  Rahab  bad  assisted  in  escaping  from  the  city  of  Jericho  ?  If  this 
were  so,  what  is  more  natural  than  that  his  gratitude  should  have  kindled 
into  love,  and  that  he  should  have  taken  for  his  wife  the  heroine,  who  had 
saved  his  life  at  the  peril  of  her  own  ? 

However  this  may  have  been,  it  is  evident,  that  Rahab  never  brought 
shame  on  her  husband  or  his  family.  On  the  contrary,  her  descendants 
held  her  memory  in  the  highest  reverence,  and  proudly  entered  her  name 
upon  their  genealogical  tables — an  honor  that  was  but  rarely  accorded  to 
the  female  members  of  the  family. 

Her  son  Boaz,  whom  the  Scriptures  call  *^  a  mighty  man  of  wealth," 
married  Euth  the  Moabitess,  and  was  the  grandfather  of  Jesse,  the  father 
of  king  David.  In  this  way  our  heroine  became  the  ancestress,  not  only 
of  many  earthly  monarchs,  but  of  the  king  <^  on  whose  head  are  many 
crowns,"  our  Lord  and  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ. 

Is  not  this  a  most  wonderful  and  eventful  history  ?  It  is  surely  not 
surprising,  that,  nearly  fifteen  hundred  years  after  the  death  of  this  re- 
markable woman,  two  of  the  Christian  apostles  should  have  referred  in 
their  writings  to  her  heroic  conduct,  as  an  illustration  of  the  wondrous 
power  of  that  faith  which  reveals  itself  in  deeds  of  love. 

Even  now,  after  the  lapse  of  upwards  of  thirty  centuries,  we  find  the 
history  of  Rahab  full  of  important  lessons,  which  it  would  be  well  for  us  to 
remember.  It  teaches  us,  for  instance,  that  no  one  is  too  insignificant  to 
command  his  Father's  care.  '*  He  raiseth  up  the  poor  out  of  the  dust  and 
lifteth  the  needy  out  of  th^  dunghill ;  that  he  may  set  him  with  princes, 
even  the  princes  of  his  people.'' 

Moreover,  we  are  assured  that  no  one  is  beyond  the  reach  of  Divine 
forgiveness.  Rahab  was  as  wicked  as  the  rest  of  her  licentious  and  idola- 
trous people ;  but  by  reason  of  her  sincere  penitence  and  unwavering 
faith,  she  was  drawn  like  a  brand  from  the  burning,  and  was  placed  in 
an  honorable  position  among  the  chosen  people  of  God.  In  the  same  way 
God  still  receives  all  who  come  to  Him  with  heartfelt  repentance; 
**  though  their  sins  be  as  scarlet  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow."  God*s 
mercies  never  come  singly.  As  John  Bunyan  says,  "  All  the  flowers  in 
the  Lord's  garden  are  double ;  nay,  they  are  not  only  double  flowers,  but 
they  are  manifold  flowers.  There  are  many  flowers  upon  one  stalk,  and 
many  flowers  in  one  flower.  Tou  shall  think  you  have  but  one  mercy,  but 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  The  Christian  Wedding.  289 

you  shall  find  it  to  be  a  whole  flock  of  mercies."  Jlahab  would  haye 
been  content  to  live  in  obscurity,  but  God  made  her  a  mighty  princess. 
Thus  the  Almighty  continues  to  grant  blessings  to  His  children,  which,  in 
excellence  and  profusion,  exceed  their  most  sanguine  expectations.  Though 
we  dare  not  expect  unalloyed  happiness  on  earth.  He  gives  us  many  a 
moment  of  celestial  rapture ;  He  opejus  for  us  many  a  fountain  by  the 
wayside;  and  sustains  us  in  our  toilsome  journey,  until  at  last  we  enter 
His  renewed  and  better  Paradise, 

**  Where  the  weary  heart  ffrows  young  again 
In  its  Sabbath  year  of  oliss." 


THE  CHBISTIAN  WEDDING. 


BY  REV.  J.  H.  DUBB8. 


As  Jenny  passed  the  church  to-day, 

The  doors  were  open  wide; 
And,  at  the  altar^s  front,  she  saw 

A  bridegroom  with  his  bride. 

It  was,  in  truth,  a  lovely  sight 

To  see  them  standing  there ; 
The  stalwart  man  with  chestnut  locks, 

The  maid  with  golden  hair. 

So  Jenny  put  her  bapket  down 

Beside  the  great  elm  tree, 
And  glided  in,  and  took  a  seat 

Where  not  a  soul  could  see. 

But,  when  the  pastor  said,  "We  stand 

Before  the  King  of  kings 
And  His  bright  angel  hosts,''  she  seemed 

To  hear  the  rush  of  wings ; 

And,  see  I  a  "  cloud  of  witnesses," 
Than  all  the  world  more  fair, 

Looked  down  in  love  and  tenderness 
Upon  the  bridal  pair ; 

While  one,  more  fair  than  sons  of  men. 
More  bright  than  angels  are. 

Whose  vesture  white  and  golilen  crown 
8hone  like  the  moroing-star, 
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Uns9en  between  them  stood,  and  joined 

Their  bands  in  wedded  bliss ; 
Then  gave  to  him  a  jewel  rare — 

To  her  a  holy  kiss. 

The  angels  whispered,  **  Worship  Him  I" 

And  Jenny  bowed  the  knee, 
Although  as  yet  she  could  not  tell 

Who  this  great  King  might  be ; 

But  when  she  saw  the  cruel  wounds 

Upon  His  hands  and  brow. 
She  knew  'twas  Christ  who  gave  the  ring, 

And  blessed  the  marriage  vow. 

Now,  leaning  on  their  Saviour's  arm, 

The  happy  pair  withdrew, 
While  joyfully,  though  all  unseen. 

The  angels  followed  too. 

"  Ho  I  Jenny,  wake  1"  the  sexton  said, 

'*  Wake  up,  my  little  miss  1 
'Tis  very  wrong  to  go  to  sleep 

In  such  a  place  as  this." 

"  O,  No  1"  she  cried,  "  I  did  not  sleep- 
It  was  not  all  a  dream — 

I  saw  the  angels^  from  whose  brows 
Bright  rays  of  Glory  beam ; 

For  Jesus  Christ  Himself  was  here 

To  bless  the  bridal  pair. 
And  He  has  gone  to  bless  their  home, 

And  make  His  dwelling  there." 


CITSTOMS-BANEPUL,  PAINFUL,  FOOLISH. 

I  read  one  day  about  the  Druse  horn,  nay,  I  saw  one  once — a  tall, 
hollow  affair  of  silver,  not  unlike  an  old-fashioned  stage-horn,  nay,  a 
fifih-horn. 

This  must,  among  the  Druses,  be  worn  by  every  married  woman  all 
her  life.  It  is  set  upon  her  fore  head,  resting  upon  the  larger  end  on  a 
cushion,  kept  in  its  position  by  cords  or  bands,  and. if  a  veil  bo  worn  it 
must  fall  over  the  top  of  the  horn,  adding  no  little  to  the  weight  and 
pressure  of  this  six  inch  ornament  and  burden. 

And  this  horn,  they  told  me,  a  woman  must  wear,  night  and  day,  for 
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life.  And  it  is  said  that  at  first  and  for  a  long  period  they  suffer  very 
mach,  and  have  terrific  headaches,  so  that  they  are  at  times  almost  dis- 
tracted, till  in  time  |hey  become  accustomed  to  it,  and  either  learn  to 
endure  or  cease  to  feel. 

Of  course  it  is  barbarous  and  unreasonable ;  so  is  our  system  of  stays 
or  corsets,  which  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague  describes  in  her  letters 
as  such  a  source  of  wonder  to  Turkish  women,  while  the  men  supposed 
they  must  be  a  sort  of  cage  or  restraint  imposed  by  men  upon  their  wives. 

Nobody  knows  quite  why  it  is  done,  but  it  is  true  that  half  our  women 
almost  squeeze  the  breath  out  of  their  bodies,  and  are  only  free  when 
they  are  undressed. 

Ask  any  woman  whether  she  is  not  more  at  ease  when  she  lays  off  this 
restraint  and  is  free^  and  then  ask  her  why  she  lives  in  such  bondage. 

The  Eastern  woman  is  as  much  astonished  at  the  hour-glass  or  wasp 
figure  as  is  one  of  ours  at  the  Druse  horn. 

But  this  is  only  by-the-by.     I  had  other  customs  in  mind. 

When  or  whence  did  it  arise  l^hat  when  one  dies  and  goes  to  heaven 
all  the  family  shall  shroud  themselves  in  deepest  black?  and  the  women 
be  the  especial  victims  ? 

Somewhere  the  custom  .must  have  arisen,  since  the  days  of  our  ances- 
tors— the  Saxons  or  the  Picts  and  Scots,  whose  only  clothing  was  painted 
on !  Is  it  going  further,  or  will  there  be  some  resistance  and  a  return  to 
the  right  way  ? 

Some  women  spend  half  their  lives  under  crape,  a  sort  of  self-imposed 
penance,  hot,  heavy,  unwholesome.  There  is  poison  in  crape;  it  some- 
times produces  eruptions  and  disease;  there  is  poison  in  bad  air ;  there 
is  ruin  to  the  eyes  in  the  exhalations  and  in  the  diagonal  lines  of 
the  dark  and  heavy  veil. 

Men  may  wear  a  badge  of  mourning  for  a  time,  and  then  resume  light 
clothes  and  yellow  gloves  if  thev  will. 

A  man  may  do  this  while  his  wife  continues  to  mourn  for  hU  friend 
and  decorously,  swelters  under  her  crape. 

And  very  few  dare  to  brave  Mrs.  Grundy  and  follow  out  their  convic- 
tions by  refusing  to  yield  to  this  absurd  demand  of  custom. 

W^e  think  it  is  growing  worse  and  worse.  A  family  will  wear  crape 
three  years,  and  black  dresses  three  years  more,  for  a  mother  who  went 
straight  to  heaven,  and  who  would  say  to  them,  "  Mourn  not  for  me." 
And  so  strong  is  the  force  of  example  that  some  one  else  must  do  the 
same,  or  it  shows  a  "  want  of  feeling.'' 

Now  is  not  this  a  sort  of  Druse  horn?  For  it  is  no  small  thing  to  take 
away  so  much  that  is  bright  and  cheerful  in  one's  surroundings  for  so 
many  years  of  life,  and  submit  to  a  dress,  hot,  heavy,  and  inconvenient. 
There  is  but  one  life  to  live.     Why  spoil  that? 

And  some  sumptuary  laws  would  not  be  amiss  on  other  points.  A 
few  years  ago  a  few  simple  white  flowers  would  be  laid  upon  the  coffin  of 
a  child  or  a  young  person  as  an  emblem  of  purity  and  innocence. 

Now  the  flowers  are  ordered,  in  many  cases,  with  the  shroud  and  coffin ! 

And  the  man  of  gray  hairs,  be  he  bad  or  good^  gentle  or  simple,  is 
covered  with  crosses  and  crowns,  harps^  anchors,  and  wreaths  of  white. 
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till  the  air  is  heavy  and  sickening  with  the  perfume,  and  the  sight  is  a 
burlesque  upon  sentiment. 

The  whole  is  a  foolish,  wasteful,  and  wicked  expanse,  and,  like  heavy 
mourning,  is  often  a  burden  that  can  ill  be  borne  by  those  who  can  by  no 
means  afford  it,  and  yet  dare  not  ignore  a  custom. 

It  is  for  those  who  have  money  and  common-sense  to  set  the  example 
and  oppose  so  senseless  a  fashion.  Some  individuals  have  independence. 
Precisely  what  can  be  done  by  concerted  action  we  do  not  see.  The 
country  is  overrun  now  with  committees,  societies,  organizations,  clubs, 
and  associations.     We  can't  afford  any  more  if  there  be  any  other  way. 

Let  us  **  write  to  the  papers "  and  so  bring  out  public  opinion.  It  is 
one  of  those  cases  in  which  individually  a  great  many  are  right,  and 
collectively  they  all  go  wrong.  It  is  no  time  to  get  up  extra  moral  cour- 
age under  the  shock  of  deep  affliction  But  one  gets  so  weary  of  the 
mockery  and  semblance  of  woe,  crape,  flowers,  and  gay  mourning. 

Can't  men  help  women  out  of  this  bondage  by  suggesting  some  badge 
of  mourning  which  shall  say,  like  the  band  on  a  man's  hat,  ''I  have  lost 
a  friend?"  As  it  is,  in  many  cases,  the  dress  is  a  greater  trial  than  the 
loss.  It  is  like  the  Druse  horn,  a  mere  custom ;  for  some  nations  wear 
yellow,  and  some  scarlet  or  blue,  which  mean  just  as  much,  and  are  more 
sensible  and  less  burdensome. 

When  women  want  their  rights,  if  they  will  try  to  emancipate  them- 
selves from  such  burdens,  **Let  all  the  people  say  Amen." 


RANDOM  BEADINGS. 


Old  Dr.  Beecher,  in  discussing  before  his  class  whether  the  planets 
were   peopled,  said:  "If  anybody   was  there   and  saw  our  earth,  and- 
inferrea  it  was  inhabited,  they  would  be  right,  for  we  "are  here."  "Now," 
says  he,  ^^  we'll  put  the  bullet  into  the  other  end  of  the  gun  and  fire  it 
back." 

The  creed  of  Pantheism  has  been  elegantly  set  to  music  by  somebody, 
in  the  following  stanza : 

"God  is:  without  him,  man  is  not. 

Man  is :  without  him,  God  is  dead. 
Each  by  the  other  is  begot, 

The  God-sea  by  the  Man-stream  fed." 

"  When  my  mother  says  no,  there's  no  yes  in  it."  Here  is  a  sermon  in 
a  nutshell.  Multitudes  of  parents  say  "  no,"  but  after  a  good  deal  of 
teasing  and  debate,  it  finally  becomes  jes.  Love  and  kindness  are 
essential  elements  in  the  successful  management  of  children,  but  firmness, 
decision,  inflexibility,  and  uniformity  of  treatment  are  no  less  important. 

When  I  see  a  young  convert  with  his  cigar,  the  image  of  the  dear  old 
mother  in  Israel  comes  to  mind — "Religion  which  begins  in  smoke  com- 
monly ends  in  smoke;"  and  my  imagination  anticipates  a  year  or  two, 
and  I  see  this  smoking  convert  on  the  mournful  catalogue  of  apostates 
cast  out  as  rubbish  in  the  gloomy  lumber-room  of  the  Church. 
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SUNDAYS  ABBOAD. 


BY  THE  EDITOR. 


THE  lord's  DAT  IN  THE  NETHERLANDS. 

In  a  crazy  craft  we  sailed  one  night  across  from  Dover  to  Ostend.  In- 
deed all  these  steamers  then  plying  across  the  British  Channel  were  most 
dismal  affairs.  On  a  hard  uncushioned  bench  I  spent  a  dreary  night. 
Early  dawn  brought  us  into  the  harbor  of  Ostend  ;  brought  me  for  the 
first  time  to  set  foot  on  the  continent  of  Europe.  It  was  the  end  of  May. 
The  fresh  breath  of  a  dewy  morning  and  the  sioging  of  birds  soon  made 
us  forget  the  trials  of  the  night.  The  Ostenders  were  busy  scrubbing 
and  sweeping  about  their  front  doors.  As  we  walked  from  the  wharf  to 
the  hotel, — long  lines  of  women  all  dressed  in  black  came  out  of  the  dif- 
ferent streets, — all  going  in  the  same  direction.  I  must  know  whither 
this  stream  tends,  and  soon  join  these  sombre-looking  people.  I  watch 
their  conduct.  Scarcely  a  word  of  conversation  do  I  notice.  A  solemn, 
silent  business  these  people  are  after.  As  I  had  expected,  they  led  me 
to  a  church,  a  large  plain  edifice.  I  stood  me  near  the  door  and  watched 
this  crowd  of  people  coming  to  their  early  devotions  on  a  week  day  morn- 
ing. All  dipped  their  finger  into  the  basin  of  "  sacred  water  "  at  the 
door,  and  crossed  themselves.  Aside  the  door  in  the  corner  was  a  pile 
of  rushbottomed  chairs.  Each  bore  her  seat  with  her  and  devoutly 
sat  on  or  knelt  before  it.  Others  still  continued  to  come.  On  the 
altar  were  lofty  pyramids  of  fiowers,  and  smaller  stalks  lifled  their 
fragrant  tops  above  the  officiating  priest.  It  is  the  custom  in  all  lands 
thus  to  dress  Catholic  churches  with  flowers  during  the  month  of  May. 
In  strange  contrast  were  these  gaudy  flowers  with  the  grieively  dressed 
worshipers.  They  were  nearly  all  women.;  and  all  the  women  dressed 
in  black  cloak  and  hood — hood  instead  of  bonnet.  Faces,  so  pale  and 
serious,  bearing  the  marks  of  fasting,  stuck  away  back  in  this  odd- 
looking  head-gear.  Seen  from  the  door^  one  could  not  tell  them  from  a 
congregation  of  monks,  in  cowl  and  cassock.  With  soft  tread  they  con- 
tinue to  crowd  through  the  door,  till  aisles  and  seats  are  packed.  No 
whisper  is  heard,  save  the  faint  muttering  of  a  pra^jingone  near  you. 
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They  leave  the  church  as  they  enter  it ;  not  together,  but  one  by  one, 
as  each  gets  through  with  praying.  There  is  no  common  ending  of  the 
service.  After  the  priest  is  through  with  the  mass,  many  stay  to  pray 
still  longer.  Hence  their  not  leaving  all-  at  one  time.  This  was  the 
first  church  I  entered  on  the  continent,  about  4  o'clock  of  a  May  morn- 
ing, upon  the  coast  of  the  northern  ocean.  Besides  this  1  saw  little  in 
Ostend  to  interest  me.  It  lies  very  low,  and  very  flat,  between  the  sea 
and  the  harbor,  almost  enclosed  by  water.  It  is  surrounded  by  ramparts 
and  broad  ditches — a  mighty  fortress  around  which  the  armies  of  Europe 
have  done  ferocious  work  in  their  time. 

Let  us  to  Amsterdam.  How, — it  does  not  matter  for  our  present  pur- 
pose. The  vast  level  country  intervening  with  its  quaint  old  cities,  built 
and  preserved  by  the  blood  of  heroes  and  martyrs,  must  remain  unde- 
scribed  here.  Only  let  me  eay  that  this  Netherland  country  is  really  the 
nether  most  country  of  Europe.  So  low  that  the  waters  of  the  continent 
seem  to  stream  thither ;  so  level  that  these  waters  refuse  to  leave  the 
country,  save  as  they  are  drained  out  by  artificial  means.  The  whole 
country  is  covered  with  a  network  of  canals,  used  to  drain  and  fence  the 
fields  and  transport  the  produce.  Nine  thousand  wind-mills  are  em- 
ployed in  Holland  to  pump  the  water  from  low  places  into  the  higher. 
Singular  structures  they  are,  like  great  furnace  stacks  with  vast  uprisrht 
wheels  hung  to  their  sides,  revolving  by  the  touch  of  every  breeze.  The 
people  go  from  their  barns  to  the  field  is  in  boats,  and  in  boats  they  bring 
their  crops  home.  As  the  names  of  many  German  towns  terminate  in 
heim,  expressive  of  the  warm  and  genial  home  feeling  of  the  German 
liand ;  so  in  the  Netherlands  the  names  of  not  a  few  towns  end  in  dam, 
Amsterdam  and  Eotterdam,  expressive  of  the  need  of  resisting  the  ubi- 
quitous encroachments  of  water. 

In  Amsterdam  as  in  Venice,  many  streets  are  canals,  forming  the  city 
into  ninety- five  islands.  These  canals  are  crossed  by  two  hundred  and 
ninety  bridges.  The -streets  are  traversed  by  the  trading  vessels  of  the 
world.  The  city  is  literally  water-logged.  All  the  houses— the  largest 
and  oldest  structures  in  the  city  some  hundreds  of  years  old  are  built  on 
the  sand.  Many  a  time  have  the  winds  blown  over  them,  and  the  rains 
descended,  and  yet  have  they  not  fallen.  The  heavens  above,  and  the  earth 
beneath  are  brimful  of  water.  Poles  or  logs  from  50  to  75  feet  in  length 
are  driven  into  the  earth,  which  form  the  foundation  for  all  the  buildings. 
But  for  these,  and  these  250,000  Amsterdammers  would  sink  into  mud 
and  mire  irretrievably.  When  Erasmus  visited  Amsterdam  he  wrote  to 
a  friend  that  he  had  reached  a  city  "  whose  inhabitants,  like  crows,  lived 
on  tree-tops."  Here  all  the  people  literally  walk,  sleep  and  pray  on  stilts. 
In  Holland  the  laws  of  nature  are  reversed.  The  sea  is  higher  than  the 
land.  At  high  tide  the  lowest  land  is  30  feet  below  the  water>  surface. 
The  keels  of  the  ships  plow  above  the  chimney-tops ;  the  croaking  frog 
looks  down  from  his  lofty  ramparts  upon  the  chattering  swallows  on  the 
housetops. 

Vast  walls  are  built  along  the  sea-shore  to  dam  back  its  wild  waves. 
Ordinarily  the  Creator  sets  bounds  to  the  sea,  but  here  He  leaves  it  to 
the  agency  of  man.     To  dam  up  the  Nile  with  bulrushes  is  an  admitted 
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impossibility,  but  the  Hollanders  dam  up  the  mighty  Ocean  for  miles, 
with  reeds  and  straw  wisps,  woven  into  mats,  and  mixed  with  earth.  Da- 
ring high  storips  watchmen  are  kept  on  the  walls.  When  the  waves 
start  a  leak,  the  church-bells  of  the  neighboring  villages  sound  the 
alarm — the  men  rush  to  the  sea-side  with  spades  and  baskets  to  fill  up 
the  leak,  and  the  women  and  children  to  church  to  pray  for  God's  mer- 
ciful protection.  Should  the  break  become  large  all  the  country  round 
about  for  scores  of  miles,  may  be  covered  with  water  before  sunset,  and 
the  people  buried  beneath  the  waves  of  the  sea. 

A  large  class  of  the  poorer  people  of  Amsterdam  live  upon  the  canals. 
A  man  marries.  He  and  his  wife,  by  hard  work  can  buy  a  boat  that 
will  carry  from  one  to  three  tons.  The  boat  costs  less  than  a  house ;  it 
becomes  their  home.  They  keep  their  hogs,  ducks  and  other  animals, 
the  same  as  the  people  on  land.  '*  Their  cabin  displays  the  same  neat- 
ness as  the  parlors  of  their  country  men  on  shore.  The  women  employ 
themselves  in  all  the  domestic  offices,  and  are  assiduous  in  embellishing 
their  little  sitting-rooms  with  the  labors  of  the  needle.  Many  of  them 
have  little  gardens  of  tulips^  hyacinths,  anemones  and  various  other  flow- 
ers. These  vessels  are  long  and  narrow,  suitable  to  the  canals  and  slui- 
ces of  the  town.''  Here  their  children  are  born,  nursed  and  raised.  Be- 
sides attending  to  the  cooking,  mending,  scrubbing  and  nursing  of  chil- 
dren^ the  wife  often  helps  to  steer  the  boat  while  the  husband,  with  a 
rope  over  his  shoulder  pulls  it  along  the  canal,  when  the  wind  is  contra- 
ry. By  and  by  the  children  grow  up  and  marry.  One  inherits  the  old 
boat,  and  the  parents  buy  a  larger  one,  perhaps  a  trading  vessel  and  ac- 
quire a  fortune  for  an  easy  old  age. 

In  Holland,  as  for  centuries  past^  land  and  water  still  contend  for  the 
supremacy.  It  is  by  no  means  certain  which  will  finally  be  victorious. 
Every  storm  on  the  ocean,  and  every  freshet  of  the  Rhine,  is  a  mighty 
efibrt  of  nature  to  batter  down  the  walls  that  shield  the  country  against 
a  deluge.  Through  ages  of  toil  have  the  Hollanders  wrung  their  fair 
meadows  from  the  soa. 

"  How  did  they  rivet  with  gigantic  piles 
Through  the  centre  their  new  calched  miles, 
And  to  stake  a  struggling  country  bound, 
Where  barking  waves  still  bait  the  forced  grouna. 
Building  their  watery  Babel  far  more  high 
To  reach  the  sea,  than  those  to  scale  the  sky. 

A  daily  deluge  over  them  does  boil ; 
The  earth  and  water  play  at  level  coil. 
The  fish  ofttimes  the  ourgler  dispossess'd, 
And  sat,  not  as  a  meat,  but  as  a  guest. 

They  always  ply  the  pump  and  never  think 
They  can  be  safe,  but  at  the  rate  they  sink ; 
Thev  live  as  if  they  had  been  run  aground, 
And  when  they  die  are  cast  away  and  drown'd. 

A  land  that  rides  at  anchor  and  is  moor'd, 
In  which  they  do  not  live,  but  go  aboard." 
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An  Amsterdam  Sunday  belongs  bat  balf  to  God.  Its  25  000  Jews 
keep  Saturday  as  their  day  of  rest^  and  trade  with  all  their  might  on 
Sunday.  One  street  was  lined  with  pedlars,  yelling  Hideously  to  the 
passing  crowd  in  praise  of  their  wares.  Some  of  the  streets  abounded 
with  mud  and  garbage.  Half  of  the  shops  and  stores  were  open.  Dirty 
boys  plied  their  brushes  briskly  in  polishing  shoes.  Amid  the  passing 
worldly  throng,  bent  on  business  or  pleasure,  graver,  well-dressed  people 
wended  their  way  towards  their  respective  places  of  worship. 

In  the  morning  I  worshiped  in  the  Oude  Kerk  (old  church),  a  very 
large  and  massive  building )  ancient  and  very  plain.  Indeed  all  the 
Eeformed  churches  here  are  without  any  ornament — the  extreme  of 
plainness.  This  old  church  has  a  leaning  tower.  The  vast  edifice  was 
tilled  with  a  devout  congregation.  The  pews  had  very  high  backs.  The 
pew  doors  were  locked — locked  after  the  people  were  seated,  so  that  no 
one  could  leave  till  the  service  was  ended.  Above  the  lofly  narrow  pulpit, 
hung  a  prodigious  sounding  board.  A  sleek  looking  dominie,  the  very 
picture  of  good  health  and  good  nature  preached  the  sermon  on  "  There 
is  none  other  name  under  heaven  given  among  men,  whereby  we  must  be 
saved."  (Acts  iv.  12).  The  manner  of  the  preacher  was  very  pleasant, 
and  his  Fermon  was  good,  as  far  as  I  understood  it,  which  was  not  much. 
The  Holland  tongue  has  just  enough  of  German,  French  and  Englbh  in 
its  composition  to  make  it  seem  intelligible  when  it  is  not.  'By  hard 
work  a  German  can  get  alons;  with  a  Hollander  if  he  meets  him  half- 
ways.  During  the  sermon  the  preacher  stopped  twice  in  his  discourse, 
and  quietly  took  his  seat,  while  the  congregation  sang  a  hymn.  Before 
the  sermon  two  hymns  were  sung.  A  mighty  organ,  over  a  hundred  yeais 
old,  led  the  praise.  Instead  of  a  choir  a  clerk  raised  the  tune.  The 
whole  congregation  sang  with  a  will,  and  made  tlie  tall  arches  ring  with 
a  ^and  song  of  praise.  All  the  people  had  hymn-books  and  ail  seemed 
to  use  them.  The  Minister  wore  a  robe  with  a  ruff  round  his  neck  du- 
ring the  service.  A  large  number  of  the  male  portion  of  the  congrega- 
tion kept  their  hats  on  save  during  the  prayers,  when  they  all  uncovered 
their  heads.  During  the  services  three  collections  were  at  different  times 
taken.  And  their  co'lectors  are  men  of  energy,  as  I  can  testify  from  ex- 
perience. After  the  first  collection^  I  was  slow  to  understand  what  the 
second  and  third  application  for  charity  meant,  but  he  held  on  to  me, 
till  he  made  me  comprehend  him.  In  all  the  churches  collections  are 
every  Sunday  held  for  the  support  of  the  poor.  The  deacons  go  from 
pew  to  pew,  with  a  little  bag  attached  to  the  end  of  a  stick,  "  like  a  land- 
ing net,"  with  a  small  bell  to  it.  Into  this  bag  every  one  drops  a  gift  ac- 
cording to  his  means.  It  is  the  old-fashioned  ^'  Klingel  Sack,"  (jingling 
bag)  that  used  to  be  in  vogue  in  our  German  churches,  and  still  is  used 
in  some. 

In  this  way  the  Almshouses  and  Orphan  Asylums,  for  which  this  city 
has  become  famous,  are  supported.  It  has  twenty-three  of  these  charita* 
ble  institutions.  When  Louis  XIV  threatened  to  destroy  the  city, 
Charles  II  said  :  **  I  am  of  opinion  that  Providence  will  preserve  Am- 
sterdam, if  it  were  only  for  the  great  charity  its  people  have  for  the 
poor." 
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Its  orphans  are  all  known  in  the  streets  by  their  dress.  Some  wear 
black  and  red  jackets ;  some  wear  black  with  a  white  band  round  the 
head;  some  are  dressed  in  black  with  a  red  and  white  band  around  the 
arm,  and  a  number  on  it.  Woe  to  the  man  who  admits  or  entices  any 
of  these  fatherless  of  Amsterdam  into  a  play  or  gin-house.  The  geotle 
hand  of  Christian  laws  shields  them  against  the  cruelties  of  temptation. 

In  the  afternoon  I  attended  services  in  the  Nieuwe  Kerk  (new  church), 
80-called,  though  built  nearly  five  hundred  years  ago.  It  is  one  of  the 
finest  churches  in  Holland,  very  large  and  very  plain.  The  ponderous 
sounding-board  over  the  palpit  helps  the  preacher's  voice  to  fill  its  vast 
dimensions.  The  congregation  was  very  small,  as  all  afternoon  congrega- 
tions are  on  the  continent. 

In  some  countries  people  must  sit  on  door  sills,  or  thrust  their  heads 
out  the  window  to  see  the  fashions  on  the  street.  Passing  along  the 
streets  of  Holland  cities  one  often  sees  a  little  white  hand  behind  a  half- 
opened  shutter,  holding  a  small  mirror,  sometimes  two,  to  improve  the 
reflection.  In  the  looking  glass  the  fair  lady,  and  those  not  so  fair,  can 
see  the  bonnets  and  costly  dresses  of  their  sisters  passing  by,  without  be- 
ing seen  by  them.  The  wealthy  Hollanders  believe  in  eojoying  the  com- 
forts of  life.  Around  Amsterdam  and  other  cities  are  numerous  villas, 
where  families  spend  their  summer  afternoons.  These  consist  of  a  pic- 
turesque cottage,  or  arbor,  nestlei  among  a  profusion  of  trees,  vines  and 
flowers.  There  the  men  smoke  their  pipes,  sip  their  beer  or  cofiee,  the 
old  ladies  knit,  and  the  younger  ones  sing,  romp  and  criticise  the  passers 
by.  Over  the  gateway  of  these  gardens  one  sometimes  finds  an  inscrip- 
tion, a  sort  of  a  motto  expressive  of  the  tastes  of  the  owner.  Thus  one 
has:  **  Wei  te  vreede'V  Well  contented).  Another:  **Mijn  lust  en 
leven"  (My  pleasure  and  life).  "  Vriendschap  en  geselshap  (Friendship 
and  sociability).  "  IJetvermaak  is  in't  hovenieren"  (There  is  pleasure 
in  gardening).  One  even  has  :  *'  De  vleesch  potten  van  Egypte"  (The 
flesh  pots  of  Egypt). 

The  Hollanders  are  famous  for  their  cleanliness,  and  that  as  our  readers 
know,  is  allied  to  godliness.  Water  and  mud  abound.  The  two  wage 
uncompromising  warfare  with  each  other,  under  the  leadership  of  diligent 
women.  They  seem  to  be  scrubbing  every  day,  and  indeed  during  the 
greater  part  of  the  day.  In  the  morning  it  is  unsafe  to  walk  the  streets 
of  a  Holland  town,  with  polished  boots  and  clean  linens.  When  least 
expected,  an  unseen  scrubber  will  dash  a  pail  of  water  against  a  second 
story  window  overhead,  and  favor  you  with  a  shower.  The  village  of 
Broeck,  a  few  miles  from  Amsterdam  excels  all  other  towns  in  Holland, 
perhaps  in  the  world  in  this  respect.  Mostly  composed  of  plain  one  sto- 
ry cottages,  one  would  little  suspect  that  any  of  them  are  inhabited  by 
families  of  wealth  and  rank.  Strolling  through  the  silent  streets,  I  no- 
ticed wooden  shoes,  sometimes  three  or  four  pairs,  standing  before  the 
house-doors ;  the  shoes  of  visitors,  who  left  them  outside  so  as  not  to 
soil  the  clean  floors  of  their  neighbors.  The  pavements  were  literally 
worn  by  scrubbing.  The  wooden  door-steps  were  as  pure  as  the  milk- 
pails  ;  such  immaculate  pails  with  shining  brass-hoops  around  them — ^hung 
on  the  garden-fence;  the  fence  was  washed  white  as  winter-snow.  The 
streets  are  too  narrow  and  too  clean  for  wagons  to  pass  through   them. 
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Indeed,  I  was  told  that  a  board  at  the  end  of  the  Tillage  proclaimed  a 
law,  requiring  riders  to  dismount  at  the  end  of  the  town,  and  lead  their 
horses  through  the  streets  at  a  slow  walk,  and  which  warns  strangers  not 
to  smoke  on  the  streets  without  stoppers  or  lids  on  their  pipes,  so  as  not 
to  spill  the  ashes  on  the  pavements.  But  for  the  scrubbers  the  streets 
would  look  quite  forsaken.  The  front  shutters,  front  rooms  indeed,  are 
said  to  be  never  opened  save  when  there  is  a  wedding  or  funeral  in  the 
family.  At  no  other  time  can  one  gain  admission.  Even  the  Emperor 
of  Russia,  on  a  visit,  was  refused  this  privilege. 

In  a  restaurant  I  got  a  glimpse  of  the  inside  of  a  cottage.  The  floor 
was  nicely  sanded,  streaked  with  all  manner  Qf  figures.  The  milk,  Dutch 
cheese  and  white  bread  I  still  remember  with  pleasure.  Along  with  the 
pipe  and  tobacco  laid  aside  of  my  plate,  was  a  bowl  in  which  carefully  to 
place  the  ashes.  No  carpets,  no  table-cloth,  no  dust  or  dirt  of  any  kind, 
a  shrine  of  domestic  purity  ;  of  moral  purity  too  I  dare  say.  For  the 
sweet,  happy  face  of  the  landlady,  set  in  her  little  white  cap  told  me  that 
this  must  be  the  abode  of  soul  cleanliness.  "  What  is  holiness  T'  a  little 
Sunday-school  scholar  was  once  asked  by  her  teacher.  **  To  have  the 
inside  clean,''  was  her  answer.  There  is  a  certain  connection  between 
the  scrubbing  and  religion  of  the  Hollanders,  and  that  is  why  I  speak 
of  both  in  these  ^^  Sundays  Abroad." 


THE  SCHOOL-HOUSE  AND  THE  CHRISTIAN  MINISTKEt. 

BT  PERKIOMEN. 

The  colored  people  of  Auburn  and  neighboring  cities  celebrated  the 
adoption  of  the  XV th  amendment  on  the  1st  of  August,  last.  The  pro- 
cession was  nearly  a  mile  long.  Arriving  at  the  residence  of  Ex-Secre- 
tary Seward,  a  halt  was  made  and  loud  cheers  were  given  for  the  Gov- 
ernor, who  appeared  at  the  entrance  to  his  grounds  and  spoke  some 
sensible  words  to  the  sable  masses,  which  are  applicable  to  all  people  and 
localities,  however,  without  regard  to  latitude  or  color. 

MR.   SEWARD*S   ADDRESS. 

I  rejoice  with  you  in  the  event  you  aro  celebrating,  not  more  because 
it  guarantees  internal  peace  and  perpetual  integrity  to  the  United  States 
than  because  it  is  the  harbinger  of  the  advancement  of  your  own  race 
and  of  the  broad  progress  of  civilization  throughout  the  world.  The 
event  proves,  that  constitutions  cannot  keep  men  slaves.  It  is  well  for 
you  to  reflect  now  that  constitutions,  however  amended  and  perfected, 
cannot  of  themselves  keep  men  free. 

It  requires  education  and  religion  to  do  this,  and  even  with  these, 
the  African  race  in  the  United  States  is  not  assured  of  the  future  so  long 
as  they  are  held  in  slavery  or  barbarism  in  any  other  part  of  the  world. 
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Employ  then,  a  schoolmaster  and  a  minister  of  the  Gospel.  You  need 
them  now  more  than  you  ever  did  before.  It  devolves  upon  you,  now 
that  you  have  been  emancipated  yourselves,  to  work  out  the  emancipa- 
tion and  elevation  of  your  o^n  race  in  the  West  Indies,  in  South  Ame- 
rica and  in  Africa.  For  this  great  work  you  will  need  neither  armies 
nor  navies  ;  but  you  need,  first,  just  what  your  friends  among  the  white 
men  had  in  working  your  emancipation — the  school  house  and  Christian 
meeting-houses.  Statesmen  never  fail  to  carry  out  what  the  people,  in- 
structed by  these  enlightened  and  humane  agencies,  show  to  be  safe,  just 
and  practicable.     Farewell  I" 

We  hold  in  memory  a  legend  of  " The  Great  Stone  Face*'  on  which 
we  purpose  to  enlarge,  in  illustration  of  Gov.  Seward's  teaching,  holding, 
at  the  same  time,  closely  to  the  chief  features  and  main  outline  of  the 
story  : 

Over  against  a  small  village  stood  a  large  rock,  on  which  could  be 
plainly  traced  the  profile  of  a  human  face.  ^'  It  is  nicer  than  the  Man 
in  the  Moon,"  the  children  were  wont  to  say. 

The  tradition  of — *  The  Great  Stone  Face,'  as  taught  by  the  ancient 
villagers,  ran  thus  :  **  It  is  the  'Face'  of  the  Prophet  of  the  Millen- 
nium." "  When  He  shall  come,  wisdom  and  righteousness  will  abound, 
and  the  village  will  be  Eden  restored."  Long  and  anxiously  had  the 
generations  of  villagers  waited  for  the  advent  of  the  personage  who 
should  wear  the  original  of  that 'Face' and  prove  their  Saviour.  And 
still  they  waited.  But  how  often  had  they  been  deluded  I  At  the  arri- 
val of  every  noted  stranger  they  fancied  a  certain  resemblance  in  his 
countenance,  and  were  set  agog  to  do  him  reverence.  As  often,  though, 
did  the  fathers  hesitate  to  catch  the  contagion,  and  refused  to  be  carried 
along  in  the  excitement.  They  smoked  their  pipes,  without  interrup- 
tion, shook  their  heads  with  an  air  of  assurance  and  said  :  ^'  He  is  not 
the  Great  Stone- Face  !"  The  mothers  too,  knitting  busily  on,  would  say  : 
"  Nay  !  Nay  !    The  young  are  too  sanguine.     We  were  once  just  so." 

Once  there  came  a  man  in  a  hackney-coach  to  the  village  inn.  He 
looked,  and  spoke,  and  carried  well.  The  community  became  elated  for 
a  season,  then,  and  slily  sought  to  measure  his  countenance  by  the  *  Great 
Stone  Face.'  He  was  a  wily  man  and  knew  the  long  current  legend  of 
the  village.  "  Gold  is  the  best  thing,"  said  the  stranger.  "  Your  com- 
munity is  a  poor  cloister.  I  will  impart  the  secret  of  growing  rich,  to  all 
who  crave  it.  It  will  fill  your  pockets,  your  drawers  and  your  chests. 
The  aged  need  never  work  any  more,  and  the  young  need  never  learn  to 
toil.  Give  me  but  an  *Eagle' — inan  for  man,  and  you  will  draw  fabulous 
Prizes  in  a  fortnight,  which  will  enrich  your  village  from  end  to  end." 

Many  went  after  the  shrewd  mountebank  and  buying,  had  sold  them- 
selves. 

But  the  aged  were  not  moved.  Not  a  muscle  did  they  move,  as  they 
sat  before  their  lowly  cottages,  and  smoked.  They  simply  warned  their 
children.  This  was  the  burden  of  their  warning  :  '*  Money  is  not  the 
best  thing.  There  was  no  Gold  in  Eden.  Avoid  the  snares  of  the  im- 
postor. He  wears  not  the  benevolent  countenance  of  the  *  Great  Stone- 
Face/  though  his  garments  look  imposing." 
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The  sayings  of  the  old  men  prevailed  at  last,  and  the  village  became 
still  again,  and  earned  all  the  gold  they  needed  for  bread  and  raiment, 
and  therewith  were  content.  But  daily  they  forgot  not  the  coming  man, 
whose  face  they  saw  upon  the  Hock. 

Another  character  arrived  and  drove  pretendingly  along  all  the  streets. 
The  young  and  middle-aged  flocked  after  him,  in  long  retinue.  Only 
the  aged  went  not  after  him.  *'This  is  the  man  of  the  Great  Stone- 
Face  !"  was  loudly  hawked  about,  and  the  stranger  was  pleased.  The 
new  character  was  not  as  bad  as  the  former  had  been.  He  built  them  a 
factory  ;  caused  diligence  and  thrift  to  flow  through  their  streets,  as 
blood  courses  through  the  veins  and  arteries  of  the  human  body.  The 
village  grew  in  size  and  number  and  significance.  But  still  wisdom  and 
righteousness  came  not.  The  morals  improved  not.  The  young  grew 
proud  and  arrogant.  They  obeyed  their  parents  less,  and  feared  God 
not  at  all. 

The  aged  lamented  over  the  delusion  of  their  children,  and  sighed  to 
think  that  they  should  not  live  to  see  the  advent  of  the  man  of  the 
'  Great  Stone-Face.'  Even  the  middle-aged  and  the  young  came,  by  de- 
grees, to  see  that  they  too  were  in  part  again  deceived.  Still,  the  village 
grew  on  in  commerce  and  everyday- life,  which  partly  atoned  for  their 
disappointment,  in  the  main  hope.  Some  even  grew  indifferent  over  the 
realization  of  the  long-cherished  hope,  whilst  not  a  few  boldly  declared, 
they  had  all  of  Eden  that  was  needed.  Only  the  wise  and  goodly- dis- 
posed would  not  surrender  the  hope  of  their  forefathers  and  their  own. 
As  one  and  another  veteran  died,  he  blessed  his  offspring  and  besought 
them  to  ever  live  in  the  expectation  of  the  man  with  the  'Great 
Stone-Face.' 

Once  there  came  a  wise  Master-builder,  who  raised  their  cottages  high- 
er ;  improved  their  homejs,  and  greatly  enhanced  their  domestic  comfort. 
'*  Ah  !  this  is  the  *  Prophet  of  the  Period,'  "  said  the  Bchool- girls  and  the 
young  ladies  all.  But  the  people  were  no  happier  than  their  ancestors 
had  been  in  their  humble  homes  and  with  their  plainer  fare.  Nor 
could  they,  after  a  little,  trace  any  likeness  between  this,  and  that  'Face' 
that  looked  forth  from  the  Kock.  Many  died  in  despair  of  ever  having 
the  prophecy  fulfilled.  Then  there  came  a  Gardener  who  beautified  their 
lawns  and  plots  and  little  fields.  Flowers  bloomed  far  and  near.  The 
meadows  were  dark-green  with  luscious  grasses.  The  wheat  staggered  on 
the  bending  stalk.  There  was  plenty  and  beauty  in  and  around  the  vil- 
lage. ''  He  is  the  man  of  the  *  Great  Stone-Face,' "  was  heard  aloud  from 
the  lips  of  many,  young  and  old ;  many,  before  of  doubtful  minds,  be- 
came believers  now,  and  blessed  the  day  that  dawned  upon  the  village 
at  last.  How  could  they  any  longer  hesitate  ?  Were  there  not  flow- 
ers everywhere?  And  Eden  was  full  of  flowers. 
•  Bat  yet  there  were  a  few  who  would  not  believe.  "  There  have  been 
benefactors  among  us  ere  now,"  said  they.  *'  He  too  is  worthy  of  such 
a  name.  There  will  others  come  after  him.  But  none  have,  as  yet, 
shown  a  face  as  fair  and  benevolent  as  is  the  ^  Great  Stone-Face.'  Honor 
all  men  according  to  their  deserts ;  but  have  a  care  how  you  reverence 
any  man,  lest  you  confer  on  him  that  honor  which  is  due  another  only." 
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Nor  were  the  people  better.  Luxury  did  not  bring  the  wisdom  and  right- 
eousness which  had  been  foretold,  and  which  the  village  needed.  31  any 
felt  that,  in  the  aggregate,  there  had  been  a  reformation  effected,  even 
in  the  social  and  moral  condition  of  the  v>llage ;  but  in  candor  they 
could  not  attribute  it  to  one  or  the  other  of  those  whom  they  had  been 
once  willing  to  canonize  as  their  Patron  saint.  -  Consequently  the  ppirit 
of  unbelief  set  in  with  many,  whilst  the  others  no  longer  thought  of  any 
one  as  the  great  Deliverer.  Only  the  few  aged  ones  remained  full  of 
faith  in  his  advent.  "  He  is  nearer,"  said  the  faithful  few.  "  The  vil- 
lage has  grown  better  in  every  way,  than  we  once  saw  it.  It  is  not  Eden 
yet ;  it  will  not  be  soon.  But  as  we  feel  the  warm  breath  of  spring 
blowing  over  us,  even  during  the  winter  months,  sometimes,  so  can  we 
ioretell  the  Prophet's  footsteps  coming  closer.  His  steps  are  short  and 
soft.     Never  can  we  believe  the  faith  of  ages  to  prove  false.'* 

Then  a  feeling  of  confidence  would  settle  on  all  minds  again.  Some 
maintained  that  the  Prophet  had  long  ago  come  among  them,  without  ob- 
servation and  show,^and  even  went  so  far  as  to  trace  the  resemblance 
between  this  or  that  prominent  character  and  the  '  Great  Stone-Face.' 
Others  said  :  "  Not  so,  indeed ;  but  the  Man  of  the  *  Great  Stone-Face' 
is  verily  near.  We  seem  to  hear  his  soft  footsteps  and  feel  his  purifying 
breath.  Behold  he  has  cast  his  sunshine  ahead.  Gross  vices  have 
grown  less  numerous  ;  n.orals  have  ripened  in  many,  and  society  has  im- 
proved vastly  over  former  years." 

Thus  the  feeling  waxed  and  waned  in  the  village,  as  ever  and  again  a 
noted  personage  appeared  within  its  borders.  It  was  faith  and  unbelief, 
as  the  minds  of  the  dwellers  were  excited  or  disappointed.  Only  the  very 
oldest  few  continued  to  believe,  even  againbt  probability,  and  to  hope 
against  hope. 

After  the  lapse  of  fifty  years  there  was  a  funeral  held  by  all  the  vil- 
lagers. The  Pastor  lay  a  corpse  in  the  Old  town  church.  All  felt  sad, 
and  tearfully  rendered  the  last  sad  honor  to  his  remains.'  They  passed 
in  at  the  great  church- door,  and  lingered  around  the  coffin.  They  looked 
a  long,  last  look,  and  wiped  the  tears  away.  Parents  led  their  children 
up  and  bade  thera  see  now  as  they  could  never  again,  the  countenance  of 
him  who  had  blessed,  instructed  and  served  the  villagers  for  one  full  half 
century. 

The  tolling  of  the  bell  announced  the  opening  of  the  burial  service. 
Slowly  each  one  turned  away  to  a  seat,  loath  to  bid  adieu  to  the  Pastor's 
venerable  and  familiar  countenance,  smiling  in  death. 

Father  Brai nerd  spoke  from  the  words:  ^^  But  there  standeth  one 
among  you^  whom  ye  know  notP  He  dwelt  on  Christ's  presence  among 
them  now  and  before.  That  it  was  not  with  observation  however.  How 
the  true  worth  of  His  Gospel  lies  hid  from  the  world.  That  He  is  nearer 
than  we  ourselves  know.  That  God  is  in  His  true  servants  and  working 
through  them  upon  and  in  hearts,  hearths  and  communities.  That  God 
had  been  in  their  midst  for  one-half  century,  hidden  from  their  eyes,  in 
this  innocent,  pious,  meek  and  diligent  Pastor.  That  he  had  glided  into 
their  bosom  many  years  ago  \  had  built  them  a  school- house  and  taught 
their  children  and  many  of  those  children's  parents ;  had  built  them  a 
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church,  and  kindled  a  fire  in  their  midst,  which  purified  their  hearts,  ex- 
tirpated vices,  elevated  their  morals,  taught  them  the  Way  of  Life,  as 
well  as  prepared  their  minds  a  full  generation  and  more^  to  improve  their 
community  hy  laying  hold  on  whatever  facility  this  or  that  man  had, 
from  one  time  to  another,  hrought  before  them.  How  the  leaven  of  the 
Gospel  had  been  progressing  throughout  their  community,  through  the 
humble  and  long  service  of  their  now  departed  Pastor.  How  the  curious 
world  often  inquired  after  and  gazed  in  expectation  of  the  Messiah, 
when,  "Zo  /  lie  is  here  I  "  That  they,  perhaps,  had  said :  "  When  will 
the  Lord  deliver  this  people  ?"  when  His  Kingdom  had  already  been 
among  them.     Yea,  *  there  stood  one  among  you,  whom  ye  knew  not !' 

Then  were  the  eyes  of  the  villagers  opened,  and  they  recognized  the 
features  of  the  '  Great  Stone-Face'  in  the  life,  history  and  services  of 
their  old  and  departed  Pastor. 

A  reflecting  mind  can  readily  see  that  the  application  of  the  legend  is 
not  far-fetched.  Under  the  nurturing  influence  of  a  fifty-years'  school- 
teaching,  a  wilderness  becomes  an  Eden.  Such  a  civilizing  was,  at  least, 
eflected  in  former  days,  when  the  School-master  had  been  a  permanent 
charactier  in  a  community.  Under  the  plastic  power  of  his  hand  the 
little  desperados  all  around  have  become  men  and  women,  fathers  and 
mothers,  citizens,  leading  characters  in  the  State  and  Church — Esquires, 
Legislators,  Doctors,  Lawyers,  Preachers  and  men  of  mark  at  home  and 
abroad. 

Guizot  thus  speaks  of  ^*  A  Good  School-master  :"  "What  a  well-as- 
sorted union  of  qualities  is  required  to  constitute  a  good  school-master. 
A  good  school-master  ought  to  be  a  man  who  knows  much  more  than  he 
is  called  upon  to  t-each,  that  he  may  teach  with  intelligence  and  taste ; 
who  has  a  noble  and  elevated  mind,  that  he  may  preserve  that  dignity  of 
character  and  deportment,  without  which  he  will  never  obtain  the  respect 
and  confidence  of  families  ;  who  possesses  a  rare  mixture  of  gentleness 
and  firmness;  a  man  not  ignorant  of  his  rights,  but  thinking  far  more  of 
his  duties ;  showiug  to  all  a  good  example,  and  serving  to  all  as  counsel- 
lor;  not  given  to  change  his  condition,  but  satisfied  with  his  situation,  be- 
cause it  gives  him  the  honor  of  doing  good ;  and  who  has  resolved  in  his 
mind  to  live  and  die  in  the  service  of  imparting  primary  instruction  to 
the  young,  touching  the  lifelong  art  of  benefiting  their  fellow-man  and 
glorifying  God.'' 

How  much  of  all  this  applies  to  certain  striplings,  who  light  down 
here  and  there^  like  migrating  birds,  with  a  satchel  bare  of  everything, 
save  a  paper-collar,  a  bottle  of  Cologne  and  Tom  Paiue's  works,  for  the 
purpose  of  "  teaching  school"  a  few  winter  months — we  will  not  pretend 
to  decipher.  But  certain  we  are,  that  we  have  known  school-masters  upon 
whom  every  word  of  Guizot  fits  with  admirable  grace.  And  such  a 
school-master  the  legend  of  the  '  Great  Stone-Face'  contemplates ;  no 
other. 

But,  besides,  he  had  been  the  village  Pastor.  Now,  please  don't  get 
your  model  of  all  Parsons  from  Charles  Dickens — the  man  whom  the 
world  has  lately  canonized  as  a  sort  oi' Jictitioiu  saint.  Look  at,  and 
read  Goldsmith's  portrait  (if  it  be  not  too  long)  : 
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"  A  man  he  was,  to  all  the  country  dear, 

And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  jear ; 
.    Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 

Nor  e'er  had  changed  nor  wish^  to  change  his  place ; 

Unskillful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power. 

By  doctrines  fashioned  to  the  varying  hour; 

Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to  prize, 

More  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 

His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 

He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved  their -pain. 

The  long  remembered  beggar  was  his  guest, 

Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast ; 

The  ruined  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 

Claimed  kinared  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed  ; 

The  broken  soldier  kindly  bade  to  stay. 

Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away ; 

Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done. 

Shouldered  his  crutch  and  show'd  how  fields  were  won. 

Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  learned  to  glow, 

And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe  ; 

Careless  their  merits,  or  their  faults  to  scan, 

His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride, 

And  e'en  his  failings  leaned  to  virtue's  side ; 

But  in  his  duty,  prompt  at  every  call, 

He  watphed  and  wept,  he  prayed  and  felt  for  all. 

And  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries, 

To  tempt  its  new-fledged  offspring  to  the  skies, 

He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull  delay. 

Allured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid. 

And  sorrow,  guilt  ana  pain,  by  turn,  dismayed, 

The  reverend  champion  stood.    At  his  control, 

Despair  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling  soul ; 

Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise, 

And  his  last  faltering  accents  whispered  praise. 

At  church  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 

His  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place  ;     ^ 

Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway, 

And  fools,  who  came  to  scoff*,  remained  to  pray. 

The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man. 

With  ready  zeal,  each  honest  rustic  ran ; 

E'en  children  followed  with  endearing  wile, 

And  plucked  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's  smile. 

His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  exprest, 

Their  welfare  pleased  him,  and  their  cares  distrest ; 

To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given, 

But  all  his  serious  thoughts  bad  rest  in  heaven." 

With  such  a  "  Village  Teacher"  and  "  Village  Preacher,"  all  in  one, 
we  wonder  not,  that  the  legend  of  the  '  Great  Stone-Face'  found  its  full 
and  natural  reality.  Nor  do  we  believe  it  possible  for  any  community  to 
dispense  with  the  services,  either  of  just  such  a  character,  who  embodies 
the  Teacher  and  the  Preacher  in  himself,  or  of  two  separate  personages 
Who  share  their  duties  between  themselves. 
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It  is  cheering  to  hear  a  man  like  Ex-Secretary  Seward  raise  his  vener- 
able Toice  above  the  melancholy  hootings  and  skeptical  screechings  of  in- 
fidel demagogues,  in  favor  of  the  maintenance  of  Christian  nurture,  as 
something  essential  to  the  civilization  of  Society  and  the  Race.  Just  in 
that  strain  every  enlightened  head,  with  a  good  heart  under  it,  will  feel 
compelled  to  utter  its  sentiments,  whether  the  populace  will  then  incline 
to  elevate  such  a  man  to  the  Presidential  chair  or  not. 

All  honor  to  Governor  Seward.  In  the  name  of  the  Christian  Public 
we  thank  him  for  his  words.  As  the  scar?,  which  the  hacking  knife  of 
an  assassin  have  caused,  are  the  signs  and  seals  of  his  Patriotism — no 
matter  what  party  spirit  may  say— so  are  we  willing  to  accept  his  late 
Address  as  the  badge  of  a  Christian  Statesman. 


*  STRIKING  PASSAGES  FBOM  THE  NEW  ATMOSPHERE.'' 


BY  THE  EDITOR. 


Strolling  leisurely  through  a  certain  public  Library  recently,  skim- 
ming over  'titles  from  shelf  to  shelf,  my  eye  happened  to  fall  on  the 
**  New  Atmosphere,  by  Gail  Hamilton."  When  the  thermometer  ranged 
from  90  to  95,  one  might  well  be  pardoned  for  seeking  a  new  atmosphere 
to  breathe  in.  I  found  this  a  very  spicy  book,  indeed  allspice;  little 
sugar  and  much  pepper.  Many  hard  things  does  the  writer  say  about  the 
wrongs  and  woes  of  women.  Instead  of  giving  my  own  impressions  of 
the  book,  I  will  give  those  of  sundry  unknown  readers;  who  with  a  fair 
hand  underscored  certain  passages,  and  drew  lead-pencil  marks  along  the 
margin.  Very  sorry  I  am  that  the  fair  readers  did  not  append  their 
names,  or  at  least  initials  to  their  marks — which  would  enable  me  to  give 
them  the  proper  credit,  and  introduce  a  list  of  new,  although  involun- 
tary, contributors  to  the  readers  of  the  Guardian.  These  margin  marks, 
though  consisting  mostly  only  of  straight,  and  sometimes  too  of  crooked 
lines,  are  after  all  an  expression  of  their  approval,  and  in  a  certain  sense 
make  the  passages  marked  their  own.  Little  do  they  expect  to  find  their 
productions  in  print.  Like  a  certain  English  poet — they  awake  from 
pleasant  slumbers  some  Autumn  morning  and  to  their  surprise  find  them- 
selves authors. 

Here  is  a  pencil  mark  carefully  drawn  around  the  following  passage : 
"I  have  seen  girls — respectable,  well-educated,  daughters  of  Christian 
families,  of  families  who  think  they  believe  that  Man's  chief  end  is  to 
glorify  God  and  enjoy  Him  forever,  who  profess  to  make  the  Bible  their 
rule  of  faith  and  practice,  to  eschew  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  the  world, 
and  consecrate  themselves  to  the  Lord, — who  are  yet  trained  to  think 
and  talk  of  marriage  in  a  manner  utterly  commercial  and  frivolous.  Al- 
lusions to  and  conversations  on  the  subject  are  of  such  a  nature  that  they 
cannot  remain  unmarried  without  shame.  They  are  taught  not  in  direct 
terms  at  so  much  a  lesson  like  Music  or  German,  but  indirectly  and  with 
a  thoroughness,  which  no  Music  Master  can  equal,  that  if  a  woman  is  not 
married,  it  is  because  she  is  not  attractive^  that  to  be  unattractive  to  men 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]        "  Striking  Passages  from  the  New  Atmosphere"  305 

is  the  most  dismal  and  dreadful  misfortune,  and  that  for  an  unmarried 
woman  earth  has  no  honor  and  no  happiness,  hut  only  toleration  and  a 
mitigated  or  unmitigated  contempt." 

It  is  true,  every  word  of  it.  And  I  am  not  at  all  surprised  that  an 
earnest  soul,  chafing  under  the  tyranny  of  this  false  public  sentiment, 
should  pause  at  this  passage  to  draw  a  line  around  it. 

The  following  has  a  pencil  mark  on  both  margins. 

"  Another,  less  fatal  but  sufficiently  cool  and  more  vexatious,  is  the  in- 
jury that  is  inflicted  upon  natural  and  healthful  association.  Men  and 
women  are  not  allowed  to  look  upon  each  other  as  rational  beings  3  every 
woman  is  a  wife  in  the  grub,  every  man  is  a  possible  husband  in  the 
chrysalis  state.  If  young  people  enjoy  each  other's  conversation,  and 
make  opportunities  to  secure  it,  there  are  dozens  of  gossips,  male  and 
female,  who  proceed  to  fore-cast  *a  match.'  Iptelligent  interchange  of 
opinion  and  sentiments  between  a  man  and  a  woman  for  the  mere  delight 
in  it,  with  no  design  upon  each  other's  name  or  fortune,  is  a  thing  of 
which  a  large  majority  of  civilized  Americans  have  no  conception.  A 
man  and  woman  find  each  other  agreeable,  they  cultivate  each  other's 
society,  and  anon,  East,  West,  South  and  North  goes  the  report  that 
they  are  '  engaged/  It  is  easy  to  see  what  a  check  this  gives  to  an  in- 
tercourse that  would  be  in  the  highest  degree  beneficial  to  both  sexes, 
beneficial  by 'giving  to  each  a  more  accurate  knowledge  of  the  other,  and 
by  improving  what  in  each  is  good,  and  diminishing  what  is  bad.'' 

The  following  is  enclosed  in  pencil-brackets,  most  likely  by  the  hand 
of  Pome  underpaid  female  teacher,  of  whom  there  are  not  a  few.  "  Teach- 
ing is  free  to  her  (to  woman)  with  the  disadvantage  of  being  miserably, 
shamefully,  wickedly  underpaid,  both  as  regards  the  relative  and  in- 
trinsic value  of  her  work ;  but  this  is  an  argument  which  does  not  de- 
grade her,  only  the  men  who  employ  her." 

Parents  have  strong  claims  upon  their  children — their  daughters. 
Gail  Hamilton  thinks  too  much  is  made  of  these  claims.  And  a  disciple 
of  Gail  marks  the  following  passage  in  her  book : 

**If  one  may  judge  from  popular  ethics  the  duty  seems  to  be  chiefly 
on  one  side.  Lions  we  are  told,  would  appear  to  the  world  in  a  very 
different  light  if  lions  wrote  history;  so  filial  and  parental  relations, 
described  as  they  always  are  by  the  parental  part  of  the  community, 
have  a  different  bearing  from  what  they  would  if  looked  at  from  the 
children's  point  of  view.  In  our  eagerness  to  enforce  the  claims  which 
parents  have  on  children,  we  seem  sometimes  ready  to  forget  the  equally 
stringent  claims  which  children  have  on  parents.  Much  is  said  about 
the  gratitude  which  parental  care  imposes  upon  the  child;  very  little 
about  the  responsibility  which  his  involuntary  birth  imposes  upon  him- 
self." 

Had  not  the  author  of  this  book  better  advise  parents  to  put  them- 
selves under  the  government  of  their  children;  let  papa  and  mamma 
learn  the  A,  B,  C,  of  good  manners  and  obedience  of  Charlie  riding  his 
broom  handle,  and  from  Mazie  playing  with  her  doU? 
^    The  following  has  truth  and  point  to  commend  it : 
'  "  A  man  receives  immediate  and  definite  results  from  his  work.     He 
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has  a  salary  or  wages — so  much  a  day,  a  year,  a  job.  His  wife  gets  do 
money  for  her  work.  She  has  no  funds  under  her  own  control,  no  resources 
of  which  she  is  mistress.  She  must  draw  supplies  from  her  husband,  and 
often  with  much  outlay  of  ingenuity.  Some  men  dole  out  money  to  their 
wives  as  if  it  were  a  gift,  a  charity,  something  to  which  the  latter  have  no 
right,  but  which  they  must  receive  as  a  favor,  and  for  which  they  must 
be  thankful.  They  act  as  if  their  wives  were  trying  to  plunder  them. 
Now  a  man  has  no  more  right  to  his  earnings  than  his  wife  has.  They 
belong  to  her  just  as  much  as  to  him.  There  is  a  mischievous  popular 
opinion  that  the  husband  is  the  producer  and  the  wife  the  consumer.  In 
point  of  fact  the  wife  is  just  as  much  a  producer  as  the  husband.  Many 
a  woman  d()es  as  much  to  build  up  her  husband's  prosperity  as  he  does 
himself.  Many  a  woman  saves  him  from  disgrace.  And  as  a  general 
rule,  the  fate  and  fortune  of  the  family  lie  in  her  hands  as  much  as  in  his. 
What  absurdity ;  to  pai/  him  his  wages  and  to  give  her  money  to  go  shop- 
ping with."  "  A  sensitive  woman  is  fully  alive  to  her  relations.  There 
is  need  that  every  gentle  and  tender  courtesy  should  assure  and  convince 
her  that  the  money  she  costs  is  a  pleasure  and  a  privilege." 

<<  Her  work  is  in  point  of  fact  incomparably  fairer,  finer,  and  more  diffi- 
cult, more  important  than  his.  A  man  may  work  up  to  his  knees  in 
swamp  meadows,  or  breathe  all  day  the  foul  air  of  a  court  room;  but  if, 
when  released,  he  turns  naturally  to  sunshine  and  apple-orchards,  and 
womanly  grace,  swamp  mud  and  vile  air  have  not  polluted  him.*' 

On  the  margin  of  the  last  sentence  is  written  in  a  very  fair  ladies'  hand 
(I  mean  a  fair  hand-writing,  for  ought  I  know,  the  writer  and  her  hand 
are  fair  too  ) — but  here  is  written : — 

**  }F%  apple  orchards  r^  How  grateful  and  refreshing  the  shade  of 
an  apple  orchard  these  sweltering  summer  days.  And  how  luscious  their 
fruit  which  will  ripen  by  and  by.  An  impressive  figure  of  the  paradise 
which  the  over-worked  husband  finds  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  after 
the  day's  work  and  worry  is  ended. 

The  following  little  lecture  to  a  worldly  husband,  who  makes  his  busi- 
ness a  pretext  for  neglecting  his  wife  and  children,  is  marked,  perhaps,  by 
one  who  knows  whereof  she  affirms : 

"  Will  money  give  you  the  saving  influence  over  your  boy  which  might 
have  kept  him  from  vicious  companions  and  vicious  habits, — an  influence 
which  your  constant  interest,  intercourse  and  example  in  his  boyish 
days  might  have  established,  but  which  seemed  to  you  too  trivial  a  thing 
to  win  you  from  your  darling  pursuits  of  gain  ?  Will  money  make  you 
the  friend  and  confident  of  your  daughter^  the  joy  of  her  heart  and  the 
standard  of  her  judgment,  so  that  her  ripening  youth  shall  give  you 
intimacy,  interchange  of  thought  and  sentiment,  and  you  shall  give  to 
her  a  measure  to  estimate  the  men  around  her,  and  a  steady  light  that 
shall  keep  her  from  being  beguiled  by  the  lights  that  only  lead  astray  ? 
Will  it  give  you  back  the  children  who  have  rushed  out  wildly  or  strayed 
indifferently  from  the  house  which  you  have  never  taken  pains  to  make  a 
home,  but  have  been  content  to  turn  it  into  a  hotel,  with  only  less  of 
liberty?  Will  money  make  you  the  heart  as  well  as  the  head  of  your 
family — ^honored;  revered,  beloved?   A  family's  needs  are  not  gay  clothing 
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and  rich  food,  but  a  husbaDd  and  a  father.  It  is  the  great  duty  of  his 
(^the  husband's)  life  to  be  acquainted  with  his  children^  to  know  their 
character,  their  tastes,  their  tendencies,  to  know  who  are  their  associates, 
and  what  are  their  associations,  what  books  thej  read,  and  what  books 
they  like  to  read,  to  gratify  their  innocent  desires,  to  crop  off  their  ex- 
crescences and  bring  out  their  excellences,  to  know  them  as  a  good  farmer 
knows  his  soil,  draining  the  bogs  into  fertile  meadows  and  turning  the 
water  courses  into  channels  of  beauty  and  life.  He  may  furnish  his 
children  opportunities  without  number,  but  the  one  thing  beyond  all 
others  which  he  owes  them  is  himself.  He  may  provide  tutors  and 
schools ;  but  to  no  tutor  and  no  school  can  he  pass  over  his  relationship 
and  its  responsibilities.  If  he  is  a  stran^r  to  his  children,  if  they  are 
strangers  to  him,  he  shall  bo  found  wanting  when  he  is  weighed  in  the 
balance." 

This  too  is  marked — alas  the  mark  gives  us  room  to  fill  up  a  sad  picture 
in  the  back -ground. — ^^Many  and  many  a  man  would  be  amazed  at  learn- 
ing that  in  the  tame  household  drudge,  in  the  meek,  timid,  apologetic 
recipient  of  his  caprices,  in  the  worn  and  fretful  invalid,  in  the  common- 
place, insipid  domestic  weakling,  he  scorns  an  angel  unawares.  Many  a 
wife  is  wearied  and  neglected  into  moral  shabbioess,  who,  rightly  entreat- 
ed, would  have  walked  sister  and  wife  qf  the  gods/' 

"The  deportment  of  children  to  their  parents  is  very  largely  influenced 
by  the  deportment  of  parents  to  each  other.  It  is  of  small  service  that  a 
child  be  taught  to  repeat  the  formula  *  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother/ 
if  by  his  bearing,  the  father  continually  dishonors  the  mother.  The 
Monday  courtesy  has  more  effect  than  the  Sunday  commandment.'' 

"  It  is  much  better  to  bo  the  wife  of  an  honest  and  respectable 
American  citizen  than  to  be  Empress  of  the  French — even  looking  at  it 
in  a  solely  worldly  point  of  view." 

Alas  for  poor  Eugenie ! 


LETTEBS  TO  CLABINDA  LOVELACE. 

Norwood,  Aug.  4th,  1870. 
My  Dear  Clarinda  : 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have  written  to  you,  but  when  you 
have  a  husband,  and  five  boys  to  care  for,  I  do  not  think  you  will  find 
much  time  for  letter  writing.  This  morning,  as  I  was  ironing  in  the 
dining  room,  I  heard  your  Uncle  Charles  laughing  very  merrily  in  the 
next  room,  laughing  again,  and  again,  until  my  curiosity  was  so  much 
excited,  that  I  opened  the  door,  to  see  what  he  was  enjoying  so  much. 
The  moment  he  saw  me,  said  he,  *'My  dear,  I  was  just  coming  to  read 
you  a  letter — Here's  richness."  And  then,  he  read  me  your  Aunt 
Betsey's  letter,  and  laughed  again  right  merrily.     After  a  time,  however, 
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he  grew  thoughtful  and  said,  "  Katheriue — I  think  you  ought  to  write  to 
Clarinda,  it's  too  bad,  to  let  your  Sister  be  filling  the  girl's  head,  with 
nil  her  xvith  Amendment  notions.  Prince  Albert,  and  your  Brother- 
in-law  were  exceptional  cases,  and  had  to  be  wooed  in  queenly  fashion, 
but  tell  Clarinda  from  me,  that  a  man  who  can't  do  his  own  wooing,  isn't 
worth  winning,  or  marrying  either.  I  always  have  believed  in  the  old 
couplet, 

*  He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 
Or  his  deserts  are  small, 

Who  puts  tt  not  unto  the  touch, 
To  win,  or  lose  it  all/ 

Write  that  to  Clarinda,  with  love  from  her  Uncle  Charles,  and  don't 
delay  it  long,  my  dear,  for  I  consider  your  Sister  Betsey's  teaching  very 
pernicious  indeed.  I  should  think  Job  had  written  the  letter  himself,  if  I 
did  not  know  what  very  peculiar  ideas  your  Sister  has  about  these 
things." 

Having  relieved  his  mind,  your  Uncle  returned  to  his  work,  and  I,  to 
my  ironing;  1  felt  that  he  had  laid  rather  a  heavy  responsibility  upon 
me;  but  concluded  that  he  knew  best  what  ought  to  be  done  in  the 
matter. 

I  do  feel  as  if  I  was  "  stepping  out  of  my  sphere,"  in  writing  for  the 
press;  but  have  concluded  to  direct  my  letter,  to  the  care  of  the  Editor 
of  the  Guardian ;  hoping  that  he  may  be  able  to  send  it  to  you  privately, 
without  letting  the  public  know,  how  greatly  Sister  Betsey  and  I  differ, 
in  regard  to  matrimonial  affairs.  You  are  old  enough  now,  to  know 
something  of  family  affairs,  and  perhaps  at  any  day,  may  be  called  upon 
to  decide  whom  you  will  marry ;  and  as  Sister  Betsey  has  taken  the  ini- 
tiative, I  feel  less  reluctant  to  write  to  you.  Long  ago,  when  I  was  a 
young  girl,  I  was  going  away  from  home  on  a  visit,  and  there  was  a 
gentlemin  in  the  family  where  I  was  going  to  visits  of  whom  I  had  heard 
a  great  deal,  but  whom  I  had  never  seen.  Before  I  went  away,  a  relative 
of  his,  an  old  lady  whom  I  respected  very  highly,  said  to  me,  "  My  dear, 

if  you  marry  Edward  K ,  you'll  have  to  push  the  boat."      I  was 

amused  at  first,  and  then  a  little  indignant,  that  she  should  class  me, 
with  the  young  ladies  who  went  about  seeking  some  one  to  marry,  but 
I've  often  thought  of  her  words  since,  they  always  recur  to  me,  when  I 
meet  your  Uncle  Job.  Good  and  estinwble  as  he  is,  your  Aunt  Betsey 
certainly,  does  *'push  the  boat."  As  for  taking  an  oar,  in  case  of  ne- 
cessity, and  helping  with  ^'a  long  pull,  a  strong  pull,  and  a  pull  al- 
together," I  don't  object  to  that;  but  I  think  it  is  a  man's  privilege  to 
*^  push  the  boat,"  and  if  he  does  not  do  it,  I  never  could  respect  him 
enough,  to  promise  to  "  love,  honor,  and  obey  him." 

As  for  telling  you,  "  how  to  go  about  falling  in  love,"  as  Sister  Betsey 
says,  I  think  Clarinda,  such  directions  are  beyond  the  ken,  of  wiser 
women  than  your  Aunt,  or  I. 

God  has  placed  you  in  the  world,  and  given  you  a  work  to  do  here  for 
Him.  Try  to  do  it  as  well,  and  as  heartily  as  you  can.  Love  Q^d  wiih 
all  your  heart  and  your  neighbor  as  yourself,  and  you  will  not  have  much 
time  to  consider  ^'  how  to  £el11  in  love." 
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As  for  telling  you,  "  how  she  wooed  your  Uncle,"  as  your  Uncle 
Charles  said  very  truly,  "his  was  an  exceptional  case/'  and  her  ex- 
perience can  be  of  no  value  to  you. 

When  I  hear  of  ladies  wooing,  I  always  think  of  the  story  I  heard,  of 
a  celebrated  New  England  Divine,  one  of  the  heroes  of  my  girlhood. 
Some  lady  so  far  forgot  her  sex,  as  to  offer  him  her  heart,  hand,  and 
fortune.  With  more  severity  than  gallantry,  he  replied  in  his  grave, 
dignified  way — "  Madame,  give  your  heart  to  God,  your  fortune  to  the 
Church,  and  your  hand — to  the  man  that  asks  for  it." 

Public  opinion,  and  the  usages  of  society,  relieve  ladies  of  all  responsi- 
bility in  this  matter ;  we  may  accept  or  reject  addresses,  but  beyond  that, 
we  can  do  nothing;  we  should  lose  our  self  respect  and  the  respect  of 
our  friends,  if  we  took  any  other  course. 

However,  if  you  meet^  remember  I  repeat  the  word,  meet  not  ^^find" 
for  I  trust  you  will  never  start  out  upon  such  a  search,  a  gentleman, 
whose  Christian  character  you  admire  and  respect,  whose  manners  are 
agreeable  to  you,  with  whose  tastes  and  aspirations  you  can  sympathize, 
and  who  is  able  to  support  a  wife ;  if  such  a  one  shows  a  decided 
preference  for  your  society,  'tis  time  enough  for  you  to  think  seriously 
about  the  matter. 

But  dfear  child,  don't  think  that  every  gentleman,  who  pays  you  the 
attention  due  to  a  lady,  wishes  to  marry  you.  No  matter  how  good 
friends  you  are,  no  matter  how  frequently  you  meet,  a  lady  has  no  right 
to  think  a  gentleman's  intentions  are  serious,  unless  he  tells  her  so,  in  so 
many  words. 

If  you  meet  such  a  gentleman,  and  can  return  his  affection,  if  you  fee^ 
that  as  his  wife  you  can  better  serve  God.  and  your  neighbor;  then, 
marry  and  be  happy,  as  you  cannot  fail  to  be,  under  such  auspices;  if 
you  do  not,  rather  live  unmarried  to  the  end  of  your  days,  than  be 
classed  among  the  women,  who  are  throwing  their  bait  for  husbands ; 
even  tho'  they  may  "  bait  with  merit." 

Now,  and  then,  you  will  meet  women  (ladies  I  cannot  call  them),  who 
stoop  to  such  practices,  but  tho'  I  blush  for  my  sex,  I  usually  try  to  con- 
sole myself  with  the  reflection,  "  truly  in  vain,  the  net  is  spread  in  the 
sight  of  any  bird." 

In  regard  to  "  flirting  and  coquetting,"  I  believe  you  have  too  much 
native  dignity  and  good  sense,  to  stoop  to  such  arts. 

As  for  the  "  love  tasters  "  sister  13etsey  speaks  of,  I  think  in  most 
cases  they  are  masculine  weapons,  and  would  be  utterly  powerless  in 
feminine  bands,  unless  the  men  of  this  generation  are  much  more  im- 
pressible than  the  last 

I  fear  that  I  have  wearied  you  with  my  long  letter.  I  shall  be  very 
glad  to  hear  from  you  soon,  and  to  receive  a  visit  from  you. 

Norwood  is  pleasant  now,  and  your  Uncle  and  Cousins  will  be  delighted 
to  have  you  with  us.  The  boys  have  vacation,  and  are  ready  for  boating, 
riding,  walking,  croquet  or  anything  you  incline  to.  Hoping  to  see  you 
very  soon,  with  my  best  wishes  for  your  health  and  happiness. 

Your  Apfectionate  Aunt  Ka^tharine. 

20 
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THE  BLESSED  YIRQIN. 


BY  C.  KESSLER,  BEADING,   PA. 


Four  hundred  orbs  of  time  were  gone  since  last 

The  prophet  spoke.    No  vision  cheered  ihe  fainting  heart. 

Fair  Palestine  was  burdened  sore.     The  yoke 

Of  Roman  bondage  pressed  the  pious  Jew; 

The  temple's  sacred  shrine— the  Holy  Ark, 

And  all  the  glory  of  the  only  God 

His  ancient  chosen  people  saw  despised. 

Throughout  the  land,  the  pious  matrons  all 

Were  looking  for  the  promised  seed.     Each  hoped 

That  soon  the  Lord  would  pity  this  distress 

And  e'en  through  her  perchance  would  bless  the  land. 

Amon^  the  Northern  hills,  at  Nazareth, 

A  Jewish  maid  sat  musing  on 

Her  nation's  state.    Oft  had  she  studied  well 

The  prophet's  lore,  and  praying  wept  that  thus 

The  heathen  pressed  God's  people  under  foot. 

The  Holy  Writ  before  her  lay.    Her  eyes 

In  dreamy  meditation  upward  turned, 

Bespoke  her  pious  thougnts.     A  picture  fair 

To  look  upon.    Not  dressed  in  gaudy  trappings. 

No  borrowed  lustre  from  the  world  she  wore ; 

But  beauty,  such  as  children  in  their  mothers  see 

Was  her's.    Betrothed  to  one  of  Abram's  sons 

She  hoped  the  common  hope  of  all,  that  soon 

The  promised  word  would  be  fulfilled.    When  lo ! 

A  glorious  brightness  shone. 

No  longer  now  alone. 

Behold  an  angel  face 

There  beaming  light  and  grace 

Before  her  stood. 
She  trembled  sore.     '*  What  vision  could  this  be  ?  " 
She  heard  the  voice—the  heavenly  "  hail  I 
Thou  highly  favored  one,"  and  then  the  sweet, 
"  Fear  not ;  for  Mary,  thou  hast  favor  found 
With  God."    Her  faith  and  piety  outshine 
And  far  surpass  that  of  the  (loubting  priest. 
Who,  though  devout,  could  scarce  believe  the  word 
That  told  of  John's  approaching  birth.    She  said 
''How  can  this  be?  "  in  wonder,  not  in  doubt. 
And  then,  **  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord." 
The  angel  heard.    He  spread  his  happy  wings 
And  bore  the  answer  framed  in  faith 
To  regions  of  celestial  day ;  while  she 
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Still  pondering  in  her  heart  these  words — this  scene, 
Now  hastens  to  her  cousin,  there  to  tell 
How  God  had  ppoke,  and  counsel  seek  of  her. 
She  passes  by  Jerusalem,  the  Temple  sees, 
Jehovah's  Holy  House  by  Rome  debased, 
And  wonders  much  that  she.  an  humble  maid, 
Should  bear  the  one  to  free  her  loved  land — 
The  proud  to  humble,  and  the  lowly  raise. 
Strong  man,  with  reason,  ne'er  could  be  possessed 
Of  such  a  perfect  grace.     To  woman's  faith — 
To  Mary's  trust,  belonged  this  sacred  boon. 
Let  man  be  proud^  and  vaunt  his  skill — 
His  power  boast ;  for  woman  still  is  mother  of 
His  God.     Well  might  she  sing,  "  My  soul 
Doth  magnify  the  Lord  I " 

How  sweet  the  joy 
She  felt  in  finding  she  was  understood. 
Her  cousin  too,  was  bless'd  ;  and  happy  they 
Communing  there  of  glorious  things  to  come. 
But  not  exempt  from  sorrow,  these,  tho'  blessed 
Of  mortal  race  the  most.     As  then,  so  now. 
Through  narrow  paths  and  straight  the  Lord  doth  lead 
The  objects  of  His  love.     The  cup  of  life 
To  all  is  mixed,  the  bitter  with  the  sweet. 
Suspicions  came,  and  doubts.     And  for  a  time 
She  felt  herself  almost  alone.    Her  dearest  friend 
Well  nigh  forsook  her     But,  in  mercy  God 
Dispelled  the  doubt.     A  vision  proved  her  pure. 
At  length,  by  Rome's  command,  the  Holy  Land 
Was  taxed.     From  every  side  they  gathered  in 
To  be  enrolled  by  foreign  lords.     These  two 
Took  up  their  way  from  Nazareth  to  come 
To  dear  Jerusalem.    'Twas  sad  for  her 
That  just  at  such  a  time  a  toilsome  way 
Must  needs  be  made.    Nor  could  she  see 
The  reason  why  the  mother  of  a  king 
Should  still  be  under  foreign  sway.     Footsore 
She  plodded  on,  without  complaint,  unto 
Her  journey's  end. 

At  Bethlehem  she  thought 
To  find  a  home  midst  friends  and  kith.     But  no, ' 
Each  house  was  full.     No  room  was  found 
For  her.     Around  on  every  side,  she  saw 
A  sea  of  human  life— the  poor  and  rich  — 
The  low  and  great — each  striving  for  himself. 
But  none  would  offer  her  a  home.     For  Him, 
Whom  heaven's  arch  could  not  contain,  the  world 
Had  not  a  place  of  birth. 

A  grotto  then 
They  seek.    Where  beasts  of  burden  find  a  stall 
The  virgin  wife  repairs  to  rest,  and  there 
Becomes  the  virgin  mother  too.     Without 
The  bustle  grows.    On  every  side  it  swells. 
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The  Jew  and  Gentile  meet  in  hated  intercourse. 
The  Roman  proud  looks  down  with  conscious  scorn 
On  conquered  Jews,  and  glories  in  his  strength, 
The  Jews  with  equal  pride  the  Gentile  do^s 
Despise.    But  night  is  drawing  on.    The  West 
Is  pale.    Its  gorgeous  hues  are  turned  to  grey. 
The  moon,  attended  by  her  train  of  lesser  lights, 
Is  rising  in  the  East.    Now  slowly  cease 
The  human  surges.    Gentle  sleep  sets  in 
And  calms  the  warring  strife.    The  gates  are  closed, 
The  temple's  court  is  still.    And  soon  is  heard 
Alone  the  watchman's  *'  all  is  well." 

Whilst  thus. 
Without  the  world  is  hushed — the  conquered  and 
The  conquering  stilled;  Mary  now  communes 
Alone.    Who  knows  what  thoughts,  what  fears  arose 
And  filled  her  anguished  heart?    Around  her  all 
Was  dark.    A  taper  illy  lit  the  gloom. 
"  And  is  this  then  a  royal  home  for  Him, 
Who  is  to  conquer  all  the  world,  and  sit 
On  David's  throne?  "  she  said,  but  murmured  not. 
Though  dark  indeed  the  place,  yet  darker  fai* 
The  thought,  that  all,  perchance,  might  be  a  dream. 
But  no. 

The  night  will  pass, 

The  dawn  appear, 

Jehovah*s  grace 

Dispel  her  fear. 
The  morning  came,  and  though  the  throng 
Without  perceived  it  not,  the  Christ  was  born. 
No  priest  attends.    No  gala  day  proclaims 
The  fact.    But  all  unconscious  of  His  birth, 
The  world  of  human  souls  moves  on  again. 
The  Roman  still  is  proud, — the  Jew  despised. 
No  sign  to  worldly  eyes  appears.    But  God 
Is  not  without  His  heralds  there.    For  lo, 
The  shepherds  hear  the  angel  choir  sing  : 
"  Proclaim  abroad  the  joyful  news,  to  you 
To-day  is  bom  a  king."    And  from  the  East 
The  wise  men  wend  their  way.  to  offer  up 
Their  incenee,  spice  and  myrrn,  and  gifts  of  gold. 
How  great  was  Mary's  joy  I    A  Son  was  bom. 
His  father— God.    That  Son  was  God,  and  leraers  hope 
Of  safety  from  his  foes — from  sin  and  death, 
And  all  of  SheoPs  dismal  host.     Before 
Her  knelt  the  shepherd  train,  and  wise  men 
Bearing  precious  gifts.    Thus  Jew  and  Gentile  join 
In  worship  at  His  throne. 

Though  poor  among 
The  poor,  her  heart  was  glad ;  it  leaf»ed  with  joy. 
This  happy  scene  a  comfort  proved — a  stay 
Of  hope  and  faith  in  times  of  dread.     When  all 
Was  dark,  it  shot  a  beam  of  light  athwart 
The  murky,  threatening  sky,  and  told  that  God 
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Was  near.     It  buoyed  up  her  heart,  so  that 
Throughout  the  sad  and  distant  flight — ^the  doubt 
Of  hope  delayed — the  pangs  of  poverty  and  want  — 
The  Pharisee's  black  hate,  and  naughty  pride— 
The  people's  foul  ingratitude,  and  last 
Rejection  of  their  lowly  King— the  scene 
Of  judgment,  where  before  the  Roman  prince 
The  crowd  of  Jews,  a  raging  sea  of  men, 
Their  surging  to  and  fro,  by  hell  inspired, 
Hiss'd  forth  their  dev'lish  liate ;  and  they  who  just 
The  day  before  had  sun^,  "  Hail,  hail,  Oh  Christ !  " 
In  thund'ring  accents  wild,  as  when  the  storm 
Ingathers  all  its  strength,  and  then  in  one 
Dense  dead'ning  crash  peals  forth,  they  shrieked  with  hate, 
^^Away  with  Him!  and  crucify  I** — she  still  was  true. 
Her  trust — her  faith— though  trembling  sore,  was  firm. 
No  treachery  lurking  in  that  bosom  fair ; 
But  faith,  implicit  faith  looked  up  through  tears. 
Through  streaming  tears,  looked  up  and  weeping  prayed. 
The  sad  procession  through  fair  Salem's  streets, 
Passed  on.     They  bore  her  Son  away  from  her, 
But  could  not  keep  her  back.    A  mother's  heart —  • 

A  mother's  love,  still  urged  her  on  to  see 
The  end.    The  city  gate  disgorged  the  mass 
Of  hooting,  howlinjj  men.    Through  blinding  tears 
She  saw  their  fiendish  eyes  flash  forih  the  flames 
Of  hellish  hate.    The  sword  indeed  was  passing  through 
Her  heart.    And  John  alone  of  all  His  rriends 
Was  with  her  in  that  dreadful  hour.    They 
And  two  of  Salem's  daughters  proved  their  love 
Was  stronger  than  a  Peter's  boasted  power. 
Methinks  she  rested  on  his  arm,  when  Chrit't 
Addressed  His  last  sad  words:  "  Behold  thy  son." 
And  thus  she  stood.     And  viewing  Him  she  loved — 
Her  son. — her  God, — her  all  in  all  upraised, 
In  agony  she  thought  of  other  days — 
The  angel's  "  hail !  "—the  shepherds'  song  —the  gifts 
Of  frankincense  and  myrrh — His  infant  smile — 
His  boyhood  days— of  all  her  hopes  and  fears. 
And  could  this  be  the  end?    She  saw  His  life. 
Once  nourished  at  her  breast,  now  trickling,  drop 
By  drop,  from  out  His  agonizing  wound**. 
*'  In  that  hour  of  dark  despair. 

In  the  agony  of  prayer, 

In  the  cross,  the  wail,  the  thorn, 

Piercing  spear  and  torturing  scorn, 

In  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  tkies, 

O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice," 
While  angels  clapp'd  their  wings  and  cried  : 

"  The  glorious  work  is  done." 
To  Marv's  clouded  vision,  then, 

'the  darkest  day  had  come. 
There  in  her  helpless,  hopeless  misery. 
Brokenly  moaning  at  His  cross  she  stood 
A  broken  heart.    She  heard  His  dying  cry. 
What  pain  was  hers  !  Alas,  the  weary  night ! 
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The  long  interminable  day  of  rest ! 

The  stifled  doubt,  *'  could  a  dead  Saviour  save  ?  " 

She  crushed  the  mad'ning  thought  and  only  wept. 

But  God  ne'er  leaves  His  own.     He  always  proves 

A  present  help.     He  had  in  store  for  her 

A  joy  ineffable,  and  sweeter  far 

Than  angels  know.     Her  constant  love, 

Her  woman  faith,  her  humble  trust  received 

Their  due  reward. 

No  saint  records  her  death. 
The  final  scene  of  fair  Eve's  antitype 
Is  one  the  angels  love  to  look  upon. 
As  first  we  found  her  musing  on  the  word 
Of  God,  80  last  in  sweet  communion  with 
Her  Lord.     No  longer  young  as  then ;  but  as 
She  kneels,  behold  her  perfect  peace ;  and  lo, 
What  beauty  beams  and  plays  around  her  form. 
Though  clad  in  humble  dress,  her  glorv  far 
Outshines  earth's  brightest  sheen.    Who  can  but  love 
Her?    Who,  but  mingle  love  with  reverence? 
On  earth  she  bore  the  cross.     In  tears  she 
Walked  the  narrow  stony  path.    In  heaven  she  wears 
The  crown  :  with  joy  beholds  her  Son  enthroned 
In  glory  there,  and  hears  the  plaudits  sweet 
Of  seraphs  and  of  saints,  whose  song  in  one 
Harmonious  flow,  repeats  the  glory  of  the  Lamb. 
We  do  not  worship  her,  but  with  the  angel  sing, 
Hail,  Mary  I     Hail  thou  highly  favored  one 
W^ho,  full  of  truth  and  grace,  art  worthy  to 
Be  held  as  chiefest  of  the  saints. 


NEAI9  DEB'S  LAST  BIRTH-DAY. 


The  morning  of  the  16th  of  January,  1850,  dawned  gray  and  heavy 
over  Berlin.  It  is  not  yet  six  o'clock.  The  lanterns  are  put  out,  and 
the  snowy  streets  are  still  and  deserted.  Only  a  few  windows  are  yet 
lighted,  among  which  are  two  in  the  third  floor  of  a  gloomy^  substantial, 
old-fashioned  house,  four  stories  bigh,  in  Mark<>rafen  street.  Its  number 
is  51,  but  it  is  commonly  called  '*  the  Unger  House,"  as  Unger's  printing 
establishment  for  the  Court  has  been  there  for  many  years. 

From  these  two  dimly-lighted  windows  shines  the  study  lamp  of  one 
of  the  greatest  scholars  of  the  age — a  scholar,  who,  with  all  his  rare  and 
rich  learning,  is  abo\e  all  learned  in  heavenly  things. 

The  large  room,  dimly  lighted  by  a  small  old-fashioned  lamp  "with  its 
green  tin  shade,  is  the  ideal  of  a  German  study.  High  shelves  filled 
with  books,  most  of  them  very  old,  and  in  very  plain  bindings,  stretch 
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along  all  the  walls  up  to  the  ceiling.  For  the  hog-akin  worthies  on  the 
upper  regions  a  little  ladder  is  leaning  against  the  shelves.  Books  and 
manuscripts  are  lying  on  tables  and  chairs,  and  under  tables  and  chairs  j 
on  the  old-fashioned  sofa,  and  on  the  window  sills )  thick  old  folios  are 
piled  up  everywhere  on  the  floor.  A  peculiar  odor  of  parchment  and 
book-dust,  pleasant  to  none  but  learned  noses,  pervades  the  room.  Seve- 
ral cages  with  canary  birds  stand  in  the  windows ;  although  the  little 
singers  are  silent. 

An  old  man  in  a  gray  dressing-gown,  with  his  hands  folded  as  if  in 
prayer,  with  bent  form  and  unsteady  step,  walks  slowly  to  and  fro 
among  the  piles  of  books  upon  the  floor.  He  is  of  medium  size,  angular 
and  firmly  built.  But  he  looks  broken,  and  shows  marks  of  years  of 
suffering.  The  brown  complexion,  the  firm  lips,  the  sharply  curved 
nose,  the  dark  eyes,  deep  set  under  the  bqld  arches  of  bushy  black  eye- 
brows, the  shining  black  hair  hanging  in  thick  masses  over  the  high 
forehead,  stamp  the  face  strongly  with  the  Jewish  type.  But  at  a  single 
glance  of  the  beaming  eye,  the  hard,  ugly  features  are  forgotten ;  in  that 
thoughtful  eye  shines  a  heaven  of  infinite  love,  of  self-sacrificing  benevo- 
lence and  goodness — a  deep  longing  for  the  eternal  Vision  and  Love. 

This  man  is  Augustus  Neander;  the  last  of  the  Church-fathers — the 
most  beloved  teacher  of  our  young  theological  students;  in  spite  of  the 
weakness  of  his  weary  body,  one  of  the  strongest  pillars  of  the  evan- 
gelical Church — a  pure-souled  John,  full  of  holy  gentleness  and  holy 
indignation. 

And  to-day  is  Neander's  sixty-second  birth- day.  Oh,  with  what  child- 
like thankfulness  does  he  look  back,  in  this  quiet  morning  hour,  upon 
the  years  that  are  passed  I  He  goes  back  to  the  mean  house  of  the 
Jewish  usurer,  Emanuel  Mendel  in  Giittingen — his  father's  house! 
Then  he,  little  David  Mendel  with  five  brothers  and  sisters,  follows  his 
pious  and  loving  mother,  Esther,  whose  maiden  name  was  Gottschalk,  to 
Hamburg.  True  love  to  her  children  enabled  the  mother  to  leave  her 
unworthy  husband's  house,  and,  supported  by  her  relatives,  who  were 
people  of  distinction,  like  Moses  Mendelssohn,  to  devote  herself  to  the 
education  of  her  children.  With  thankfulness  does  Augustus  Neander 
follow  the  wonderfully  fortunate  career  of  that  child,  David  Mendel ! 
Together  with  his  dear  and  gifted  friend,  Karl  Sieveking,  he  attended  in 
the  Johanneum  at  Hamburg,  the  lectures  of  that  profound  philologist 
Gurlitt,  who  came  to  have  a  fatherly  affection  for  the  little  Jewish  boy. 
The  ridicule  of  his  school-fellows  at  his  awkwardness  and  angular  ug- 
liness was  soon  silenced,  and  they  were  put  to  shame,  and  compelled,  in 
spite  of  themselves,  to  honor  him,  by  his  rare  mental  endowments  and 
his  almost  consuming  diligence,  and  still  more  by  his  loving  heart,  his 
kindness,  courtesy  and  transparency  of  character. 

When,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  he  was  promoted  to  the  Academical  Gym- 
nasium, his  heart  glowed  with  the  purest  friendship,  on  being  admitted 
by  two  distinguished  young  men,  Augustus  Varnhagen  von  Ense  and 
Wilhelm  Neumann,  into  a  social  circle  they  had  established,  called  the 
"North  Star;"  he  was  soon  also  on  the  most  friendly  terms  with  the 
noble  poet;  Adalbert  Von  Chamisso.     This  **  North  Star  "  was  pervaded 


Digitized  by 


Google 


316  Neandefs  Last  Birth-day.  [October, 

with  enthusiasm  for  the  highest  ideal  interests, — religion,  philosophy, 
poetry  and  classical  studies.  Plato  was  the  idol  of  the  young  friends;  to 
David  Mendel,  he  who  has  been  called  the  "  Christ  before  Christ "  was 
the  prophet  of  Christianity.  His  youthful  soul  was  filled  with  longings 
which  Christian  truth  alone  can  pacify.  The  Study  of  Schelling  and 
Schleiermacher  clarified  this  longing  into  a  steadfast  faith.  On  the  25th 
of  February.  1806,  David  Mendel  was  baptized  in  the  house  of  Pastor 
Bossau.  His  sponsors  were  his  old  teacher  John  Gurlitt,  and  his 
friends,  Augustus  Varnhagen  von  Ense  and  Wilhelm  Neumann.  From 
each  of  these  sponsors  he  took  a  Christian  name,  and  from  that  of  Neu- 
mann in  the  Greek  he  took  his  last  name  Ntander,  David  Mendel  had 
become  a  "  new  man  " 

At  Easter  the  "glorious  Schleiermacher"  drew  the  young  student 
Neander  to  Halle  and  the  study  of  theology.  When  the  University  of 
H^alle  was  broken  up  by  Napoleon  in  1806,  he  wandered  with  his  friends 
Neumann,  Strauss  and  Noodt,  heavy  in  heart  and  light  in  purse,  to  Got- 
tingen,  his  sad  native  place.  Noodt  took  charge  of  his  moneyless  friend, 
now  as  from  childhood,  needing  help  in  all  outward  things,  and,  with 
pathetic  love,  cared  almost  like  a  mother  for  the  grown-up  child.  Ne- 
ander pursued  his  studie^  with  vehemence;  a  circle  of  intellectual  young 
friends  compensated  him  for  what,  in  comparison  with  his  unforgotten 
Halle,  was  the  sober  life  of  the  **  Philistropolis*'  Gottingen,  as  he  styled 
it,  in  dating  a  letter.  On  a  vacation  journey,  he  became  acquainted  in 
Hamburg  with  the  pious  *'  Wandsbeck  Messenger,"  Matthias  Claudius, 
whose  calm,  child-like  faith  led  him  to  the  most  zealous  study  of  the 
Scriptures.  At  the  request  of  Claudius  ho  preached  his  first  sermon  at 
Wandsbeck.  This  study  of  the  New  Testament  and  the  Fathers  of  the 
Church,  together  with  the  constantly  increasing  influence  of  Schleier- 
macher, incited  a  strong  desire  to  devote  his  life  to  the  study  of  church 
history.  He  kept  this  object  continually  before  him,  while  supporting 
himself  in  Hamburg  by  teaching  by  the  hour,  and  occasional  preaching. 
The  earnestness  and  child-like  simplicity  of  the  young  preacher  gained 
for  him  many  devoted  hearers,  in  spite  of  the  unusual  length  of  his  ser- 
mons and  his  unattractive  delivery.  Again  a  circle  of  friends,  fresh  in 
noble  youth,  gathered  around  Neander,  Noodt,  Julius,  Assing,  the 
Swabian  singer  Justinus  Kerner,  Gustav  Schwab,  and  Karl  Mayer  1 

With  heartfelt  thankfulness  he  now  thinks  of  the  trying  hour,  when, 
40  years  ago,  a  young  licentiate  of  21  years  he  stood  for  the  first  time  in 
the  Professor's  desk  in  Heidelberg,  made  vacant  by  the  departure  of 
Marheineke  and  De  Wette  to  Berlin.  The  Heidelberg  students  were  io 
great  excitement,  because  a  converted  Jew  dared  to  come  before  them  as 
a  teacher  of  theology.  Foremost  in  the  excitement  were  the  students 
Fallenstein  and  Baumgarten,  who  lived  with  Professor  Gervinus.  The 
auditorium  was  crowded;  they  were  going  to  drum  out  the  *'  impudent 
Jew."  The  young  licentiate  stepped,  awkward  and  embarrassed,  to  the 
desk ;  many  a  hateful,  insulting  word  reached  him  from  the  hostile 
throng.  Like  the  pure,  loving  apostle  John,  Neander  stands  at  the 
desk ;  the  pale  face  beams  as  if  transfigured ;  a  quick,  loving  glance 
flashes  over  the  assemblage ;  he  hears  no  longer  the  threatened  scraping 
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of  feet ;  with  a  voice  hesitating  at  first,  but  stronger  and  more  earnest 
every  moment,  he  begins  his  lecture,  coming  so  full  of  life  and  fresh 
originality  from  the  depth  and  purity  of  his  heart.  The  auditorium 
grows  stiller  and  stiller — the  students  listen,  intent,  enchained,  affected, 
abashed ;  a  voice  within  says  to  them  unceasingly  :  *'  To  that  Jew  Chris- 
tianity is  the  dearest  truth  of  his  heart."  One  fresh  young  heart  after 
another  is  won  over  to  the  youthful  lecturer;  the  bitterest  enemies  of  the 
"  impudent  Jew*'  become  the  warmest  friends  of  Neander. 

And  as  in  Heidelberg  the  youthful  licentiate,  so  in  Berlin  the  profes- 
sor of  three-and-twenty  years  won  to  himself  the  hearts  of  the  theological 
students.  About  the  year  1813,  when  the  most  ardent  enthusiasm  for 
the  elevation  of  Germany  emanated  from  Berlin,  where,  however,  luke- 
warmness  and  rationalism  still  corrupted  the  Church,  Neander,  in  com- 
pany with  Schleiermacher,  De  Wette  and  Marheineke,  took  the  professor's 
chair.  The  motto  of  his  mouth,  of  his  heart,  of  every  day  of  his  life 
was  :  Pectus  quod  facU-theologum :  The  heart  makes  the  theologian  !  A 
new  and  bright  day  dawned  upon  the  Evangelical  Church. 

For  thirty-eight  highly-favored  years,  it  has  been  given  to  Neander  to 
labor  in  the  spirit  of  this  motto  in  the  service  of  his  Lord,  to  be  a  loving 
gardener  to  thousands  of  young  vines,  training  them  to  rich  fruitfulness. 
Oh,  how  heartily  does  the  aged  Neander  thank  God  for  it  all,  as  he  now 
looks  back,  in  the  quiet  of  his  study  on  this  birth  day  morning  ! 

Neander  sits  in  his  leathern  chair,  sunk  in  deep  thought,  shading  with 
his  hand  the  aching  eyes,  which  for  three  years  have  been  half  blinded. 
Some  one  taps  gently  on  his  shoulder.  Pushing  back  with  his  hand  the 
bushy  locks  from  his  forehead,  and  slightly  raising  his  head,  Neander 
says  pleasantly :  "  Come  in  ! " 

"  Augustus,  thou  incorrigible  child,  what,  dreaming  so  early  in  the 
morning  ?*' 

"  Is  it  thou,  Hannah  ?  I  thought  the  amanuensis  knocked  at  the 
door." 

'*  There  is  another  good  story  for  the  world  to  tell  about  my  learned, 
absent-minded  brother,  who,  when  he  was  a  student  and  his  beloved 
Camisol  Noodt  tried  to  teach  him  to  smoke,  made  the  slight  mistake  of 
taking  Camisol's  finger  instead  of  his  own,  and  very  comfortably  stuffing 
it  into  the  pipe )  who  once  took  a  clothes-brush  out  of  his  pocket  in  his 
lecture- room  instead  of  his  note-book;  and  walked  through  the  streets 
with  a  broom  under  his  arm  instead  of  an  umbrella ;  who  walked  one  day 
with  his  amanuensis,  with  one  foot  in  the  gutter  all  the  way,  and  at  last, 
surprised  to  find  one  foot  being  shorter  than  the  other,  called  out  in  terjror, 
*Ulenhuth,  I  am  lame  !'  who" — 

"  That  will  do,  my  dear,  little  scolding  mother — T  will  do  better,  if 
such  an  old  stick  as  1  am,  can  do  so !"  said  Neander,  with  a  quiet  smile, 
looking  lovingly  into  his  sister's  eyes. 

*'  Ob,  child,  I  was  only  joking !  Thou  art  exactly  right  aa  thou  art, 
for  me  and  all  thy  many  friends  and  pupils.  And  now — God's  blessing 
CD  thy  birth-day  !" 

*^  Thank  you,   Hannah !     The  dear  God   has   blessed  my  life  most 
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abundantly  hitherto.     Now  at  its  evening,  I  can  say  with  my  glorious 
young  friend,  Herman  Kossel : 

*  The  life  within,  now  as  it  takes  its  flight 
Seems  a  most  wondrous  life  of  high  delight.* 

It  far  transcends  all  sickness  and  infirmity  of  the  poor  body,  often  weary 
of  life.'* 

**  Dost  thou  know,  Augustus,  for  what  I  have  been  praying  to  God  for 
thee  this  morning?  That  lie  will  call  old  Hannah  to  Himself  before 
her  helpless  grownup  child!" 

Neander  lovingly  pressed  his  sister's  hand. 

In  this  grateful  pressure  of  the  hand,  in  Hannah's  last  quiet  words, 
we  see  the  intimate  relation  of  this  remarkable  pair,  whom  the  Berlin 
people  had  for  a  long  timb  good-naturedly  called  the  *'  Neander  children." 

We  can  scarcely  think  of  one  of  the  **  Neander  children  "  without  the 
other,  although  they  were  so  entirely  diflferent.  'Extremes  here  meet  in 
their  hearty  mutual  affection.  Hannah,  small  in  person,  and,  in  spite  of 
her  seventy- three  years,  wonderfully  active,  practical,  cheerful,  overflow- 
ing with  humor,  is  the  gayly-bound  supplement  to  the  learned,  thought- 
ful, pious  book  of  her  brother. 

What  his  faithful  chum  Noodt  had  been  to  the  unpractical,  helpless 
Gottingen  student,  such  was  Hannah  for  all  the  rest  of  Neander*s  life. 
In  Hamburg  she  had  been  like  a  mother  to  this  brother,  twelve  years  her 
junior — the  *'  child  "  of  the  family  ;  for  his  sake  she  had  sacrificed  a 
youthful  fancy  and  remained  unmarried ;  and,  in  her  care  for  the  help- 
lessness of  the  "  child,"  she  followed  him  to  Heidelberg  and  Berlin  with 
her  mother  and  sisters,  the  beautiful  Henrietta  and  Betty,  with  the  inten- 
tion never  again  to  leave  her  brother.  Neander  had  never  had  the 
slightest  thought  of  choosing  another  companion.  When  a  lady  friend 
once  joked  him  upon  the  subject,  he  gave  her  a  long,  perplexed  look, 
and  then  asked  anxiously:  "How  could  I  find  time  for  it?" 

Sister  Hannah  is  everything  to  Neander.  With  rare  self-sacrifice  and 
devotion,  she  gives  up  every  hour  to  him,  because  there  is  no  hour 
when  he  can  do  without  her.  For  30  years  she  has  not  been  to  the  theatre 
or  a  social  company,  although  she  dearly  loves  a  good  play  and  pleasant 
society;  for  Augustus  would  have  to  spend  the  whole  evening  alone  at 
home,  as  he  does  not  like  to  go  into  company.  Hannah  supplies  every 
want  of  her  brother's  outward  life.  If  Hannah  brings  his  breakfast  or 
a  glass  of  water,  Neander  knows  that  he  must  be  hungry  or  thirsty ;  if 
Hannah  gives  him  a  spoonful  of  medicine,  he  takes  it  like  a  child ;  if 
Hannah  lays  out  for  him  a  new  garment  and  takes  away  the  old,  he  puts 
it  on  unknowingly.  Only  once,  on  this  last  point,  the  brother  had  been 
a  little  self-willed,  but  never  again,  because  Hannah  had  been  not  a  little 
frightened  by  it. 

Neander,  namely,  went  one  morning  to  college  with  his  amanuensis. 
He  was,  as  usual,  deep  in  learned  discourse  with  his  companion,  a  favor- 
ite pupil,  when  his  old  servant  came  running  breathlessly  after  him,  call- 
ing out :     "  Mr.  Professor !  Mr.  Professor ! " 

"  Is  it  you,  Karl  ?     What  is  the  matter  ?  " 
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Karl  carried,  folded  up  in  his  arm,  a  very  useful  article  of  clothing. 
As  he  opened  it,  and  showed  it  hesitatingly  to  his  master,  he  stammered 
out:  **Mis8  Hannah  found  these  on  the  chair  by  the  Professor's  bed, 
and  was  afraid  that  the  Professor  was  going  to  his  lecture  without  them 
— 60  I  brought  them  after  him." 

Not  without  anxiety  did  Neander  open  his  coat  and  look  down  ;  relieved 
by  the  glance,  he  said:  ^'Take  them  back,  Karl,  and  tell  Miss  Hannah 
that  I  have  some  on." 

"  But  the  Professor  has  only  this  one  pair  ?  " 

"  You  arc  right,  dear  Karl,  I  remember  that  this  morning  the  tailor  laid 
something  on  the  chair  at  the  side  of  the  bed,  and,  if  so,  on  top  of  the 
others, — so  I  put  them  on." 

Who  can  laugh  at  this  or  ridicule  it  ?  Nothing  but  a  smile  of  emotion 
passes  over  our  face  :  this  man  in  faith  and  knowledge  is,  in  practical 
life,  an  innocent  child! 

Every  afternoon  Hannah  takes  her  brother's  arm  and  leads  him  out 
into  the  Thiergarten.  If  Hannah  is  prevented  by  illness,  she  orders  one 
of  "  her  students  "  to  walk  with  the  professor.  Oh,  what  a  treat  it  is  for 
the  one  so  ordered !  Hannah  has  found  by  experience  that  it  is  not  safe 
for  the  professor  to  be  alone  in  the  confusion  of  the  Berlin  streets.  She 
risked  it  once — and  only  once!  Augustus  went  out,  and  did  not  return 
at  the  appointed  time.  Hannah  waited  hour  after  hour  in  mortal  agony. 
Dorothy  and  Karl  were  sent  out  to  seek  their  lost  master.  Hannah  was 
just  going  to  alarm  the  police,  when  a  drosky  stopped  at  the  door,  and 
Neander  stepped  out  with  a  student.  Lost  in  thought,  he  had  gone 
through  the  streets,  without  knowing  whither  he  went.  At  last  ho  looked 
up  and  around,  and  found  himself  in  an  unknown  place  He  tried  in 
vain  to  find  his  way.  Suddenly  a  bright  thought  came  to  him — a  drosky  I 
■  The  drosky  stopped  ;  Neander  stepped  in.  The  drosky  did  not  move ; 
Neander  did  not  notice  it;  he  was  lost  in  thought  again,  until  the  driver 
turned  and  asked  him,  not  very  pleasantly :-  "  Well,  where  do  you  want 
to  go?" 

"  Home,  my  good  man  ! " 

*'  But  where  do  you  live  ?  " 

Neander  looked  at  him  in  surprise :  "  I  thought,  my  good  man,  that 
you  would  know,  as  you  are  a  drosky  driver." 

"  But  don't  you  know  in  what  street  and  number  you  live  ?" 

Neander  shook  his  head,  and  made  a  great  effort  to  remember  where 
he  had  lived  for  so  many  years  in  vain  !  Fortunately  a  student  came 
along,  who  took  him  home. 

In  the  summer  vacations,  Hannah  takes  a  pleasure  trip  or  goes  to  the 
baths  with  her  brother.  She  persuades  him  to  go,  only  on  account  of 
her  health.  In  Carlsbad  she  superintends  his  baths,  watch  in  hand.  On 
these  journeys,  Neander  always  carries  large  trunks  full  of  church 
Fathers  and  other  favorite  books.  In  the  cities  where  there  are  large 
libraries  he  rests  to  study. 

It  is  touching  to  know  the  delicacy,  with  which  the  brother  and  sister, 
each  for  the  other's  sake,  give  up  their  favorite  plans  for  journeying. 
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"  Where  do  you  go  this  time  ?*'  asked  the  historian,  Frederick  von 
Eaamer,  of  Hannah,  shortly  before  a  vacation. 

"  To  Paris !  Augustus  wants  to  study  in  the  libraries.  I  would 
rather  go  to  Munich.  You  know  what  has  always  been  my  passion :  a 
good  glass  of  beer  and  an  English  novel  are  my  greatest  pleasure  on 
earth  ! '' 

"  So  you  are  going  to  work  in  Paris  ?"  asked  Raumer  of  Neander. 

^'  Yes,  that  too,  but  particularly  that  Hannah  may  become  acquainted 
with  Paris.  The  Munich  library  would  be  more  attractive  to  me  just 
now." 

And  the  brother  and  sister  went — to  Munich. 
{Continued  next  month.) 


THE  MIGHT  OF  A  MOTHER'S  INFLUENCE. 

BT   THE   EDITOR. 


Once  a  fearful  storm  lashed  the  Atlantic  into  great  commotion.  The 
wild  waves  rolled  tumultuously,  to  the  terror  of  all  voyagers.  The  ship 
Cornelia,  on  her  way  to  Europe,  was  overtaken  by  the  storm.  For  ^ve 
days  she  fought  with  waves,  now  riding  on  their  foaming  crest,  then 
floundering  in  their  troughs.  The  beams  and  lofty  masts  groaned  and 
cracked  as  if  the  ship  was  ready  every  moment  to  break  asunder.  The 
crew  had  well  nigh  lost  all  hope  of  escape.  At  length  the  cordage  of 
the  mainmast  became  entangled.  The  ropes  must  be  brought  to  work, 
or  the  creaking  ship,  with  its  crew,  is  doomed  to  certain  ruin.  Who  so 
daring  as  to  climb  up  the  rope-ladder,  amid  the  swinging  of  the  ship  and 
the  sweep  of  the  wild  tempest  ? 

Around  the  Captain  stood  the  brave  tars,  ready  to  do  his  bidding. 
His  eye,  with  a  quick,  keen  glance,  viewed  the  sailor  group,  and  fell  on 
a  boy  of  thirteen.  He  was  the  only  son  of  a  poor  widow.  So  poor  that 
she  often  had  nothing  to  eat.  Tenderly  as  she  loved  her  boy,  to  gain  an 
honest  living, -she  at  length  consented  to  his  becoming  a  sailor. 

With  a  gruff,  stern  voice,  the  Captain  called  him.  **  Jack,  quickly 
run  up  the  mainmast  to  fix  that  cordage."  For  a  moment,  pushing  his 
cap  to  one  side,  he  looked  up  at  the  swinging  mast,  then  down  on  the 
foaming  waves,  flinging  themselves  athwart  the  deck.  With  a  sad  and 
beseeching  mien.  Jack  replied  :  ''  Yes  sir,  I  will  do  it  in  a  minute."  He 
bounded  down  the  winding  stairway,  into  a  private  saloon.  Scarcely 
had  he  been  gone  a  minute  when  he  returned,  and  commenced  climbing 
up  the  ropes.  Sailors  lead  a  rough  life,  but  withal  they  have  warm  and 
tender  hearts.  Jack  was  a  general  favorite  among  them.  Old,  coarse- 
featured  fellows,  had  tears  in  their  eyes,  as  they  watched  their  little 
friend  nimbly  climb  his  dangerous  way. 

"  Why  do  you  send  the  boy  up  there  ?"  said  a  passenger  to  the  Cap- 
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tain.  "  Ho  will  certainly  perish."  "  An  older  sailor  would  fall,  but  a 
boy  climbs  like  a  squirrel,"  was  the  heartless  reply.  The  ship  rolled 
over  until  the  top  of  the  mast  almost  dipped  poor  Jack  into  the  waves. 
Then  it  rolled  over  on  the  other  side,  flinging  the  sailor  boy  through  the 
air  and  lowering  him  into  the  splashing  spray.  All  the  while  he  worked 
at  the  ropes  with  his  hands^  whilst  his  whole  weight  hung  to  his  feet. 
As  he  slid  down  the  ladder,  in  about  fifteen  minutes,  many  a  heart 
heaved  a  sigh  of  relief,  and  breathed  a  prayer  of  gratitude  to  (iod.  The 
courage  and  skill  of  Jack  saved  the  ship  and  crew. 

"Jack,  were  you  not  afraid,  as  you  climbed  up  the  fearful  height?" 
asked  one. 

''  Indeed,  I  was,  sir,"  was  his  frank  reply. 

"  I  suppose  you  first  had  to  bethink  yourself  in  the  cabin,  whether 
you  would  obey  the  Captain  ?'* 

"  No,  sir,  I  went  down  there  to  pray  before  I  would  go  up.  I  thought 
I  surely  should  not  come  down  alive.  But  as  soon  as  I  had  prayed,  I 
felt  no  more  fear." 

"  Where  did  you  learn  to'pr&j,  Jack?" 

"  My  mother  taught  me  to  pray,  before  I  lefb  home.  When  she  bid 
me  good  bye,  she  gave  me  a  kiss,  and  said  :  '  Jack,  pray  every  day ;  then 
God  will  protect  you  in  time  of  danger.^     Since  then  I  pray  every  day." 

Many  a  great  man  owed  his  fame  to  seed  his  mother  had  sown  in  his 
receptive  child-heart.  Goethe  says :  "  From  my  dear  little  mother,  I 
derive  ay  happy  disposition  and  my  love  of  relating  stories."  She  said 
of  herself:  "  Order  and  quiet  are  my  characteristics.  I  dispatch  at  once 
what  I  have  to  do;  the  most  disagreeable  always  first,  and  I  gulp  down 
the  devil  without  looking  at  him.  I  always  seek  out  what  is  good  in 
people,  and  leave  what  is  bad  to  Him,  who  made  mankind  and  knows 
how  (0  round  off  the  angles." 

When  her  end  approached,  she  thought  it  her  highest  glory  to  be 
called  "  the  mother  of  Goethe."  She  dictated  her  own  epitaph.  On 
her  tombstone  the  passing  stranger  reads : 

^'The  Grave  of  the  Mother  of  Goethe.  Born  Feb.  19,  1731.  Died 
Sept.  13,  1808." 

JDaniel  W^ebster  says:  "  From  the  time  that,  at  my  mother's  feet  or  on 
my  father's  knee,  I  first  learned  to  lisp  verses  from  the  Sacred  Writings, 
they  have  been  my  daily  study  and  vigilant  contemplation.  If  there 
be  anything  in  my  style  or  thoughts  to  be  commended,  the  credit  is 
due  to  my  kind  parents  in  instilling  into  my  mind  an  early  love  of  the 
Scriptures." 

Some  years  ago  one  hundred  and  twenty  ministers  of  the  Gospel  met 
together  to  attend  to  matters  pertaining  to  Christ^s  Kingdom.  After  their 
work  had  been  finished,  they  related  the  various  Providences  which  led 
them  respectively  into  the  ministry.  Of  the  one  hundred  and  twenty  it 
was  found,  that  one  hundred  ascribed  their  entrance  upon  the  sacred 
office  to  their  pious  mothers. 

Christian  Scriver,  a  writer  of  some  excellent  devotional  books,  says, 
that  when  a  child  his  mother  would  always  pray  with  him  before  putting 
him  to  sleep,  and  bless  him  by  laying  her  hand  on  his  head,     la  later 
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life,  whenever  he  was  tempted  he  always  thought  he  felt  his  mother's 
hand  upon  his  head,  and  he  would  rally  his  strength,  and  say  to  himself: 
"  Christian,  do  not  dishonor  the  memory  of  thy  noble  mother/'  Then 
the  temptation  would  always  leave  him. 

John  Kandolph,  of  Roanoke,  once  wrote  to  a  friend : 
"I  used  to  be  called  a  Frenchman,  because  I  took  the  French  side  in 
politics.  Though  this  was  unjust,  yet  the  truth  is,  I  should  have  been 
a  French  Atheist  if  it  had  not  been  for  one  recollection,  and  that  was  the 
memory  of  the  time  whea  my  departed  mother  used  to  take  my  little 
hands  in  hers,  and  cause  me  on  my  knees  to  say,  ^  Our  Father  which  art 
in  heaven.' " 

A  good  man  says  :  "  When  I  was  a  little  child  my  mother  used  to  bid 
me  kneel  beside  her,  and  to  place  her  hand  upon  my  head  while  she 
prayed.  She  died*  when  I  was  young.  Left  to  myself  I  was  inclined  to 
the  ways  of  sin,  like  so  many  others.  When  a  young  man  I  traveled  in 
foreign  lands,  and  was  exposed  to  many  temptations.  But  whenever  I 
was  tempted,  the  same  hand  seemed  to  be  laid  on  my  head  and  I  was 
saved.  Sometimes  there  came  a  voice  with  the  tempter,  that  I  felt  con- 
strained to  obey,  saying :  ^  0  my  son,  do  not  this  wickedness,  nor  sin 
against  thy  God.'  '* 


A  NOBLE  REVENGE. 


The  coffin  was  a  plain  one— a  poor  miserable  pine  coffin.  No  flowers 
on  its  top,  no  lining  of  rose  white  satin  for  the  pale  brow  j  no  smooth 
ribbons  about  the  coarse  shroud.  The  brown  hair  was  laid  decently 
back,  but  there  was  no  crimped  cap,  with  its  neat  tie  beneath  the  chin. 
The  sufferer  from  cruel  poverty  smiled  in  her  sleep;  she  had  found 
bread,  rest  and  health. 

"  I  want  to  see  my  mother,"  sobbed  a  poor  child,  as  the  city  under- 
taker screwed  down  the  top. 

"  You  can't — get  out  of  the  way,  boy;  why  don't  somebody  take  the 
brat?" 

"  Only  let  me  see  her  one  minute,"  cried  the  hapless,  hopeless  orphan, 
clutching  the  side  of  the  charity  box ;  and  as  he  gazed  into  that  rough 
face,  anguished  tears  streamed  rapidly  down  the  cheek  on  which  no 
childish  bloom  ever  lingered.  0  !  it  was  pitiful  to  hear  him  cry,  "  Only 
once,  let  me  see  my  mother,  only  once !  " 

Quickly  and  brutally  the  hard  hearted  monster  struck  the  boy  away, 
so  that  he  reeled  with  the  blow.  For  a  moment  the  boy  stood  panting 
with  grief  and  rage ;  his  blue  eye  distended,  his  lips  sprang  apart,  a  fire 
glittered  through  his  tears,  as  he  raided  his  puny  arm,  and  with  a  most 
unchildish  accent,  screamed,  "  When  I  am  a  man,  I'll  kill  you  for  that." 

There  was  a  coffin  and  a  heap  of  earth  between  the  mother  and  the 
poor,  forsaken. child,  and  a  monument  stronger  than  granite  built  in  his 
boy-heart  to  the  memory  of  a  heartless  deed. 
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The  court  house  was  crowded  to  suffocatiou. 

"  Does  any  one  appear  as  this  man's  counsel  ?  "  asked  the  judge. 

There  was  a  silence  when  he  finished,  until,  with  lips  tightly  pressed 
together,  a  look  of  strange  intelligence,  blended  with  a  haughty  reserve, 
upon  his  handsome  features,  a  young  man  stepped  forward  with  a  firm 
tread  and  kindling  eye,  to  plead  for  the  erring  and  the  friendless.  He 
was  a  stranger,  but  from  his  first  sentence  there  was  silence.  The  splen- 
dor of  his  genius  entranced,  convinced.  The  man  who  could  not  find  a 
friend  was  acquitted. 

"  May  God  bless  you,  sir,  I  cannot.'' 

"  I  want  no  thanks,"  replied  the  stranger,  with  icy  coldness. 

**  I — I  believe  you  are  unknown  to  me."  -  ^„  . 

"  Man  !  I  will  refresh  your  memory.  Twenty  years  ago  you  struck  a 
broken-hearted  boy  away  from  his  mother's  poor  coffin.  I  was  that  poor* 
miserable  boy." 

The  man  turned  livid. 

*•  Have  you  rescued  me,  then,  to  take  my  life  ?  " 

*'  No,  I  have  a  sweeter  revenge ;  I  have  saved  the  life  of  the  man, 
whose  brutal  deed  has  rankled  in  his  breast  for  twenty  years.  Go!  and 
remember  thfi  tears  of  a  friendless  child." 

The  man  bowed  his  head  in  shame,  and  went  out  from  the  presence 
of  a  magnanimity  as  grand  to  him  as  incomprehensible,  and  the  noble 
young  lawyer  felt  God's  smile  in  his  soul  forever  after. 


A  BABBI  AND  THE  PBESIDENT. 


Among  the  callers  on  the  President,  last  winter,  was  the  Kabbi  Sneier- 
sohn,  from  Jerusalem,  accompanied  by  two  or  three  private  friends.  The 
President  rose  courteously  to  receive  the  Rabbi,  who  addressed  him  as 
follows : 

"  Mb.  President  :  Permit  me  to  give  my  thanks  to  the  Almighty, 
whose  mercy  brought  me  here  to  behold  the  face  of  the  chosen  by  the 
millions  of  this  great  nation.  Blessed  be  the  Lord,  who  imparteth  from 
His  wisdom  and  from  His  honor  to  a  mortal  I  I  come  to  your  Exellency 
from  the  East,  where  the  glory  of  your  deeds  of  valor,  your  candor,  and 
your  justice  have  penetrated,  to  entreat  you  in  the  name  of  God,  who 
created  all  men  equal,  to  listen  to  the  prayer  of  your  humble  servant, 
standing  before  you  to  advocate  the  c.use  of  his  oppressed  brethren  in 
the  Holy  Land.  The  Israelites  in  Palestine  possess  no  political  or  civil 
rights  whatever,  and  oft  times  deprived  of  protection  by  the  representa- 
tives of  the  civilized  nations  which  the  Christians  enjoy,  are  exposed  to 
violence  and  arbitrary  rule.  The  only  shelter  the  Israelites  occasionally 
find  is  in  the  courts  of  the  different  European  Consulates,  where  one  of 
their  coreligionists  is  employed  either  as  an  interpreter  or  Deputy  Consul, 
who  conveys  their  grievances  to  the  proper  channel.  This  free  Republic 
alone,  whose  banner  covers  the  oppressed,  whose  foundation  is  based  on 
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equality,  toleration  and  liberty  of  science,  has  no  Israelite  employed  near 
the  Consul  at  Jerusalem.  I  do  pray,  therefore,  your  Excellency  to  toi^p  your 
attention  to  the  deplorable  condition  of  my  brethren  in  the  Orient,  that 
the  principles  of  this  Government  may  be  truly  embodied  in  its  repre- 
sentatiTC  abroad ;  and  I  do  further  pray  that  your  Excellency  may  show 
me  that  mark  of  favor,  which  would  enable  my  brethren  in  the  Holy 
Land  in  the  hour  of  need  to  seek  refuge  under  the  stars  and  stripes,  that 
this  free  country,  and  its  exalted  chief  should  be  blessed  on  the  sacred 
spot  of  our  common  ancestors  '' 

The  President  deeply  moved  by  the  Rabbi's  sincere  and  feeling  words, 
inquired  with  interest  as  to  the  circumstances  affecting  the  Jews  at  Jeru- 
salem which  might  be  guarded  by  the  American  consulate;  and  replied 
"  I  shall  look  into  the  matter  with  care." 

The  Kabbi  closed  the  interview  with  the  following  fervent  invocation  : 

"  Before  I  p^rt  from  you,  Mr.  President,  allow  me  to  offer  my  fervent 
prayer  from  the  depth  of  my  heart :  Almighty  God,  whose  dominion  is 
an  everlasting  kingdom,  may  He  bless  and  preserve,  guard  and  assist 
your  Excellency  and  your  family.  May  the  Supreme  King  of  kin^ 
grant  you  long  life,  and  inspire  you  with  benevolence  and  friendship 
towards  all  mankind." 

At  its  close,  the  whole  crowd  were  seen  to  be  affected,  some  even  to 
tears ;  and  from  some  lips  a  fervent  "  Amen  "  was  heard  in  response. 
The  President  replied,  with  evident  feeling,  "  I  thank  you  for  your 
wishes  and  prayers."  While  he  was  making  a  note  for  future  reference, 
the  Rabbi  and  his  frieods  retired.  Even  office-seekers  seemed  to  say, 
**  That  man's  mission  ought  not  to  fail." — National  Intelligencer. 


80CIAI.  HONOB. 


Every  person  should  cultivate  a  nice  sense  of  honor.  In  a  hundred 
different  ways  this  most  fitting  adjunct  of  the  true  lady  or  gentleman  is 
often  tried.  For  instance,  one  is  a  guest  in  a  family  where,  perhaps,  the 
domestic  machinery  does  not  run  smoothly.  There  is  a  sorrow  in  the 
house  unsuspected  by  the  outer  world.  Sometimes  it  is  a  dissipated  son 
whose  conduct  is  a  shame  and  grief  to  his  parents;  sometimes  a  relative 
whose  eccentricities  and  peculiarities  are  a  cloud  on  the  home  Or,  worst 
of  all,  husband  and  wife  may  not  be  in  accord,  and  there  may  be  often 
bitter  words  spoken,  and  harsh  recriminations.  In  any  of  these  cases  the 
guest  is  in  honor  bound  to  be  blind  and  deaf,  so  far  as  the  people  without 
are  concerned.  If  a  gentle  word  within  can  do  any  good,  it  may  well  be 
said,  but  to  go  forth  and  reveal  the  shadow  of  an  unhappy  S3cret  to  any 
one,  even  your  nearest  friend,  is  an  act  of  indelicacy  and  meanness  almost 
unparalleled.  Once  in  the  sacred  precincts  of  any  home,  admitted  to  its 
privacy^  sharing  its  life,  all  that  you  see  and  hear  is  a  sacred  trust.  It  is 
as  really  contemptible  to  gossip  of  such  things  as  it  would  be  to  steal  the 
silver  or  borrow  the  books  and  forget  to  return  them. — Advance. 
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SUNDAYS  ABBOAD. 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 


Wolmerstedt  is  a  group  of  dwellings,  clustering  around  a  Railway  Sta- 
tion, ten  miles  from  the  ancient  city  of  Magdeburg.  It  was  on  a  Saturday 
afternoon  that  I  reached  this  hamlet.  I  strolled  leisurely  along  a  grass- 
grown  path,  winding  through  unfenced  fields,  and  I  reached  Glindenberg 
in  an  hour's  walk.    At  the  end  of  the  village  I  inquired  for  the  residence 

of  Pastor  C. ,  the  brother  of  a  clerical  friend  in  America.     A 

little  boy,  with  cap  in  hand,  offered  to  lead  me  thither.  At  the  door  of  a 
plain  building,  in  style  like  the  peasant  homes  around  it,  the  middle-aged 
Tillage  pastor  bade  me  a  hearty  welcome  as  the  friend  of  his  brother,  and 
as  a  brother  in  Christ. 

Olindenberg  has  from  six  hundred  to  eight  hundred  inhabitants.  They 
are  all  laboring  people  -,  each  has  a  parcel  of  ground,  be  it  one-half  an 
acre  or  five  acres.  T^one  are  very  rich  and  none  very  poor.  But  few 
have  horses ;  one  or  two  cows  will  furnish  butter  and  milk,  and  do  the 
field  work  for  such  small  farming.  The  people  are  mostly  dressed  in 
homespun  clothing — indeed  are  homespun  throughout,  in  their  habits 
and  style  of  living.  They  raise  the  flax,  break  and  spin  it,  the  village 
weaver  weaves  their  linens,  and  they  themselves  make  them  up  into  gar- 
ments. In  like  manner  do  they  raise  their  own  wool.  The  village  shep- 
herd keeps  their  sheep^  the  mothers  and  daughters  spin  it,  the  village 
weaver  weaves  the  cloth,  and  the  tailor  makes  the  clothing.  A  frugal, 
thrifty  life  do  these  Glindenbergers  lead.  Outeide  the  village  is  a  manu- 
facturing establishment,  giving  work  to  a  goodly  number  of  the  towns- 
people. 

Pastor  C.  lives  wholly  for  these  humble  villagers — has  lived  for  them 
for  more  than  twenty  years  past.  He  is  an  educated  man ;  a  graduate  of 
one  of  the  leading  universities,  a  thorough  scholar,  and  an  humble,  devout  * 
Christian.  Besides  laboring  earnestly  among  his  people,  he  takes  a  lively 
interest  in  Christ's  Kingdom  in  general.  He  is  an  author,  known  among 
a  considerable  class  of  readers.  He  writes  for  theological  and  scientific 
Beviews ;  has  written  some  articles  on  the  Greek  particles.  None  could 
21 
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write  sucb  stuff  without  having  the  spirit  of  a  martyr.  Think  of  a  labo- 
rious country  pastor,  devoting  his  fragments  of  leisure  to  such  sapless 
pursuits  I 

In  less  than  an  hour  I  was  thoroughly  naturalized  in  the  home  circle. 
A  plain,  thrifty  housewife,  and  half  a  dozen  ebildren,  the  oldest  a  bloom- 
ing daughter  of  sixteen,  and  the  scholarly  father,  made  up  the  family. 
Servants  they  seem  to  have  had  none.  Evidently  they  rarely  entertained 
an  American  guest  at  their  hospitable  board.  My  knowledge  of  the  German 
language  soon  removed  all  reserve,  and  children  and  parents  treated  me 
as  if  I  had  been  a  cousin  on  his  summer  visit. 

Full  well  I  remember  the  evening  group  around  the  heartb  of  the 
Glindenberger  parsonage.  Both  parents  were  well  read  in  matters  per- 
taining to  America.  But  they  had  many  questions  to  ask  which  books 
fail  to  answer.  Till  near  midnight  they  pelted  me  with  questions  on 
Government  and  Religion  in  our  country.  What  proportion  of  a  com- 
munity, on  an  average,  belong  to  the  Church  ?  how  many  of  the  members 
attend  Church  ?  how  many  commune,  how  many  help  to  support  'the 
pastor  ?  What  is  the  pastor's  support  ?  Do  the  members  give  anything 
to  the  cause  of  Christ  outside  of  their  congregation  ?  If  so,  how  much? 
These  and  a  hundred  other  questions  were  put  as  fast  as  they  were 
answered. 

The  dear  pastor  in  his  enthusiasm  seemed  to  forget  the  lateness  of  the 
hour  and  the  weariness  of  his  guest.  ^*  Think  of  it,"  he  exclaimed,  "with 
you,  three  out  of  four  attend  the  services  of  the  Lord's  day,  here  perhape 
one  in  twenty.  And  as  for  the  communion,  it  is  no  better.''  *  At  the 
"breakfast  table,  the  next  morning,  he  said  :  *'  Will  you  please  and  preach 
for  me  this  morning  ?  Tell  my  congregation  what  you  told  us  last  night." 
The  subject  proposed  and  hb  earnest  entreaties  raised  a  merry  laugh 
around  him.     He  seemed  satisfied  with  my  reasons  for  declining. 

His  church  is  a  plain  edifice,  built  to  last  for  centuries.  The  services 
'Commenced  at  10  A.  M.  There  may  have  been  several  dozen  persons 
present;  nearly  all  these  were  women  and  children.  Aided  by  an  organ, 
they  sang  well.  His  sermon  was  very  practical,  and  pointed.  He  un- 
sparingly rebuked  the  apathy  and  indifference  of  church  members,  and, 
as  is  often  done,  belabored  the  few  dozen  of  his  most  faithful  parishioners 
present  for  the  sins  of  the  absent  ones.  And  since  I  had  refused  to 
preach  my  answers  to  his  question  given  the  previous  evening,  he  freely 
nised  them  as  illustrations  in  his  sermon.  "  Think  of  the  Christians  in 
America,"  he  exclaimed,  "  where  four  out  of  five  of  the  church-members 
attend  divine  services  twice  a  day,  and  as  many  commune  at  the  Lord's 
table !  Where,  of  their  own  free  choice,  the  people  support  their  pastors, 
and  offer  richly  for  other  good  objects  !"  In  this  strain  he  proceeded  for 
a  while,  with  animation,  giving  American  Christianity  more  credit  than 
it  really  deserved. 

In  the  afternoon  a  small  party  of  young  ladies  from  Wolmerstedt  came 

'  on  a  visit  to  the  younger  members  of  the  family,  who  chatted  cheerily, 

and  after  supper  were  accompanied  by  the  latter  on  their  way  home.    On 

a  brief  stroll  around  the  village,  I  saw  the  people  busy  at  their  work  in 

the  fields,  whilst  cowteams  passed  to  and  fro  in  the  streets. 

**  Have  you  seen  how  many  people  work  on  this  day  of  rest  ?    Those 
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working  in  tbe  Deighboring  mills  must  work  on  Sunday  or  lose  their 
places.  The  people  esteem  their  pastor,  but  refuse  to  obey  him.''  In 
the  evening  he  went  to  a  neighboring  family  to  baptize  a  child.  He 
walked  the  street  in  his  black  robe  and  bands,  in  which  he  likewise  offi^ 
oiated  in  the  morning. 

Of  course  this  worthy  brother  is  well  supported,  whether  people  will 
attend  church  or  not.  The  Government  gives  him  a  parsonage,  a  small 
farm,  and  a  fixed  salary^  and  the  members  pay  their  taxes  to  furnish  the 
means  for  this  support. 

The  next  morning  I  bade  adieu  to  this  estimable  family.  The  father 
accompanied  me  part  of  the  way  to  Wolmerstedt.  Among  the  green 
fields  of  his  parishioners  we  embraced  and  kissed  each  other^  each  saying 
*'Auf  Wiederseh'n,"  as  he  went  his  way.  Though  their  eyes  will  never 
see  these  lines,  my  grateful  heart  still  prays  :  "  God  bless  the  pastor  of 
Glindenberg,  and  his  family." 

A  Sabbath  day  in  Halberstadt  varies  the  scene  somewhat.  Instead  of 
a  country  village,  we  are  in  an  ancient  city,  of  twenty  thousand  inhabi- 
tants.    I  promised  a  clerical  friend  to  visit  his  relatives  here.  It  happens 

to  be  Saturday.     I  repair  to  the  dwelling  of  Seminar  Director  S. , 

(Principal  of  a  Classical  Institution),  the  relative  of  my  friend.  A  ring 
of  the  door  bell  brought  a  servant,  who  led  me  to  the  second  floor,  where 
the  family  lived.  In  this  country  many  of  the  best  families  occupy  only 
one  story — there  being  as  many  families  in  the  house  as  it  has  stories. 
Each  story  has  its  separate  door  bell.  A  venerable  gray-headed  gentle- 
man soon  gave  me  a  cordial  grasp  of  the  hand.  Next  came  his  wife,  the 
sister  of  my  friend  in  America,  leading  a  little  son  and  daughter  by  the 
hand.  A  beautiful  lady,  with  easy,  pleasant  manners,  perhaps  ten  or 
fifteen  years  younger  than  her  husband.  After  the  customary  greetings, 
she  seated  herself  aside  of  me,  again  grasped  my  hand  and  said  :  '^  Then 
you  really  know  my  brother  ?  And  have  been  to  his  house  ?  And  know 
his  wife  and  children,  too  ?  Be  so  kind  and  tell  me  something  about 
them/'  Thus  she  kept  on  with  her  affectionate  questionings,  smiling  so 
sweetly,  while  an  occasional  tear  rolled  over  her  fair  face.  She  was  a 
child  when  her  then  youthful  brother  had  left  home,  and  since  then  she 
had  not  seen  his  face,  save  in  the  photographs  he  had  sent  her.  The 
children,  too,  had  many  questions  to  ask,  and  many  greetings  to  send  to 
their  uncle.  The  mother  seemed  worried  to  know  how  she  could  suffi- 
ciently show  her  kindness  to  one  who  had  seen  her  brother  in  the  far-off 
land.  To  me  this  home  seemed  like  a  sort  of  earthly  Paradise.  Naught 
but  gentle  words  gently  spoken,  by  parents  and  children  ;  not  the  slightest 
impropriety  by  any  one ;  peace  and  good  will  everywhere.  Merry  con- 
versation at  their  frugal  meals,  the  attentive,  quiet  children  catching  and 
treasuring  in  their  hearts  every  word  that  was  spoken.  In  the  aft^ernoon 
the  whole  family  took  me  to  the  Spiegel  Berg,  a  shady  place  of  resort,  a 
short  distance  from  the  city.  The  innocent  frisking  enjoyments  of  the 
children,  the  conversation  of  the  parents,  thither  and  back,  I  still  remem- 
ber with  joy.  Till  late  at  night  we  conversed  about  matters  in  Germany 
and  America,  of  things  on  earth  and  things  in  heaven. 

They  were  members  of  the  Reformed  Church.    Pastor  Adolph  Krum^ 
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macber,  a  poet  and  an  able  Theologian,  son  of  the  Dr.  Krummacher,  of 
wbom  tbe  Ouabdian  bas  spoken  ibis  last  year — Adolpb  is  tbeir  Sbep- 
berd.  Gladly  do  I  go  witb  tbem  to  cburcb  on  Sunday  morning.  Sereral 
bundred  people  were  present  in  a  building  tbat  bolds  many  more.  Tbe 
preacber  wore  a  fine  black  robe.  His  text  was  in  Mattbew  ri.  28-30. 
<^  Bebold  tbe  lilies  of  tbe  field,  &c."  His  tbeme  was  tbe  instructive 
image  of  tbe  lily.  1.  Its  origin.  2.  Its  bistory.  3.  Tbe  estimation  in 
wbicb  our  Saviour  beld  it. .  Tbe  connection  between  tbe  lily  and  its  rai- 
ment is  inseparable.  It  is  not  made  by  art,  but  grows ;  grows  in  tbe 
eartb.  It  adorns.  Its  beauty  excels  tbe  glory  of  Solomon.  Art  is  only 
a  copy,  an  imitation.  Nature  is  greater,  bigber  tban  art.  Flowers,  plants, 
mountains^  are  greater  tban  tbe  painting.  Tbe  Queen  of  Sbeba  coming 
from  a  far  country,  passed  many  glories  on  ber  journey  unnoticed,  greater 
tban  tbat  of  Solomon.  Tbus  spoke  tbe  preacber,  analyzing  tbe  lily  with 
a  skillful  band. 

In  tbe  afternoon  we  attended  a  Lutberan  religious  service  in  tbe  Dom. 
The  pastor  preached  on  Acts  xxiii.  12-24.  He  intoned  or  chanted  some 
of  the  prayers  facing  a  crucifix  on  tbe  altar,  with  bis  back  toward  tbe 
congregation.     Tbe  benediction  be  sang  facing  it. 

Towards  evening  several  hours  were  by  invitation  spent  witb  pastor 
Krummacber.  His  manner  and  style  of  preaching,  as  well  as  bis  con- 
versation, are  calm^  lacking  tbe  fire  and  energy  of  his  father.  He  will 
never  become  tbe  pulpit  orator  bis  father  was,  yet  may  perform  a  work 
no  less  important  and  permanent.  Possessed  witb  a  genial,  gentle  heart, 
and  a  well  stored  mind,  I  found  him  entertaining  and  instructive. 

Halberstadt  seems  to  have  a  quieter  Sunday  than  many  other  cities  of 
Germany.  The  churcbes  were  on  tbe  whole  well  attended,  and  tbe  streets 
comparatively  free  from  tbe  noise  of  labor  and  business.  Seen  through 
tbe  glasses  of  American  prejudices,  one  can  readily  pick  flaws  in  the 
Sunday  habits  of  Germany.  I  found  much  to  praise.  The  earnest,  de- 
vout demeanor  of  all  the  people  when  at  cburcb,  tbeir  whole-souled  sing- 
ing, their  freedom  from  all  whining  cant,  the  simple,  unsuspecting  faith 
of  children,  these  and  many  other  traits  I  must  praise  and  love  in  tbe 
Sundays  of  Germany. 


Power  op  Conscience  in  a  Pagan. — A  follower  of  Pjtbagoras  once 
bought  a  pair  of  shoes  from  a  cobbler,  for  wbicb  be  promised  to  pay  him 
on  a  future  day.  On  tbat  day  be  took  tbe  money,  but,  finding  tbe  cob- 
bler bad  died  in  tbe  interim,  returned  secretly  rejoicing  tbat  be  could  re- 
tain tbe  money  and  get  a  pair  of  shoes  for  nothing.  ^*  His  conscience, 
however,"  says  Seneca,  "  would  not  allow  bim  to  rest,  till,  taking  up  tbe 
money,  he  went  back  to  tbe  cobbler's  shop^  and  casting  in  tbe  money, 
said,  *  Go  thy  way,  for  though  he  is  dead  to  all  tbe  world  besides,  yet  he 
is  alive  to  me.* " — British  Workman, 
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THE  MOTHEB  AND  WIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONAFABTE. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


We  will  call  Madame  M^re  by  her  untitled  name — Letitia  Ramoline. 
Her  home  was  on  Corsica^  a  lovely  island,  in  the  Mediterranean.  On  a 
clear  day  one  can  see  it  from  the  terraced  gardens  of  Gcuva.  Ajaccio  is 
its  capital.  Here  many  a  traveler  pauses  before  a  certain  spacious  stone 
house,  which  a  century  ago  was  the  home  of  Carlo  Bonaparte  and  his  wife 
Letitia.  Carlo  was  nineteen  and  Letitia  sixteen,  when  they  were  married. 
He  was  intelligent,  accomplished  and  handsome,  she  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  fascinating  young  ladies  on  the  island.  For  a  time  their 
island  home  was  an  Eden  of  delight.  Then  war  brought  danger  and 
grief.  Carlq  fought  with  his  native  Corsicans  against  the  invaders  of  the 
island.  The  enemy  was  too  strong.  The  people  of  Ajaccio  fled  into  the 
interior  of  the  island.  Ketreating  before  the  blood-thirsty  pursuers. 
Carlo  met  Letitia^  with  her  baby  boy,  on  horseback,  followed  by  a  crowd 
of  fugitives.  They  found  shelter  on  a  great  mountain.  Carlo  fled  for  a 
brief  period,  from  the  island,  with  his  leader. 

^^  On  a  hot  day  in  the  middle  of  August,  not  long  after  both  returned 
to  Ajaccio,  Letitia,  as  usual,  attended  mass  in  the  Parish  Church.  There 
she  was  suddenly  taken  ill,  and  was  borne  to  her  home,  where,  upon  a 
couch  covered  with  a  piece  of  old  tapestry,  on  which  warlike  scenes  from 
the  Iliad  (of  Homer)  were  depicted,  she  gave  birth  to  her  second  son," 
to  whom  she  gave  the  name  of  Napoleon. 

Ten  years  later  Carlo  Bonaparte  was  sent  to  Paris  to  represent  his 
island  in  the  National  Assembly,  taking  the  two  oldest  children,  Joseph  and 
Napoleon,  with  him.  And  six  years  after  this  visit  to  Paris  he  died,  when 
not  yet  thirty-five  years  of  age,  leaving  Letitia  a  lone  widow,  the  mother 
of  thirteen  children,  of  whom  eight  were  yet  living.  They  were  five 
sons  and  three  daughters — a  family  of  mouarchs  they  were  destined  to 
become.  Her  sons  all  became  kings,  save  one,  who  refused  to  accept  a 
crown.  Of  her  daughters,  one  became  a  Grand  Duchess,  the  other  a 
Princess,  the  third  a  Queen. 

At  Carlo's  death  her  youngest  son  was  an  infant }  indeed  her  family 
were  mostly  small  children.  She  had  but  scanty  means  wherewith  to  support 
them.  But  she  had  kind  friends,  and  energy  to  carry  her  burdens  skill- 
fully. Napoleon  once  said :  '^  She  had  the  head  of  a  man  on  the  shoulders 
of  woman.  Losses,  privations,  fatigue,  had  no  efieot  upon  her;  she  en- 
dured all,  braved  all."  Joseph,  her  eldest  son,  helped  her  with  all  his 
might.  Napoleon  became  a  dull  student  at  Paris,  promising  little  for  the 
family,  yet  in  the  end  bringing  it  much  glory  and  misery ;  bringing 
crowns  to  the  children,  and  the  title  of  Madame  5l^re  or  Empress  Mother, 
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to  Letitia — briDging  her,  too,  a  palace  in  Paris  and  a  pension  of  $200,000 
a  year. 

Ere  tbis  was  attained  came  anotber  Corsican  war.  At  midnight,  when 
the  enemy  swarmed  in  Ajaccio,  hardy  mountaineers  awake  her  and  her 
children.  "  Quick,  make  haste,  Signora  Letitia/'  whispered  their  leader  ; 
**  fly  with  us,  we  will  defend  you  or  perish."  "  That  is  your  house  that's 
burning,  Signora,"  said  one  of  her  protectors,  looking  back  on  the  burn- 
ing city.  "Never  mind,  we  will  build  it  better  hereafter,  Umg  live 
Prance**  replied  Letitia.  After  spending  two  nights  in  the  mountains, 
mother  and  children  reached  the  sea-coast,  where  a  French  frigate  was  in 
waiting  to  take  them  to  Marseilles. 

Napoleon's  changing  fortunes  reduced  him  to  pecuniary  straits,  and 
with  him  Letitia  was  plunged  in  poverty  and  distress.  At  length  her  son 
Joseph  married  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  banker  in  Marseilles.  From 
this  time  she  was  well  provided  for.  The  ambitious  and  daring  schemes 
of  her  son  gave  her  much  anxiety  and  pain — **  more  trying  than  poverty 
and  privation." 

Though  well  provided  for,  Letitia  lived  in  retirement.  She  preferred 
the  more  quiet  and  simple  manners  of  the  wives  of  Lucien  and  Joseph 
Bonaparte,  to  those  of  the  beautiful  and  gay  Josephine,  wife  of  Napoleon. 
During  the  storms  of  the  French  Revolution^  she  suffered  the  most  pain- 
ful anxiety  for  the  safety  of  her  sons.  When  she  preferred  living  with 
her  exiled  son  Lucien  in  Rome,  to  a  home  with  Napoleon,  the  latter  up- 
braided her.  She  replied  :  "  An  unfortunate  son  will  always  be  most 
dear  to  me." 

At  length  Napoleon  reached  the  throne  of  France — virtually  the  throne 
of  a  great  part  of  Europe.  While  all  the  world  was  dazzled  with  his  glory, 
she  trembled  when  she  saw  how  he  parcelled  out  his  conquests  among  his 
brothers.  When  he  rejected  and  divorced  his  wife  Josephine,  without  a 
cause,  his  poor  mother's  heart  was  stirred  with  intense  grief. 

After  he  became  imperial  ruler  of  France,  she  reluctantly  accepted  his 
urgent  invitation  to  live  in  Paris.  He  wished  her  to  live  in  a  style  suitable 
for  the  mother  of  a  reigning  monarch.  But  this  life  was  little  to  her  taste. 
She  refused  to  indulge  in  the  gaieties  and  extravagances  he  wished  to 
impose  upon  her.  Whilst  busily  engaged  in  works  of  charity,  she  endea- 
vored to  lay  something  by  in  store  for  the  future.  The  poor  and  sorrow- 
ing always  found  a  friend  in  her.  She  seemed  to  have  a  presentiment 
that  further  reverses  awaited  her. 

In  due  time  these  came.  Napoleon  was  hurled  from  the  throne  his  ambi- 
tion had  erected.  She  followed  him  to  Elbe,  hoping  there  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  her  life  in  quiet  with  her  son.  Ten  months  later  he 
returned  to  Paris,  and  rallied  his  army  for  another  battle.  She  refused 
to  go  with  him  in  his  fool-hardy  exploit.  Meanwhile  she  found  a  home 
with  her  brother,  Cardinal  Fetsch,  at  Rome.  When  she  heard  of  his 
final  defeat  at  Waterloo,  and  all  hope  for  his  restoration  to  power  was 
gone,  she  offered  him  the  whole  of  her  large  fortune  for  his  relief.  She 
said  :  "  My  whole  fortune  b  at  my  son's  disposal."  With  weeping  eyes, 
Napoleon  afterwards  told  a  friend  :  "  For  me  she  would  without  a  mur- 
mur have  doomed  herself  to  live  on  black  bread." 
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Wlieo  the  sovereigns  of  Europe  met  at  Aix-la-Cbapelle  to  decide  on 
bis  fate,  she  wrote  to  them  as  follows  :  *'  Sires,  I  am  a  mother,  and  my 
son's  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own.  In  the  name  of  Him  whose 
essence  is  goodness,  and  of  whom  your  imperial  and  royal  majesties  are 
the  image,  I  entreat  you  to  pat  a  period  to  his  misery,  and  to  restore  him 
to  liberty.  For  this  I  implore  God,  and  I  implore  you,  who  are  His  vice- 
gerents on  earth.  Beasons  of  state  have  their  limits,  and  posterity,  which 
gives  immortality,  adores,  above  all  things  the  generosity  of  conquerors.*' 
She  pleaded  in  vain.  He  was  sent  to  St.  Helena,  and  Letitia  was  not 
allowed  the  melancholy  privilege  of  sharing  his  imprisonment.  Thus  she 
lived  to  see  the  rise  and  fall  of  her  son,  of  all  her  children — their  royalty 
and  ruin — she  surviving  most  of  them.  It  is  said  that  even  at  eighty 
years  she  still  retained  marks  of  beauty.  In  February,  1836,  at  eighty- 
six  years  of  age,  she  died  at  Bome,  where  a  monument  marks  her  grave 
to  this  day. 

Josephine  de  Beauharnais. 

Napoleon  was  twenty-six.  Paris  heaved  with  a  revolution.  At  the 
head  of  the  army  it  became  his  duty  to  take  from  the  citizens  of  Paris 
their  arms.  He  happened  to  get  the  sword  of  the  Viscount  de  Beauhar- 
nais, who  had  been  beheaded.  One  morning  his  aide-de-camp,  Lemarois, 
brought  a  boy  of  fourteen  to  him.  The  little  fellow  said  :  "  General, 
give  me  back  my  father *s  sword,  my  sole  inheritance,  and  to  which  I  clung 
more  than  life.''  The  General  was  pleased  with  the  brave  boy  pleading 
to  get  his  father's  sword.  As  he  bore  it  away,  he  wept  tears  of  joy.  It 
was  Eugene,  the  son  of  the  beheaded  Viscount.  The  next  day  Eugene's 
mother  called  to  thank  Napoleon,  in  person,  for  his  kindness.  It  was 
Josephine,  the  beautiful  widow  of  the  fallen  Viscount,  the  future  wife  of 
Napoleon.  She  had  two  children,  this  son,  and  a  daughter,  Hortenso,  the 
mother  of  Napoleon  III. 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  she,  '^  I  am  urged  to  marry  again.  You  have  met 
General  Bonaparte  in  my  house.  Well ! — he  it  is  who  would  supply  a 
father's  place  to  the  orphans  of  Alexander  de  Beauharnais,  and  a  hus- 
band to  his  widow.  Do  you  love  him  ?  you  will  ask.  Not  exactly.  You 
then  dislike  him  ?  Not  quite  so  bad.  I  admire  the  General's  courage, 
the  extent  of  his  information — for  on  all  subjects  he  talks  equally  well — 
and  the  quickness  of  his  judgment  which  enables  him  to  seize  the  thoughts 
of  others,  almost  before  they  are  expressed;  but,  I  confess  it,  I  shrink 
from  the  despotism  he  seems  desirous  of  exercising  over  all  who  approach 
him. 

Being  now  past  the  hey-day  of  youth,  can  I  hope  long  to  preserve  that 
ardor  of  attachment  which,  in  the  general,  resembles  a  fit  of  delirium  ? 
If  after  our  union,  he  should  cease  to  love  me,  will  he  not  reproach  me 
with  what  he  will  have  sacrificed  for  my  sake?  Were  it  not  for  this 
marriage,  which  puts  me  out,  I  should,  despite  of  all,  be  gay ;  but  while 
it  remains  to  be  disposed  of,  I  shall  torment  myself;  once  concluded, 
come  what  may,  I  shall  be  resigned."  The  truth  is,  the  gay  young  widow 
was  greatly  in  love.  With  the  sword  of  her  fallen  spouse,  she  took  the 
heart  of  Napoleon. 

He  was  appointed  commander-in-chief  of  the  army  of  Italy.  Two 
weeks  later  he  led  Josephine  before  a  magistrate,  and  made  her  his  wife. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


332         The  Mother  and  Wife  of  Napoleon  BovtaparU.   [November, 

Afterwards  the  marriage  ceremooy  was  privately  repeated  by  a  Cardinal 
in  the  chapel  of  the  Tuilleries.  And  twelve  days  after  their  marriage  he 
lefl  her,  to  take  charge  of  his  army  in  Italy.  In  due  time  she  followed 
him.  At  a  country-seat  near  Milan,  she  found  a  home.  Seldom  has  mortal 
lady  enjoyed  greater  glory,  though  brief  Her  victorious  husband  hurl- 
ing rulers  from  thoir  thrones,  and  she  sharing  his  victories.  She  soon 
grew  weary  of  the  festivities  and  pomp  of  her  position.  In  his  battles  he 
wore  her  miniature  near  his  heart.  One  day  he  broke  this,  and  in  great 
terror  deemed  it  ominous  of  her  death.  At  the  end  of  deeds  of  blood  he 
drew  forth  and  fondly  gazed  upon  the  image  of  the  absent  one.  "  In  the 
contest  I  think  of  France,  afterward  of  yoii,"  he  writes  to  her. 

After  a  while  he  returned  to  Paris,  as  a  glorious  conqueror,  bringing 
Josephine  with  him.  She  was  universally  admired  and  praised,  as  pos- 
sessing charming  beauty,  rare  intelligence  and  virtue.  She  remained 
here,  while  he  kept  battling  with  the  nations. 

"  My  love !  (he  writes  after  the  battle  of  Eylau)  I  am  still  at  Eylaa. 
The  country  is  covered  with  the  dead  and  the  wounded.  This  is  not  agree- 
able. One  suffers,  and  the  soul  is  oppressed  to  see  so  many  victims.  I 
am  well.  I  have  done  what  I  wished.  You  must  be  very  anxious,  and 
that  thought  afflicts  me.  Nevertheless  tranquil ize  yourself,  my  love,  and 
be  cheerful.     Wholly  thine." 

Hardly  could  he  have  been  sincere  with  this  '*  wholly  thine."  For 
not  long  after  he  laid  his  plans  for  a  divorce.  He  called  Eugene  from 
Italy,  that  he  and  his  sister  could  be  with  their  mother  to  comfort  her  in 
her  sorrow.  The  day  on  which  he  formally  told  her  of  his  determination, 
they  dined  together.  She  had  been  weeping  all  morning.  To  conceal 
her  tears  she  veiled  her  face.  Neither  ate,  and  neither  spake  a  word. 
After  dinner  the  heartrending  scene  began.  He  declared  his  love  for 
her.  To  her  he  owed  the  few  moments  of  happiness  he  had  known.  But 
the  interests  of  France  demanded  the  divorce. 

"  I  expected  this/'  she  said.  "  I  understand  and  feel  for  you,  but  the 
stroke  is  not  the  less  mortal."  She  vainly  tried  to  control  her  feelings. 
"  Oh,  no,  you  can  not  surely  do  it !  you  would  not  kill  me  ?"  she  sobbed. 
Then  she  swooned  away  for  three  hours.  **  Our  mother  must  go  away," 
said  Eugene,  "  and  we  must  go  with  her,  that  we  all  three  may  expiate 
in  retirement  our  ephemeral  greatness,  which  has  troubled  rather  than  em- 
bellished our  existence."  Napoleon  chose  Marie  Louisa,  of  Austria,  for 
his  second  wife.  Poor  Josephine  was  set  aside,  passed  through  the  tor- 
ture of  a  public  separation,  in  the  presence  of  the  high  officers  of  State. 
Could  not  read  the  paper  consenting  to  her  divorce  for  sobbing; 
another  read  it  for  her.  She  consented  to  the  dissolution  of  their  mar- 
riage, whilst  his  second  marriage  "  in  no  respect  changed  the  sentiments  of 
her  heart — the  Emperor  will  ever  find  in  me  his  truest  friend."  With  a 
shudder  she  approached  the  table  on  which  lay  the  articles  of  separation. 
Then  she  had  to  leave  her  royal  home — the  Tuilleries.  The  household, 
servants  and  friends,  filled  the  halls  with  lamentation  at  her  going.  '*  She 
carried  with  her  into  exile  the  hearts  of  all  that  had  enjoyed  the  happi- 
ness of  access  to  her  presence."  Gladly  would  she  have  allowed  her 
sobbing  friends  to  grasp  her  band,  had  she  not  dreaded  falling  into 
another  swoon  at  their  feet.     She  was  taken  to  Malmaison,  where  twelve 
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years  before  she  entered  as  the  bride  of  Napoleon — where  he  won  and 
broke  her  heart.  She  continued  to  love  him ;  and  he  visited  her,  but 
Marie  Louisa  refused  to  receive  her  at  court.  His  exile  filled  her  with 
melancholy.  '*  If  his  dearest  friends  now  abandon  him,  I  at  least  will 
not/'  she  said.  She  died  with  his  name  on  her  lips.  ^' Alas  !  had  I  only 
another  Josephine,"  exclaimed  Napoleon.  What  hours  of  sorrow  she 
spent  here  are  only  known  to  the  All-Knowing  and  All-Merciful  One. 
She  continued  to  follow  Napoleon's  career  with  melancholy  interest.  She 
kept  his  rooms  in  the  palace  sacred.  Not  a  book  or  map  was  allowed  to 
be  disturbed.  With  her  own  hands  she  dusted  them.  These  little  atten- 
tions formed  part  of  her  melancholy  pastime.  Eugene,  against  the  wishes 
of  his  mother,  tendered  his  resignation  as  Viceroy  of  Italy.  To  Napoleon 
he  wrote :  *'  The  son  of  her  who  is  no  longer  empress,  can  not  remain 
viceroy.  I  will  follow  my  mother  into  her  retreat."  It  is  said  this  decla- 
ration touched  the  heart  of  Napoleon.  The  faithful  son  was  afterwards 
re-appointed  to  this  position  by  Louis  XVIIIth.  Ho  had  scarcely  arrived 
on  a  visit  at  Malmaison,  when  his  mother  died.  She  was  buried  in  the 
church  of  Jlueil,  where  sad  hearts  of  all  nations  pause  in  pity  at  her 
tomb.  Napoleon  found  to  his  grief  that  Marie  Louisa  loved  him  with  far 
less  devotion  than  Josephine.  Of  the  one  hundred  days  he  spent  in 
France  on  his  return  from  Elbe,  he  gave  one  to  Malmaison.  He  entered 
Josephine's  room,  alone,  and  returned  from  it,  his  eyes  bathed  in  tears. 
It  was  too  late.  His  tears  were  unheeded  by  the  dethroned  empress, 
sleeping  in  the  parish  church. 


THE  BODY  OF  JEBEMY  BENTHAM. 

The  London  Notes  and  Queries  contains  a  letter  from  Dr.  South  wood 
Smith  in  relation  to  the  disposition  made  of  Jeremy's  body.  The  letter 
is  dated  June  14,  1857,  and  says: 

Jeremy  Bcntham  left  by  will  his  body  to  me  for  dissection.  I  was  also 
to  deliver  a  public  lecture  over  his  body  to  medical  students  and  the  pub- 
lic generally.  The  latter  was  done  at  the  Webb  Street  School,  Brough- 
am, James  Mill,  Grote  and  other  disciples  of  Bentham  being  present. 
After  the  usual  anatomical  demonstrations  over  the  body  a  skeleton  was 
made  of  the  bones.  I  endeavored  to  preserve  the  head  untouched,  mere- 
ly drawing  away  the  fluids  by  placing  it  under  an  air  pump  over  sulphu- 
ric acid.  By  this  means  the  head  was  rendered  as  hard  as  the  skulls  of 
the  New  Zealanders^  but  all  expression  was  gone,  of  course.  Seeing  this 
would  not  do  for  exhibition,  I  had  a  model  made  in  wax  by  a  distin- 
guished French  artist,  taken  from  David's  bust,  PiokersgiH's  picture,  and 
my  own  ring.  The  artist  succeeded  in  producing  one  of  the  most  admi- 
rable likenesses  ever  seen.  I  then  had  the  skeleton  stuffed  out  to  fit 
Bentham's  own  clothes,  and  this  wax  likeness  fitted  to  the  trunk.  This 
figure  was  placed  seated  on  the  chair  he  usually  sat,  and  one  hand  hold- 
ing the  walking  stick  which  was  his  constant  companion  when  he  went 
out,  called  by  him  Dapple.  The  whole  was  enclosed  in  a  mahogany  case, 
with  folding  glass  doors. 
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THE  TEACHEB'S  FBAYEB. 


Lead  tbem,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Lead  them  to  Thee, 
E'en  these  dear  babes  of  mine 

Thou  gavest  me, 
Oh,  by  Thy  love  divine, 

Lead  them,  my  God.  to  Thee, 
Safely  to  Thee  I 

What  though  my  faith  is  dim, 

Wavering,  and  weak? 
Yet  still  I  come  to  Thee, 

Thy  grace  to  seek; 
Daily  to  plead  with  Thee, 

Lead  tnem,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Safely  to  Thee  I 

When  earth  looks  bright  and  fair, 

Festive  and  gay. 
Let  no  delusive  snare 

Lure  them  astray ; 
But  from  temptation's  power 

Lead  them,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Safely  to  Thee  I 

E'en  for  such  little  ones 

Christ  came  a  child. 
And  through  this  world  of  sin 

Moved  undefiled. 
Oh,  for  His  sake  I  pray, 

Lead  them,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Lead  them  to  Thee  I 

Yes,  though  my  faith  be  dim, 

I  would  believe 
That  Thou  this  precious  gift 

Wilt  now  receive. 
Oh,  take  their  young  hearts  now  I 

Lead  them,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Safely  to  Thee  1 

Lead  them,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Lead  them  to  Thee  I 
Though  '  twere  my  dying  breath, 

I'd  cry  to  Thee 
With  yearning  agony. 
Lead  them,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Lead  them  to  Thee  I 

— Treaxury, 
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SEA  AND  LAND. 


In  an  article  entitled  Ftsh  and  Animal  we  endeavored  to  realize,  so  far 
as  we  were  able,  the  deep  meaning  which  the  Saviour  has  embalmed  in  one 
of  His  figurative  sayings  for  the  contemplation  of  the  ages.  The  saying 
to  which  we  refer  is  this, — **  thou  shalt  be  a  fisher  of" — "  catch  men"  : 
a  saying  which  our  Lord  addressed  to  Peter.  From  this  saying  we  drew 
the  legitimate  inference,  that  where  there  was  a  fisherman  there  must 
also  be  fish^  and  that  in  the  mind  of  the  Saviour  fish  stood  for  men  as 
related  to  the  kingdom  of  grace.  We  said,  further,  that  in  the  pro- 
cess of  catching  fish  were  not  merely  encompassed  by  a  net  and  allowed 
to  remain  in  the  water,  but  they  were  also  lifted  up  out  of  the  world  of 
water  into  that  of  the  land.  The  life  existing  in  the  sea^  represented  in 
a  general  way  by  the  Fish,  and  the  life  existing  on  the  land,  represented 
in  a  general  way  by  the  Animal  or  Beast,  we  made  figures  of  our  present 
life  and  the  glorified  life.  The  life  of  earth  and  the  life  of  heaven  then 
was  the  theme  of  the  article  to  which  we  refer. 

We  did  not  then  refer  to  the  fact^  that  in  the  process  of  catching,  the 
places  wherein  the  fish  exists  have  changed.  Before  the  fish  is  caught  it 
lives  in  the  Sea,  after  it  is  caught  it  exists  upon  the  Land.  In  the  sea 
and  the  land  then  we  have  presented  for  our  consideration  figures  which 
teach  us  the  relation  existing  between  the  worlds  in  which  earthly  life 
and  heavenly  life  exists  In  this  consideration  we  turn  from  life  to  the 
place  wherein  it  exists;  and  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say,  though  useful 
by  way  of  reminder,  that  the  Sea  typifies  the  abode  of  earthly  life  here, 
and  the  Land  that  of  heavenly  life.  What  do  these  figures  teach  us  in 
regard  to  these  two  great  homes  ? 

First  of  all  we  notice  that  the  Land  is  higher  than  the  Sea.  On  the 
other  hand  we  notice  that  it  is  in  the  low,  hollow  places  of  the  earth  that 
the  Sea  exists.  And  here  in  the  very  beginning  of  our  discussion  we  are 
taught  the  superiority  of  the  one  over  the  other :  it  is  a  dawn,  as  it  were, 
which  foretells  the  glorious  light  of  the  coming  day.  Here  in  the  very 
beginning  we  are  told  that  Heaven  is  superior  to  Earth ;  it  is  superior — 
higher — in  every  sense  which  may  be  attached  to  the  word.  But  we  de- 
sire more  than  such  a  vague  generality. 

Going  toward  the  specific,  the  first  thing  which  may  strike  us  in  our 
contemplation  of  the  lower  world  of  the  Sea  is  the  element  of  which  it  is 
composed — water.  In  water  the  fish  moves.  It  is  a  heavy  element, 
which  offers  an  obstacle  to  free  motion,  rather  than  by  its  airy  lightness 
induces  motion  activity.  The  movement  of  a  whale  is  a  continual  pu«A- 
<ng — a  clearing  of  the  waters;  it  is  not  the  majestic  sweep  of  the  eagle, 
— the  eagle  which  up  amid  the  airy  heights  rides  with  never-checking 
rein  the  wild  animals.    But  not  only  is  water  a  heavy,  opposing  medium 
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to  exist  in,  it  in  addition  is  ofteDtimea  cloudy,  cutting  off  the  transmission 
of  light  as  a  consequence.  Then  too  it  gathers  to  itself  all  kinds  of  filth, 
so  that  instead  of  appearing  to  us  as  the  emhlem  of  purity,  it  may 
equally  as  well  be  regarded  the  emblem  of  impurity.  The  Sea  moreover 
is  the  region  of  massive  rocks,  wondrous  in  magnitude  to  be  sure,  but 
beyond  this  uninviting, — their  appearance  may  indeed  be  characterized 
rather  as  threatening.  It  is  the  region  of  slimy  flats ;  a  region  of  shadow, 
gloom,  and  dark  caverns.  A  region  where  not  one  voice  is  heard  to 
break  the  stillness  which  reigns  with  power  uncontested, — indeed  we 
may  call  the  water  an  obstacle  to  the  utterance  of  voice^  inasmuch  as  it 
shuts  out  air,  upon  which  the  existence  of  voice  depends.  The  Sea  may 
be  characterized  as  a  world  of  the  most  unbroken  monotony.  And  be- 
yond all  this,  in  whatsoever  direction  we  may  go,  we  find  the  sea-shore 
sloping  upward, — a  prison  wall  which  everywhere  shuts  in  the  life  which 
moves  in  the  waters  of  the  ocean. 

Eising  upward  to  the  land  from  this  gloomy  prison-like  world,  we  feel 
as  if  we  verily  had  entered  into  a  state  of  glorification.  We  remark 
that  we/eeZ  as  if  we  had  entered  upon  such  a  state,  inasmuch  as  our  very 
first  impression  of  this  sphere  of  life  is  one  of  feeling.  This  is  in  conse- 
quence of  the  element  in  which  life  exists  changing ;  instead  of  water, 
we  have  in  the  world  of  land  air,  an  element  which  is  so  fine  in  its  na- 
ture that  it  cannot  be  seen  and  scarcely  felt.  The  heavy  pressure  which 
was  exerted  upon  the  body  of  the  fish  in  the  water,  has  given  way  to 
a  medium  so  light  that  we  feel  as  if  there  was  no  element  around  us  at  all 
corresponding  with  the  water  of  the  sea.  And  the  filth  which  the  ele- 
ment of  air  carries  in  itself  is  not  of  that  kind  which  may  be  felt,  it  can 
only  be  seen ;  or  the  filth  may  be  of  a  more  refined  kind  still,  and  may 
only  be  smelt,  not  even  seen.  In  this  upper  world  we  find  also  that  the 
shadow  has  departed.  The  gloom  of  the  ocean  plains  is  not  found  here. 
The  everlasting  night  of  ocean  vales  has  given  way  to  the  cheerful, 
bright,  glorious  day — mother  of  joy  and  activity.  We  here  see  no  more 
darkly,  we  see  plainly,  yea  we  look  up  into  the  very  face  of  the  Sun. 
That  which  warmed  the  ocean  and  so  preserved  the  life  of  what  moved 
therein,  but  which  could  not  be  seen  from  the  immense  depths  below,  or 
if  seen,  seen  only  indistinctly,  stands  immediately  before  us ;  we  see  the 
great  life-giver  face  to  face  in  this  upper  gladsome  world.  So  too  has 
the  slimy  mud  of  the  ocean  bottom  vanished;  green  sod  invites  our  foot- 
steps, itself  food  for  the  sustenance  of  God's  creatures.  The  monotony 
of  ocean  scenery  is  not  found  here  either ;  instead  we  have  forests  and 
meadows  and  brooks  and  hills ;  form  here  glorifies  itself  in  miniature  in 
the  beautiful  flowers,  and  in  their  odors  creation  breathes  its  prayer  to 
God.  Silence  too  no  longer  exists;  from  the  green  spires  of  the  forest 
morning  after  morning  peal  forth  chimes  freighted  with  G^'s  praise 
rung  by  millions  of  sinless  songsters.  Here  it  is  that  we  find  creation 
with  open  month  praising  its  Creator, — in  man  we  have  this  praise  com- 
ing forth  from  a  heart  which  knows  its  God.  And  last  of  all,  in  this 
upper  world  of  the  land  we  do  not  find  that  barrier,  sloping  upward, 
which  we  have  compared  to  a  prison  wall,  which  confines  the  life  of  tbe 
ocean.  We  have  the  very  opposite  of  this  presented  in  this  upper 
world.     Life  here  stands  upon  a  hill,  so  to  speak,  from  which  the  suHkce 
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slopes  downward  instead  of  upward ;  affording  thus  no  prison  wall  of  con- 
finement. Above  stretches  the  blue  heaven  far  away,  as  if  inviting  us 
to  take  our  flight  upward  and  explore  its  mysterious  depths. 

Is  there  any  need  for  us  to  return  in  the  way  of  explanation  to  the 
symbols  of  the  Sea  and  Land  ?  Their  meaning  as  symbols  is  almost  too 
plain  for  any  such  procedure, — so  plain  at  least  as  not  to  allow  of  any 
lengthy  explanation.  We  may,  however,  say,  in  a  general  way  that  under 
these  symbols  we  have  embodied  the  prophecy  that  corresponding  with 
our  new  natures,  the  world  in  the  outside  of  us  will  be  altered.  We  will 
experience  a  change  in  the  freedom  with  which  we  move.  It  will  be  a 
change  as  much  greater  than  our  present  condition  in  this  direction  as 
that  to  which  we  adverted  when  coming  up  from  the  coarse  element  of 
water  into  the  finer  one  of  the  air.  If  then  we  imagine  that  nothing 
surrounded  us,  though  we  were  still  bound  to  the  earth  by  the  bonds  of 
attractive  forces,  it  may  be  that  in  the  Home  beyond  even  these  will  be  sun- 
dered, and  man  be  raised  to  the  full  independence  over  matter  which  be- 
longs to  a  creature  made  in  the  image  of  God.  If  in  coming  up  from  the 
cloudy,  shady  regions  of  the  sea  into  the  bright  day  of  the  land,  we  were 
vouchsiEifed  a  glance  at  the  great  centre  of  our  physical  universe,  if  we 
were  permitted  to  look  into  the  face  of  the  great  luminary  upon  which 
our  temporal  life  depends,  then  do  these  symbols  teach  that  in  our  eter- 
nal home  we  will  be  permitted  to  look  upon  not  merely  the  centre  of  our 
little  universe  but  upon  the  very  Centre  of  all  things, — then  will  we  be 
permitted  to  look  into  the  face  of  Him  who  is  the  Source  not  only  of  our 
temporal  life,  but  of  our  eternal  life, — yea  the  very  Source  of  all  things. 
And  if  on  rising  out  of  the  hollow  sea  its  walls  of  rook  fell  away,  and  we 
stood  upon  a  mount  looking  out  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach — no  wall 
high  upreared  to  hedge  us  in — ^with  the  deep  sky  above  us,  beckoniog  us 
upward  like  some  bird  poised  upon  a  twig  just  ready  to  launch  forth  into 
space,  may  we  not,  in  view  of  this,  advance  the  conjecture,  whether  in  our 
Heavenly  Home  that  same  space,  into  which  upon  the  land  we  are  already 
half  elevated,  may  not  really  be  ours, — ours  to  explore  and  wander  over 
out  to  its  utmost  limits  ? 

But  the  habits  in  regard  to  our  Heavenly  Home  which  these  figures 
contain  do  not  stop  with  those  already  mentioned,  they  contain  yet  others. 
They  teach  us  the  relation  existing  between  our  present  home  and  that 
which  we  are  to  occupy  forever.  The  Sea  and  the  Land  are  not  separated 
by  an  abyss  which  is  fathomless,  neither  are  they  separated  by  a  chasm 
which  no  one  can  bridge.  They  on  the  contrary  lie  side  by  side.  And 
so  closely  do  their  boundaries  meet,  so  finely  does  the  Sea  fuse  with  the 
Land,  and  the  Land  with  the  Sea,  that  we  cannot  see  the  exact  point  at 
which  one  begins  and  the  other  ends.  The  Sea  and  the  Land  then  do 
not  form  two  separate  worlds  but  one  world — one  broad  creation;  true 
the  one  is  a  lower  creation  than  the  other,  but  that  does  not  separate  it 
from  the  higher  creation,  they  are  one  still.  So  also  there  is  no  sep- 
aration between  our  present  home  and  our  future  home  such  as  we  are 
prone  to  imagine.  There  exists  between  the  two  no  chasm  which  is 
not  filled  up.  The  latter  may  be  a  higher  world,  but  yet  it  borders  upon 
the  former.  They  may  be  two  different  departments  of  creation ;  but  the 
two  form  one  grand  creation  still.    In  other  words  more  of  our  present 
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world-features  enter  into  the  future  world  than  we  are  inclined  now  to 
think ;  for  the  world  to  come  is  a  part  of  creation  still,  of  a  higher  order 
than  this  present  to  be  sure.  The  relation  existing  between  the  present 
and  future  world  then  is  one  which  exists  between  two  grand  divisions  of 
creation.  The  world  to  come  is  not  a  new  something  else — a  something 
of  which  it  is  not  possible  to  form  any  true  conception  on  account  of  not 
having  seen  anything  like  it  and  from  which  we  are  entirely  cut  off  in  the 
way  of  knowledge, — it  is  a  new  world. 

But  notwithstanding  this  we  know  that  our  knowledge  is  limited  and 
dark.  And  the  reason  why  this  is  so  is  equally  dark.  A  shadow  of  this 
reason  lies  embodied  within  these  figures  also.  However  near  the  Sea 
lies  to  the  Land,  it  does  not  pass  over  into  and  become  the  Land.  However 
near  the  fish  may  be  to  the  world  of  land  above  it,  it  cannot  go  up  into 
it  so  as  to  have  a  full  knowledge  of  the  splendor  of  its  sunlit  day,  of  its 
grassy  plains  and  flower- bedecked  bowers.  It  may  make  use  of  all  its 
exertions,  rise  up  to  the  very  ocean  surface  and,  because  it  does  so  and  has 
not  attained  the  knowledge  it  desires,  may  wonder  why  that  world  does 
not  lie  open  to  its  search.  It  knows^  so  to  speak,  its  adaptability  to  the 
water,  and  in  it  feeling  no  sense  of  want,  imagines  also  that  in  the  world 
above  it  ought  also  to  have  all  things  open  to  it  It  judges  the  latter  by 
what  is  in  the  water,  utterly  ignorant  of  its  want  of  fitness  for  it.  On 
the  other  hand  we  find  no  such  limitation  put  upon  the  land-life,  as  the 
latter  culminates  in  man.  In  him  we  find  present,  not  only  a  complete 
knowledge  of  the  sphere  in  which  he  lives,  but  furthermore  the  ability 
to  go  over  into  the  sea  and  gain  a  moderately  correct  knowledge  of  it. 
While  the  lower  then  cannot  look  higher,  we  find  it  possible  for  the  high- 
er to  look  down  into  the  lower.  It  is  needless  for  us  to  say  in  what  spe- 
cially the  capacity  for  such  extensive  knowledge  of  these  lower  spheres  of 
creation  consists.  Compare  the  fish  and  man  and  the  reason  is  obvious, 
it  exists  everywhere  in  them, — it  consbts  in  a  nature  possessing  infinitely 
greater  powers.  In  men  thus  looking  down  into  this  great  world  of  the 
sea  below  them,  while  the  fish  below  lives  in  mute  wonder  as  to  how 
higher  beings  may  possess  knowledge  in  regard  to  them  reminding  us  of 
the  stupid  gaze  of  the  Galileans  up  into  heaven  after  the  ascended  Jesus, 
we  have  presented  over  again,  only  in  a  lower  plane  in  creation,  Paul's 
graphic  figure  of  the  Jwst  of  heavenly  witnesses  who  are  continually  look- 
ing down  upon  us  while  we  see  them  not.  While  we  know  little  now  of 
the  world  beyond,  but  cannot  tell  why  we  do  not  know  more,  having  gone 
thither  there  will  appear  obvious  reasons  for  our  ignorance ;  just  as  man 
sees  plainly  why  the  fish  knows  nothing  of  the  land,  but  the  fish  itself 
cannot  toll  why  it  is  in  ignorance. 

The  teaching  of  the  whole  figure  centres  just  in  this,  that  our  home 
beyond  the  skies  is  a  world  of  realities;  that  just  as  little  as  in  the  land, 
though  a  higher  department  of  creation,  we  are  to  expect  an  order  of 
things  in  every  respect  different  from  the  sea,  so  little  in  our  future  abode 
are  we  to  expect  an  order  of  things  in  every  respect  different  from  our 
present  abode, — for  that  future  abode,  however  high  above  us  it  may  be, 
is  still  a  part  of  creation  which  borders  the  part  in  which  we  now  live. 
We  believe  that  matter,  as  we  call  it,  will  be  there,  however  incompat- 
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ible  it  may  be  with  our  present  ecstatic  notions  of  Heaven.  This  is  the 
New  Jerusalem.  A  ctVy,  with  hotises  and  streets  and  shining  gold. 
While  such  a  materialistic  idea  of  Heaven  is  conveyed  by  this  imagery,  we 
feel  at  the  same  time  that  the  scene  is  depicted  in  such  a  way  as  to  lift  it 
up  out  of  such  coarse  earthliness  after  all.  We  believe  that  matter  will 
be  there,  but  of  course  in  a  higher  form  than  that  in  which  we  now  see  it. 
The  only  illustration  of  what  we  mean  which  we  can  present,  and  the 
only  one  which  exists,  is  the  glorified  body  of  the  Saviour.  His  body 
could  be  touched,  yet  at  the  same  time  came  into  the  room  the  doors  be- 
ing closed — earthly  yet  not  earthly.  O,  glorious  thought^  bodily  we  shall 
come  before  the  Lord !  That  this  body  which  has  continued  with  mo 
during  all  my  life,  which  has  wept  with  the  sadness  of  my  heart  and 
laughed  amid  its  gladness,  that  this  body  which  has  continued  with  me 
in  all  my  toils  and  terrors,  that  has  grown  gray  in  my  service,  and  to 
which  I  am  endeared  by  many,  many  happy  memories,  that  this  body  in 
which  above  all  I  received  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  Lord's 
body  and  blood, — that  this  body  shall  not  be  cast  from  me  but  rise  with 
me  on  the  last  day  smiling  in  holy  Joy  to  Praise  the  unfathomable  Mys- 
tery of  Mysteries — the  Lord  our  God !  Adolphus. 


OUB  OLD  CHUBCH. 


The  following  lines  lately  appeared  in  the  Cazenovia  Bepuhlican,  and  are 
from  the  pen  of  a  Christian  lady : 

Take  them  out  tenderly,  lift  them  with  care, 
For  every  old  timber  is  seasoned  with  prayer ; 
And  gently  remove  them — the  old  plastered  walk — 
Where  sadly  and  faintly  the  last  echo  falls. 

And  take  out  the  windows;  the  light  streaming  through, 
Though  not  **  dim  and  religious,"  lit  every  pew. 
Where  fathers  and  mothers  united  in  prayer. 
And  we  felt  **that  the  spirit  of  worship  was  there." 

There  the  youth  and  the  maiden  together  have  stood, 
And  plighted  their  troth  in  the  presence  of  God. 
There  parents  have  promised  to  tenderly  rear 
Their  children  in  **nolinesSy  justice  and  fear,** 

While  out  from  that  pulpit,  so  old  and  eo  worn, 
Dark  warnings  and  threatenings  often  have  come, 
And  gently  God's  promises  fell  on  the  ear, 
To  whisper  of  mercy  dispelling  each  fear. 

And  hu<dhed  is  the  organ ;  its  last  solemn  lay 

In  darkness  and  silence  is  dying  away; 

And  tolling  so  mournfully  sad,  Jike  a  knell, 

Fall  the  deep  moaning  tones  of  the  old  worn-out  bell* 
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And  silent  the  voices  that  once  filled  the  choir; 
They  sang  with  the  sviritj  and  theirs  the  true  fire. 
But  some  have  gone  nome — they  are  still  praising  God, 
While  others  yet  meekly  "pass  under  the  rod." 

But  thy  days  are  all  numbered,  old  church  on  the  green, 
The  last  of  thy  stately  pews  soon  will  be  seen, 
And  old  things  must  go  to  make  way  for  the  new; 
For  the  hearts  that  once  loved  thee  are  scattered  and  few. 

Then  take  down  the  pillars,  and  unhinge  the  doors. 
Remove  the  old  pulpit,  and  take  out  the  floors; 
For  one  of  the  lessons  that  here  we  were  taught 
Was,  "the  best  work  of  man  only  cometh  to  naught/** 

Good  bye,  then,  dear  church,  with  thy  windows  so  tall, 
With  thy  very  plain  aisles,  and  thy  old  battered  wall; 
We  love  the  old  gallery,  empty  and  cold, 
Now  frescoed  all  over  with  cobwebs  and  mould. 

But  much  as  we  love  thee,  old  church  on  the  green. 
Thou  art  growing  too  old,  it  is  plain  to  be  seen, 
And  Time's  busy  fingers  have  aone  their  work  well. 
From  pulpit  to  porch,  from  the  aisles  to  the  bell. 

But  while  Time  has  been  spoiling  our  church  on  the  green, 
Crowds  of  true  worshipers  weekly  were  seen, 
And  the  record  is  kept,  for  God's  angel  of  love 
Has  written  it  down  in  the  Temple  above. 


A  BELEAGUEBED  CITY. 


BY  THE   EDITOR. 


The  80  called  Rhine-provinces  have  been  the  battle  ground  of  Middle 
and  Northern  Europe  for  many  centuries.  Rival  monarchs  swept  their 
devastating  armies  athwart  their  fertile  valleys,  each  trying  to  wrench 
their  territories  out  of  the  hands  of  the  other.  On  the  lefl  or  French 
side  of  the  Rhine,  their  population  is  mainly  German.  The  old  Palati- 
nate is  wholly  German,  and  Alsace  or  Elsass  has  a  mixed  people,  largely 
composed  of  German  descendants. 

Strassburg,  the  capital  of  Alsace,  is  unfortunately  located.  For  more  than 
two  thousand  years  it  has  been  the  first  to  suffer  in  the  bloody  wars  between 
Gaul  (now  France)  and  Germany.  Situated  about  four  miles  from  the 
left)  bank  of  the  Rhine,  it  forms  the  gateway  to  one  of  the  most  fertile  re- 
gions of  France.  After  having  been  a  long  while  held  by  the  German 
Empire,  as  a  Free  Imperial  City,  Louis  XlVth  of  France,  in  a  time  of 
supposed  peace,  very  unexpectedly  got  possession  of  it  in  1681.  Although 
it  has  been  under  French  rule  for  nearly  two  hundred  years,  it  is  still 
prevailingly  a  German  town.     Of  its  70,000  inhabitants,  nearly  one-half 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  A  Beleaguered  City.  341 

are  Protestants.  Its  streets,  houses,  and  oostames  clearly  indicate  the 
German  origin  of  the  people.  Even  the  language  of  their  ancestors  is  to 
a  great  extent  retained  in  use. 

The  city  is  strongly  fortified.  It  is  ahout  six  miles  in  circumference, 
and  is  defended  hy  a  strong  wall,  with  hastions,  ditches,  outworks  and  a 
strong  citadel.  In  time  of  peace  it  has  a  garrison  of  six  thousand  soldiers. 
It  is  entered  hy  seven  gates.  Many  of  the  houses  are  such  as  you  find  in 
the  quaint  old  historic  towns  of  Germany;  well  huilt,  with  the  most 
durahle  material,  lofty  and  with  steep  roofs. 

The  Franco  Prissian  war,  as  many  of  its  predecessors,  com- 
menced its  deeds  of  carnage  at  Strasshurg.  For  a  series  of  weeks  the 
city  passed  through  the  horrors  of  a  siege.  Deadly  missiles  fell  thick 
and  fast  into  its  narrow  crooked  streets,  and  upon  its  venerable  buildings. 
A  considerable  part  of  the  city  was  destroyed. 

Its  chief  treasure,  the  celebrated  Miinster  or  Cathedral,  is  partly  in 
ruins.  This  grand  old  church  was  originally  founded  in  504.  Think 
of  it,  its  first  foundation  laid  thirteen  hundred  and  sixty-six  years  ago  !  In 
1007  it  was  almost  entirely  destroyed  by  lightning.  The  present  build- 
ing was  begun  in  1015,  and  completed  in  1439;  its  building  took  four 
hundred  and  twenty-four  years !  It  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  finest  Gothic 
buildings  in  Europe.  The  edifice  is  three  hundred  and  fifty-seven  feet 
long,  and  its  spire  four  hundred  and  sixty-six  feet  high — the  loflicst  church 
spire  in  the  world. 

Two  objects  I  had  in  view  in  coming  to  Strasshurg ;  to  see  the  Cathe- 
dral and  search  for  relatives.  In  leaving  home  a  venerable  uncle  charged 
me  to  visit  the  village  of  Bischwiller,  ten  or  fifteen  miles  from  Strasshurg, 
where  the  ancestors  of  my  sainted  mother  lived  and  died.  Relatives  I 
found  none,  but  the  Alsatian  capital  and  its  venerable  temple  amply  re- 
warded my  visit. 

I  left  my  little  baggage  at  Kehl,  the  Railway  Station  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  Rhine,  and  crossed  over  a  bridge  of  boats.  On  a  small  island 
in  the  Rhine  was  a  French  custom  house,  whose  official  demanded  my 
passport.  As  it  had  not  been  signed  by  a  properly  authorized  officer  of 
the  Government,  he  refused  to  let  me  enter  France.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  To  spend  half  a  week's  travel  in  search  of  the  needed  signature  ? 
He  finally  took  charge  of  my  passport  and  allowed  me  to  extend  my 
journey  to  Strasshurg  and  vicinity,  with  instructions  to  report  to  him 
within  a  specified  time. 

Level  as  a  floor  is  the  road  from  Kehl  to  Strasshurg,  which  I  traveled 
leisurely  a- foot .  It  was  Frohenleichnam's  Tag  (Corpus  Christi),  a  high 
festival  day  in  the  Catholic  Church.  The  streets  swarmed  with  people; 
many  of  whom  came  from  the  regions  round  about  the  city.  Thousands 
of  soldiers  paraded  to  and  fro.  The  great  Cathedral  was  packed  with 
people,  the  most  of  whom  engaged  in  the  devotions  usual  on  such  occa- 
sions. Pressed  hither  and  thither  in  the  waving  mass,  I  had  the  sad 
feeling,  often  experienced  in  the  crowds  of  foreign  cities — "  here  I  am  a 
lonely  stranger.  Among  these  thousands  not  a  soul  who  knows  or  cares 
for  me.  Lonely,  oh  how  lonely  is  this  pilgrim  sense  of  strangeness  felt 
among  a  swarming,  swaying  crowd  of  unknown  people. .  Though  in 
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sacred  place^  there  was  do  silence,  and  little  sacredness  in  the  serrices. 
The  plaintive  monotonous  chants  of  the  priests  could  but  faintly  be  heard 
above  the  hum  of  the  multitude,  the  tread  of  their  feet  if  on  the  pave- 
ment, and  the  martial  music  in  the  square  before  the  church.  Musing 
over  my  solitude  in  the  crowd,  thinking  how  not  a  soul  in  this  aocient 
city  would  know  or  pity  the  stranger  should  disease  or  death  overtake 
him  here,  I  felt  the  gentle  pressure  of  a  hand  upon  my  arm.     ''Are  you 

not  Prof.  K.  from V*  inquired  a  young  man  in  English.  Although 

he  mistook  his  man,  just  then  and  there,  it  was  a  great  relief  to  be  cour- 
teously asked  a  question  in  the  familiar  English  tongue.  Albeit  I  am 
not  the  Prof.,  who  are  you  ?  "  An  American  from  Lancaster,  Pa."  Full 
well  had  I  known  his  parents  and  brothers,  and  him  too  when  a  boy^  and 
what  a  pleasure  to  meet  him  here.  Often  have  I  felt  least  lonely  and 
alone,  at  some  shrine  or  sacred  place,  or  strolling  through  a  forest,  or 
along  the  shaded  banks  of  a  stream,  listening  to  the  rustling  of  the  leaves 
and  the  rippling  of  the  waters.  Often  too  most  alone  in  the  great  un- 
known crowd.  Every  one  of  this  unknown  mass  is  loved  by  some  heart 
or  hearts  somewhere,  who  would  heave  a  sigh  and  drop  a  tear  over  his 
grave.  How  soon  will  all  these  active  moving  bodies  sleep  their  last 
sleep. 

Very  oflen  a  church  seems  all  the  more  sacred  for  being  empty.  This 
noise  and  battling  for  a  place  to  stand  in  the  Cathedral,  put  all  devotion 
at  defiance.  Visiting  it  alone  you  can  collect  and  calm  your  thoughts, 
without  any  visible  earthly  disturbings.  Charles  Lamb,  speaking  of  this 
difference  of  feeling,  which  attends  us  between  entering  an  empty  and  a 
crowded  church,  says :  '^  In  the  latter  it  is  chance  but  some  present 
human  frailty — an  act  of  inattention  on  the  part  of  some  of  the  auditory 
— or  a  trait  of  affectation,  or  worse,  vain-glory  on  that  of  the  preacher — 
puts  us  by  our  best  thoughts,  disharmonizing  the  place  and  the  occasion. 
jBut  wouldst  thou  know  the  beauty  of  holiness  ?  go  alone  on  some  week- 
day, borrowing  the  keys  of  good  Master  Sexton,  traverse  the  cool  aisles  of 
some  country  church  :  think  of  the  piety  that  has  kneeled  there — the 
^congregations,  old  and  young,  that  have  found  consolation  there — the 
meek  pastor — the  docile  parishioner.  With  no  disturbing  emotions,  no 
•cross  conflicting  comparisons,  drink  in  the  tranquility  of  the  place,  till 
4hou  thyself  become  as  fixed  and  motionless  as  the  marble  effigies  that 
weep  and  kneel  around  thee.'' 

The  Cathedral  spire  is  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world.  It  is  twenty- 
four  feet  higher  than  the  Great  Pyramid  of  Egypt.  It  was  designed  by 
Erwin  of  Steinbach.  Having  died  in  1318,  when  the  work  was  only  half 
finished,  it  was  continued  by  his  son,  and  afterwards  by  his  daughter 
Sabina.  The  plans  of  the  elder  Steinbach  are  still  preserved  in  the  town, 
and  the  remains  of  the  family  rest  in  the  Cathedral.  The  tower  was  com- 
pleted after  their  death,  in  1439,  and  four  hundred  and  twenty-four  years 
after  the  building  had  been  commenced  by  John  HtLltz  of  Cologne. 

Of  course  we  must  ascend  this  spire.  Few  are  afforded  the  privilege  of 
such  an  exploit,  and  those  few  but  once  in  a  lifetime.  After  getting  m 
permit  from  the  Mayor  or  Burgemeister,  I  passed  through  an  iron  grated 
door  and  slowly  began  the  ascent.     The  spire  is  an  open  structure,  with- 
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out  any  covering  or  roof,  just  like  the  open  framework  of  an  ordinary 
church  steeple  before  the  roof  is  on.  And  this  mighty  framework  is  en- 
tirely of  stone,  bound  together  with  iron  bars.  Pillars,  beams,  joists,  all 
of  imperishable  rock.  The  stairway  winds  around  the  outside.  Some  of 
the  openings  between  the  beams  are  large  enough  for  a  person  to  slide 
through  in  case  of  a  misstep.  And  a  slip  of  the  foot  is  possible !  I  looked 
through  the  fretwork  with  a  shudder.  The  people  in  the  streets  seemed 
as  small  as  children.  The  stone  frame-work  is  very  heavy,  but  the  beams 
and  pillars  do  not  look  so  very  strong,  nor  are  they  very  close  together. 
One  only  wonders  that  it  has  not  long  since  fallen  down.  Owing  to  the 
failure  of  courage  and  strength  of  limbs,  I  did  not  reach  the  top  of  the 
spire.  It  seemed  like  climbing  up  a  ladder  along  the  outside,  where  a 
weary  limb  or  dizzy  head  might  send  you  down  into  the  paved  square 
before  the  church,  sooner  than  you  desired. 

Though  not  at  the  top,  I  had  reached  a  height  from  which  to  get  an 
outlook  over  a  large  part  of  Alsace,  and  across  the  Ehine  into  Bavaria. 
Pleasant  villages  lay  nestled  among  the  green  fields  of  their  toiling  burgh- 
ers. The  whole  city  with  its  crowded  avenues  and  alleys  lay  distinctly 
mapped  beneath  me. 

The  following  night  the  city  was  illuminated.  The  steeple  was  festooned 
with  flickering  lamps.  Walking  back  to  Kehl,  after  night-fall,  I  watched 
and  greatly  enjoyed  the  weird  scene.  Through  the  stone  net- work  of  the 
spire  the  pendant  lights  were  visible.  The  base  of  the  spire  was  not 
lighted,  and  therefore  in  the  darkness  invisible.  The  upper  part  was  out- 
lined as  with  strings  of  pearl  and  polished  gold,  quivering  with  dazzling 
brightness  in  the  dark  night,  reflecting  the  light  of  an  invisible  sun.  The 
spire  seemed  severed  from  the  earth,  held  or  hung  in  the  heavens  by  some 
heavenly  power.  I  could  scarcely  believe  that  it  belonged  to  this  world 
of  ours.  Like  the  fiery  cross  in  the  vision  of  Constantino,  it  hung  from 
an  unseen  hand  in  the  sky  a  chandelier  in  the  vestibule  of  heaven,  shed- 
ding its  glimmering  glory  down  into  Nature's  Night.  At  this  present 
writing  Strassburg  is  besieged  by  the  Prussian  Army.  At  Kehl,  where 
I  slept  that  night,  the  army  of  King  William  crossed  over  into  France. 
From  here  the  besiegers  hurl  their  shell  into  the  city.  How  many  thou- 
sand warriors  have  been  slain  and  buried  on  the  ground  I  then  saw  from 
the  Cathedral  spire ! 

How  grand  seem  the  master  builders  of  the  Middle  Ages.  Creating 
the  design  of  a  glorious  temple,  and  spending  a  life-time  in  laying  the 
foundation,  leaving  the  finishing  of  it  to  a^r  ages ;  and  these  after  ages 
taking  hold  of  the  work  in  turn,  carrying  it  forward,  through  centu- 
ries, to  its  completion.  Somehow  their  faith  taught  them  to  toil  patient- 
ly from  sire  to  son,  without  expecting  ever  to  see  the  completion  of  their 
work.  Who  would  now  be  willing  or  able  to  work  so  long  and  so  well  on 
a  work  for  God  ?  Twelve  months  for  the  building  of  a  church  is  now  a 
loDg  time.  It  is  well  that  we  can  build  so  much  sooner ;  for  living  and 
dying  as  fast  as  people  do  now,  we  must  needs  do  the  work  of  God  more 
quickly,  but  alas,  not  so  well.  It  is  refreshing  to  study  the  lives  of  these 
old  masters,  who  carved  their  grand  thoughts  in  stone^  and  graved  sermons 
of  Love  and  Life  into  the  undeoaying  rock. 
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In  1835  the  family  tombstone  of  Erwin  of  Steinbacb  was  discovered  in 
the  small  court  behind  tbe  Chapel  of  St.  John,  in  the  Cathedral.  And 
along  the  wall  is  his  statne,  carved  by  himself.  One  seems  mysteriously 
to  sit  at  the  feet  of  these  ancieot  builders,  as  he  strolls  through  this  build* 
ing.  Their  spirits,  with  noiseless  footsteps,  attend  your  goings.  Their 
thoughts  you  read  in  the  durable  work  of  their  hands.  So  is  it  here,  so 
is  it  in  the  streets,  galleries  and  churches  of  many  old  European  cities. 

In  this  Cathedral  is  the  famous  Strassburg  astronomical  clock.  Toward 
it  the  crowd  pressed  and  drifted  as  noon  approached,  and  I  with  the  rest. 
A  miracle  of  art  this  clock  seems  to  be.  Isaac  Halbrecht  made  it,  more 
than  three  hundred  years  ago.  Not  many  years,  when  worn  out,  M. 
Schwitgue  remade  it,  after  four  years  of  skillful  toil.  The  visible  part, 
along  the  wall,  may  be  forty  or  fifly  feet  from  the  floor.  Before  it  stands 
a  globe,  with  a  description  of  the  heavens  revolving  every  twenty-four 
hours.  The  planets,  as  indicated,  revolve  after  longer  periods  of  time. 
Jupiter  in  twelve  years.  Mars  in  two  years,  Saturn  in  thirty  years,  the 
Sun,  Mercury  and  Venus  in  one  year,  and  the  Moon  once  a  month.  Two 
tables  show  the  eclipses  of  the  Sun  and  Moon.  The  festival  and  equi- 
noctial days  are  indicated  at  the  proper  time.  Every  day  the  clock  shows 
which  is  the  ruling  planet.  Inside  are  the  figures  of  the  seven  planets ; 
every  day  the  statue  or  figure  of  the  ruling  planet  comes  out  into  view. 

A  ghastly  figure  of  death  comes  forth  and  strilces  each  quarter  of  the 
hour,  whereupon  a  figure  of  Christ,  with  spear  in  hand,  drives  the  grim 
monster  back.  The  fourth  quarter  or  full  hour  death  strikes  with  a  bone 
in  hand,  after  which  the  chimes  are  played.  Toward  noon  I  worked  my 
way  toward  the  clock,  with  thousands  of  others.  AH  intently  watched 
for  the  noon  parade  on  the  clock.  Just  as  death  struck  twelve  the  figures 
of  the  twelve  apostles  marched  out,  each  one  bowing  as  it  passed  the 
Master,  whilst  His  figure  blessed  each  in  response  by  waving  its  hand. 
While  they  passed  along  a  large  cock  on  the  top  flapped  his  wings  and 
crowed  thrice.  Thus  every  fifteen  minutes  death  warns  the  people  of 
Strassburg,  that  life's  solemn  end  is  hastening  apace ;  and  the  figure  of 
Christ  driving  death  from  view,  proclaims  Him,  who  tasted  and  con- 
quered death  for  all  who  believe.  This  clock  has  no  equal  in  the  world. 
Its  complicated  machinery  is  so  constructed  as  to  correspond  with  the 
changes  of  seasons  and  astronomical  calculations,  for  a  period  of  ten  thou- 
sand years,  after  which  clocks  may  possibly  have  run  out  of  use.  At  this 
writing  the  siege  of  the  old  city  is  still  going  on.  Day  by  day  the  deadly 
shells  are  thrown  into  its  streets  and  homes.  Old  men,  women  and 
children  seek  shelter  in  cellars.  A  few  days  ago  a  crowd  sought  refuge 
in  the  Theatre,  when  the  exploding  shells  set  it  on  fire  and  two  hundred 
perished  in  the  flames.  Many  parts  of  the  city  have  been  laid  in  ashes. 
Famine  and  disease  kill  more  than  the  guns  of  the  Prussians.  Hundreds 
who  six  months  ago  rolled  in  wealth,  have  not  where  to  lay  their  heads, 
and  are  without  a  crust  of  bread  wherewith  to  comfort  their  famishing 
children.  In  many  a  dark  and  dreary  cellar  fond  mothers  press  their 
trembling,  crying  children  to  their  breasts.  Their  sick  and  dying  are 
deprived  of  the  scantiest  means  of  temporal  comfort.  The  ways  to  the 
cemeteries  are  closed,  and  many  bereaved  hearts  know  not  where  to  bury 
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their  dead.  Within  the  city  walls,  in  grounds  anused  to  sach  purposes, 
graves  are  rapidly  multiplying,  and  cemeteries  are  formed  in  the  yards 
and  gardens  of  the  city.  In  silent  sorrow,  and  often  under  cover  of  nighty 
a  few  friends,  under  showers  of  shell,  bear  the  departed  to  their  rest. 

Above  the  smoke  of  the  burning  city  rises  the  stately,  graceful,  spire  of 
the  Cathedral — the  sacred  way-mark  of  the  Ages.  Amid  the  general  de- 
struction the  venerable  church  has  sustained  but  little  damage.  With 
reverent  caution  the  Prussian  besiegers  aim  their  guns  so  as,  if  possible, 
to  save  it  from  ruin.  Amid  this  scene  of  desolation  and  death— of  untold 
sorrow  ;  while  the  cannon  are  booming,  shells  whizzing  through  the  air 
and  exploding  in  the  streets,  the  crackling  flames  rapidly  creeping  into 
many  homes,  almost  under  the  shadow  of  the  Cathedral  spire,  while  on 
the  ramparts  and  in  the  hiding-places  of  the  city,  the  work  of  death  is 
going  on,  the  Cathedral  clock  calmly  clicks  its  task.  While  death  is  doing 
his  worst  without,  his  image  in  the  clock  steps  before  the  worshipers  in 
the  Cathedral  every  fifteen  minutes^  and  the  spear  of  Christ  beats  him 
back  into  his  den  again.  Amid  this  work  of  death,  at  every  noon-day  the 
twelve  Apostles  bow  and  worship  before  the  Prince  of  Peace,  who  waves 
His  hand,  as  He  did  when  in  the  days  of  His  flesh  He  saluted  His  disciples, 
saying  :  Peace  be  with  you.  At  length  "  the  reign  of  terror"  ends,  and 
the  Cathedral  is  saved,  though  not  without  marks  of  the  siege,  the  clock 
faithfully  clicks  on  as  in  generations  past. 

"  Everywhere  I  see  aroand  me  rise  the  wondrous  world  of  Art, 
FooDtains  wrought  with  holiest  sculpture  standiog  in  the  common  mart ; 
And  above  Cathedral  doorways,  saints  and  bishops  carved  in  stone, 
By  a  former  age  commissioned  as  apostles  to  our  own." 


PYTHONISSA;  OB,  THE  WITCH  OF  ENDOB. 


BY    PERKIOMEN. 


To  know,  like  salt  water,  creates  a  thirst  to  know  more  The  know- 
ledge of  the  past  and  present  serves  as  a  bait  to  an  impertinent  peeping 
into  the  future.  It  is  perfectly  natural  and  consistent  for  a  limited  and 
short  sighted  creature,  as  man  is,  to  conjecture  and  surmise  concerning 
events  which  lie  beyond  him,  from  the  real  or  supposed  presages  sur- 
rounding him.  Hence  sprang  the  art  of  divination.  The  oflkpring  of 
credulity  though  it  be ;  nursed  by  imposture  and  strengthened  by  super- 
stition, as  it  is,  it  is  at  the  same  time  also  a  proof  of  an  economy  lying  in 
advance  of  us,  and  of  onr  interest  in  it.  Its  incipiency  dates  from  the 
eclipse  of  the  human  understanding  and  the  curtailing  of  man's  vision 
through  the  fall.  Divination  never  wholly  ceased.  It  has  ever  been 
held  in  great  esteem  among  the  ancients.  It  built  itself  into  an 
occult  science  among  all  the  idolatrous  nations,  and  needs  a  constant 
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clieckmatiDg  even  where  the  true  Revelation  might  be  supposed  to  sup- 
plant its  necessity.  In  the  hands  of  priests  and  priestesses,  the  magi 
and  soothsayers,  the  augurs  and  oracles,  the  false  prophets  and  impos- 
tors, divination  rose  to  an  imposing  system.  No  less  than  nine  separate 
branches  are  recognized,  both  in  the  Scriptures  and  mythology,  built 
upon  the  elements  of  mere  natnre,  besides  the  still  more  mysterious 
province  which  the  world  beyond  lays  open.  We  have — I.  Aeromancy^ 
the  divining  by  air ;  2.  astrology^  by  the  heavens ;  3.  augury^  by  the 
flight  and  singing  of  birds,  the  bellowing  of  oxen,  the  howling  of  dogs 
and  the  sneezing  of  mortals ;  4.  chiromancy^  by  inspecting  the  hand  and 
its  creases ;  5.  geomancy^  by  the  cracks  and  clefls  in  the  earth ;  6.  har- 
futpicy,  by  the  entrails  of  animals  slain ;  7.  horoscopy,  by  the  birth  star ; 
8.  hydromanry,  by  water  ;  9.  pyromancy,  by  fire.  To  this  list  is  added 
alchemy,  the  occult  art  of  transmuting  all  metals  into  gold — ^a  remedy 
for  all  diseases.  If  we  err  not  greatly,  all  these  arts  are  still  practiced  with 
us,  though  the  *'  gifted*'  may  not  be  enlightened  sufficiently  to  designate 
their  secret  by  its  technical  term.  The  vestiges  of  divination  are  every- 
where to  be  discerned  to  this  day.  We  have  a  large  school  of  "  weather- 
prophets,"  "  star-gazers,"  palmisters,  detectives  of  hidden  water  chan- 
nels, readers  of  the  liver,  bowels  and  peculiar  teeth  of  dead  animals, 
those  familiar  with  "  signs,"  such  as  interpret  dreams,  ^'  spitting- 
fire,"  and  the  sighing  in  the  family  stove.  We  pretend  not  to  have  em- 
braced them  all  in  our  bunch,  since  their  name  is  ^'  Legion." 

Neither  would  we  be  understood  as  though  we  doubted  all  foundation 
to  the  art  of  divination,  even  as  now  practiced.  Nature  has  exponents, 
in  every  direction,  which  may  be  known  and  rendered  intelligible. 
Animals  and  men  become  her  interpreters,  we  may  readily  believe,  not- 
withstanding the  large  bulk  of  sham  and  deception  by  which  it  is  over- 
grown. But  in  its  unspoiled  state,  even  the  science  is  not  to  be  studied 
as  a  branch  of  useful  knowledge,  or  coveted  as  an  extraordinary  gift, 
since  it  is  rather  an  evidence  of  a  sensual  existence,  undeveloped  and 
diseased,  than  of  a  matured  and  perfect  being.  And  in  its  rank  state 
the  art  is  directly  forbidden. 

But  the  art  of  divination  extends  beyond  nature  into  the  far  more 
mysterious  world  of  spirits.  Then  we  have  pythonism,  necromancy,  and 
magic.  The  terms  ^^  witchcraft,^*  ^*  possessed  of  familiar  spirits,*'  ^^  given 
to  ill  practices/*  and  phrases  of  similar  import  are  used  in  the  Holy 
Scriptures.  It  is  with  this  branch  of  divination  we  have  to  do,  in  con- 
sidering the  Witch  of  Endor. 

Let  us  rehearse  the  narrative  of  her  doing,  as  furnished  us  by  Jose- 
phus,  in  order  to  become  properly  familiar  with  the  particulars  in  the 
case  : — 

*^  Now  Saul,  the  king  of  the  Hebrews,  had  cast  out  of  the  country  the 
fortune-tellers,  the  necromancers,  and  all  such  as  exercise  the  like  arts ; 
excepting  the  prophets.  But  when  he  heard  the  Philistines  were  already 
come,  and  had  pitched  their  camp  very  near  to  the  city  Shunem,  situated 
in  the  plain,  he  hastened  to  oppose  them  with  his  forces.  And  when  he 
was  come  to  a  certain  mountain  called  Gilboa,  he  pitched  his  camp  over 
against  the  enemy.  But  when  he  saw  the  enemy's  army,  he  was  greatly 
troubled,  because  it  appeared  to  him  to  be  numerous,  and  superior  to  his 
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own  ;  and  he  inquired  of  God,  by  the  prophets,  concerQing  the  battle^ 
that  he  might  know  beforehand  what  would  be  the  event.  And  when 
God  did  not  answer  him,  Saul  was  under  a  still  greater  dread,  and  his 
courage  fell ;  foreseeing,  as  was  but  reasonable  to  suppose,  that  mischief 
would  befall  him,  now  that  God  was  not  there  to  assist  him.  Yet  did  he 
bid  his  servants  to  inquire  for  some  woman  that  was  a  necromancer,  and 
called  up  the  souls  of  the  dead  ;  that  so  he  might  know  whether  his  af- 
fairs would  succeed  to  his  mind.  For  this  sort  of  necromantic  women, 
who  bring  up  the  souls  of  the  dead,  do  by  them  foretell  future  events  to 
such  as  desire  them.  And  one  of  his  servants  told  him  that  there  was 
such  a  woman  in  the  city  Endor,  but  she  was  known  to  nobody  in  the 
camp.  Hereupon  Saul  put  off  his  royal  apparel  and  took  two  of  those 
servants  whom  he  knew  to  be  most  faithful  to  him,  and  came  to  Endor  to 
the  woman,  and  entreated  her  to  act  the  part  of  a  fortune-teller,  and  to 
bring  up  such  a  soul  to  him  as  he  should  name.  But  the  woman  opposed 
his  motion,  and  said  she  did  not  despise  the  king  who  had  banished  this 
sort  of  fortune-tellers  ;  and  that  he  did  not  do  well  himself  when  she  had 
done  him  no  harm,  to  endeavor  to  lay  a  snare  for  her  feet,  in  order  to 
have  her  punished.  Saul,  however^  swore  that  nobody  should  know  what 
she  did,  and  that  she  should  incur  no  danger.  As  soon,  therefore,  as  he 
had  induced  her  by  his  oath  to  fear  no  harm,  he  bade  her  bring  up  to 
him  the  soul  of  Samuel.  She,  not  knowing  who  Samuel  was,  called  him 
out  of  Hades.  When  he  appeared,  and  the  woman  saw  one  that  was 
venerable  and  of  a  divine  form,  she  was  in  disorder ;  and  being  aston- 
ished at  the  sight,  she  said )  *  Art  thou  not  King  Saul  V  for  Samuel  had 
informed  her  who  her  guest  was.  When  he  had  confessed,  and  had 
asked  her  whence  her  disorder  arose  she  said  that  she  saw  a  certain  per- 
son ascend,  who,  in  his  form,  was  like  to  a  god.  And  when  he  bade  her 
tell  him  what  he  resembled,  in  what  habit  he  appeared,  and  of  what  age 
he  waS;  she  told  him  he  was  an  old  man,  and  of  a  glorious  personage,  and 
had  on  a  sacerdotal  mantle.  So  the  king  discovered  by  these  signs  that 
he  was  Samuel ;  and  he  fell  upon  the  ground,  and  saluted  and  worshiped 
him.  And  when  the  soul  of  Samuel  asked  him  why  he  had  disturbed 
him  and  caused  him  to  be  brought  up  Saul  lamented  the  necessity  he  was 
under  :  for,  he  said,  his  enemies  pressed  heavily  upon  him  ;  that  he  was 
in  distress  what  to  do  in  his  present  circumstances;  that  he  was  forsaken 
of  God,  and  could  obtain  no  prediction  of  what  was  coming,  neither  by 
the  prophets,  nor  by  dreams.  And  these  were  the  reasons  why  he  had 
recourse  to  him.  But  Samuel,  seeing  the  end  of  Saul's  life  was  come, 
said  :  '  It  is  in  vain  for  thee  to  learn  of  me  anything  farther,  when  God 
has  forsaken  thee.  However,  hear  what  I  say :  David  is  to  be  king,  and 
to  finish  this  war  with  good  success,  and  thou  art  to  lose  thy  dominion 
.and  thy  life;  because  thou  didst  not  obey  God  in  the  war  with  the 
Amalekites,  and  hast  not  kept  His  commandments,  as  I  foretold  to  thee 
while  I  was  alive.  Know,  therefore,  that  the  people  shall  be  made  sub- 
ject to  their  enemies ;  and  that  thou,  with  thy  sons,  shall  fall  in  the 
battle  to-morrow ;  and  thou  shalt  then  be  with  me  in  Hades.' 

"  When  Saul  heard  this  he  could  not  speak  for  grief,  but  fell  to  the 
floor,  being  overcome  by  the  message  and  by  fasting ;  for  he  had  not 
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taken  food  the  foregoing  day  and  night.  When  he  had  with  difficalty 
recovered  himself  the  woman  hade  him  eat,  as  a  favor  for  what  she  had 
risked  for  him  in  the  danger  she  had  ventured  upon.  He  opposed  her 
motion,  and  entirely  neglected  it,  by  reason  of  his  anxiety;  but  she  im- 
portuned him  the  more,  and  at  last  persuaded  him  to  it.  Now,  she  had 
one  calf  that  she  was  very  fond  of,  and  one  that  she  took  a  great  deal  of  care 
of  and  fed  it  herself;  for  she  was  a  woman  that  got  her  living  by  the  labor 
of  her  own  hands,  and  had  no  other  possession  but  that  one  calf.  This 
she  killed,  and  made  ready  its  flesh  and  set  it  before  his  servants  and 
himself.     Saul  returned  to  the  camp  while  it  was  yet  night.'' 

Before  we  enter  upon  the  ta8k  of  combating  the  several  modem  hy- 
potheses constructed  on  this  incident  in  the  life  of  Saul,  let  us  discard, 
in  the  outstart,  the  term  '^  witch,''  which  has  come  to  be  associated  with 
this  solemn  transaction.  Saul  held  his  consultation  with  a  Pythonissa — 
with  a  necromancer — with  a  woman  that  had  *'  a  familiar  spirit;  not  with 
a  hag,  or  she- monster,  more  like  to  the  Ddvil  in  dishabille,  and  astride  a 
broom-stick,  as  one  is  apt  to  think,  so  long  as  the  term  '^  witch"  is  carried 
along.  The  little  we  are  told  of  her  bespeaks  our  regard  for  her.  She 
had  proven  herself  a  good,  law-abiding,  order-loving  subject  to  the  king, 
in  that  she  heeded  his  prohibition  against  her  art  at  no  small  sacrifice, 
doubtless,  to  her  circumstances  and  living.  She  proved  herself  generoaS| 
after  she  had  learned  even  that  the  king  was  under  her  roof,  in  not  re- 
membering, to  his  disadvantage,  the  cruel  edict  by  which  he  had  ren- 
dered her  bankrupt.  She  had  compassion  on  her  royal  guest  in  distress, 
notwithstanding  all;  comforted  him  and  most  persistently  urged  him  to 
accept  of  her  scanty  hospitality ;  even  offered  him  the  only  and  pet  crea- 
ture she  owned.  She  made  such  an  exhibition  of  exalted  humanity,  and 
under  such  circumstances  as  not  to  permit  her  to  hope  for  a  requital^ 
since  she  knew  that  Saul  must  shortly  die,  that  we  cannot  bring  our- 
selves to  place  her  any  longer  in  a  row  with  those  vulgar,  smoke-pipe 
armed  furies  commonly  called  "  witches."  Josephus  never  knows  her 
by  such  a  name  ;  nor  does  the  Bible  narrative  embody  it. 

In  what  light,  then,  are  we  to  regard  this  necromantic  woman — this 
woman  with  a  "  familiar"  or  Pythonio  spirit? 

We  are  no  philosopher,  and  are  glad  of  it.  We  hate  to  meet  one,  un- 
less he  has  a  working-suit  on.  But  we  think  we  can  fiame  an  answer  to 
the  question  that  will  satisfy  ourselves  at  least. 

As  there  are  abnormal  and  monstrous  physical  formations  to  be  found 
among  mortals,  some  possessed  of  an  almost  brute-power  and  endurance, 
others  of  a  fleetness  and  flexibility  that  amazes  us ;  as  we  constantly  dis- 
cover exhibitions  of  extraordinary  bodily  capacity,  which  are  all  owing  to 
a  peculiar  pht/aique,  for  which  we  cannot  clearly  account;  and  as  we, 
furthermore,  witness  the  like  adaptation  in  certain  minds  to  the  perform- 
ance of  various  intellectual  feats,  which  excel  the  ordinary  exploits  of 
mind,  such  as  powerful  acts  of  memory,  great  musical  triumphs,  or  aston- 
ishing skill  in  any  sphere— so,  too,  must  we  concede  a  similar  capacity 
for  the  performance  of  equally  wonderful  tasks  in  the  cycle  of  pure 
spirit.  In  all  ages  and  among  all  people  do  we  discover  such  spiritual 
prodigies,  who,  in  our  view  stand  on  the  spirit-level,  precbely  as  our  in- 
tellectual or  physical  giants  stand,  severally,  on  theirs. 
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We  are  not  ready  to  exclaim  in  every  sncli  case,  '^  the  gods  have  come 
down  to  men  ;"  we  do  not  regard  snch  characters  as  favored  ahove  others 
of  their  kind,  even^  since  they  are  hut  monsters  still.  But  allowing  a  roomy 
margin  for  sham  and  infatuation,  we  cannot  deny  a  characteristic  capacity 
to  certain  spirits,  in  this  direction.  Call  it  lunacy,  monomania,  clairvoy- 
ance, somnamhulibm,  magnetic  sleep^  second-sight ;  or,  say  with  the  in- 
spired record,  *'  a  familiar  spirit,"  "  demoniac/'  a  case  of  **  possession*' — 
all  points  in  the  same  direction,  and  presupposes  a  state  of  mind  more 
open  and  exposed  toward  the  spirit  realm.  It  is  not  necessary  to  imply 
any  communication  or  compact  with  the  dead,  as  entered  into  on  the  part 
of  such  characters,  by  the  power  of  heaven,  say.  Let  it  but  be  granted 
that  such  peculiarly  constructed  spirits  are  capable  of  performing  acts 
that  do  not  fall  into  line  with  the  ordinary  and  every-day  routine,  and 
we  have  an  open  door  through  which  we  may  escape  from  every  difficulty 
that  can  confront  us  in  the  case  before  us.  We  then  know  all  we  need 
know  of  our  Endorean  Pythonissa. 

There  is  not  the  least  room  to  view  the  night-scene  at  Endor  as  an  il- 
lusion. We  consider  all  suppositions  against  the  natural  sense  of  the 
ancient  and  accepted  narrative  of  very  small  importance.  The  exact  ac- 
complishment of  all  that  was  foretold,  and  on  the  very  next  day,  will  not 
permit  us  to  suppose  any  imposition  to  have  been  practiced  upon  Saul. 
We  would  take  such  a  wholesale  and  successful  performance  a  greater 
wonder  than  the  coming  up  of  Samuel,  and  even  Satan  and  others  be- 
sides. Whatever  the  narrative  contains  we  accept  as  having  actually 
transpired. 

But  whilst  we  hold  firmly  fast  to  the  record,  let  no  one  believe  heyond 
it.  Throughout  the  entire  narrative  it  b  nowhere  maintained  that  the 
woman  raised  up  Samuel.  Whatever  power  she  may  have  claimed  to 
exercise  over  the  dead ;  whatever  enchantment  she  and  her  class  may  even 
have  believed  themselves  to  have  possessed,  no  such  necromantic  gift  is 
conceded  her  by  the  narrative.  Say  even  that  she  could  as  readily  in- 
voke mermaids  out  of  the  sea,  or  diamonds  out  of  a  coal  mine,  by  virtue 
of  her  magic  wand,  it  does  not  affect  the  accuracy  of  the  statement. 
Samuel  verily  appeared,  and  after  her  incantation  too ;  but  it  is  not 
taught  that  (he  apparition  emerged  because  of  her  magic.  She  knew  not 
the  spectre,  even.  She  is  perfectly  overwhelmed  at  what  she  saw. 
Whatever  apparent  wonders  she  may  have  performed  on  former  occa- 
sions; whatever  illusions,  or  real  scenes,  indeed,  she  may  have  charmed 
up  on  previous  trials )  however  firmly  she  may  have  had  it  fixed  in  her 
own  mind,  and  in  that  of  her  neighbors  and  patrons,  that  her  wand  in 
truth  extended  over  the  kingdom  of  the  dead,  Aere,  surelv,  she  was  taken 
aback  in  consequence  of  her  own  work,  as  she  took  it,  became  alarmed 
and  confounded.  She  sees  ^^  gods  (angels)  ascending  out  of  the  earth." 
Saul  must  even  allay  her  fears,  and  tells  her :  "  Be  not  afraid !" 

But  why  should  an  old  necromancer  be  thus  disconcerted  at  a  specta- 
cle, the  like  of  which  we  might  suppose  her  to  have  witnessed  again  and 
again  ?  Evidently  because  Samuel  had  been  the  only  real  spirit  that 
had  ever  come  on  any  occasion  of  her  practicing,  no  matter  what  else  she 
may  have  succeeded,  during  previous  ezerciseS;  in  seeing  herself,  or  in 
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showing  to  others.  This  sight  alarmed  her.  Here  was  a  genuine  ghost, 
and  one  that  evidently  made  a  different  face  from  that  of  ^^  her /amiiiar 
spirit" — however  that  may  have  heen.  Had  she  been  as  practiced  in 
genuine  necromancy  as  she  pretended  or  believed  herself  to  have  been, 
she  might  perhaps  have  known  Samuel  of  her  own  discerning,  and  not 
have  waited  for  Saul  to  introduce  her  to  the  resuscitated  prophet  She 
could  only  see  "  an  old  man  come  up,  with  a  mantle  around  himself" — 
nothing  more.  Saul  even  dbcerned  more  and  knew  him  at  once.  We 
have  a  fancy  that  sho  never  raised  any  more  dead,  after  she  had  wit- 
nessed this  live  apparition.  We  believe  her  to  have  had  enough  of 
ghosts.  We  never  hear  of  her  carrying  on  her  art  after  this  date.  Such 
a  programme  she  had  never  prepared  ere  now,  nor  did  she  wish  to  look 
upon  its  like  again.  In  a  word,  this  Pythonissa  had  all  along  imposed  on 
herself,  or  on  others,  and  probably  both. 

Samuel  came  up  at  the  call  of  Him,  who  saith  :  ^'  Return,  ye  children 
of  men  !"  She  was  but  the  occasion  and  not  the  cause  of  the  old  pro- 
phet's short  visit  back  to  earth.     So  much  is  clear. 

*^  But  how  could  Samuel  return  to  earth  again  ?  Can  spirits  come  up 
from  Hades  ?  "  We  answer  by  asking — whether  all  things  are  not  possi- 
ble with  God  ?  Or  is  not  just  such  a  return  to  be  made  by  all  the  de- 
parted ones,  at  the  last  day  1  If  so,  then  the  possibility,  is,  at  all  events, 
conceded  in  this  case  too.  Nor  is  it  anywhere  declared,  that  such  tem- 
porary revisits  may  not  occur,  wherever  Qod  sees  fit  to  permit  them. 
The  gulf  between  misery  and  bliss  is  impassable,  we  know;  but  the 
chasm  intervening  between  the  living  and  the  dead  is  rather  bridged 
than  yawning.  The  "bourne  whence  no  traveler  returns"  is  not  recog- 
nized in  the  Bible.  We  know  that  many  have  returned  both  before 
and  after  Christ.  And  whilst  we  do  not  believe  that  the  narrow  passage 
is  repeatedly  trodden  by  swarms  of  silly  ghosts,  as  the  vulgar  maintain,  we 
yet  do  not  admit  that  God  cannot  and  does  not  pilot  the  way  for  such, 
whom  He,  for  good  and  wise  purposes,  charges  with  a  message  to  the  deni- 
zens of  earth.  When  the  rich  man  in  torment  asked  the  mission  of 
Lazarus  to  his  five  brethren  who  survived  him,  it  was  not  denied  him  on 
the  ground  of  any  impossibility,  but  because  of  its  futility  f  If  they  hear 
not  Moses  and  the  Prophets,  they  will  not  hear  though  one  from  the  dead 
arose ! 

^'  But  did  not  €U)d  connive  at  the  practice  of  necromancy,  by  at  least 
suffering  Samuel  to  return  during  the  incantation  of  this  Pythonic  wo- 
man ?"  It  would  appear  so,  at  first  view.  But  closely  taken,  it  was  a 
most  searching  rebuke  administered  to  all  the  parties  concerned.  The 
woman  had  her  eyes  opened  as  she  had  never  had  before.  She  now  saw, 
that  all  her  previous  exercises  had  been  sheer  jugglery  and  illusion,  aside 
of  what  here  ensued.  She  found  the  meddling  with  departed  spirits  to  be 
a  solemn  thing  indeed,  and,  we  venture  to  repeat,  never  tried  it  again. 
Saul  too,  must  have  had  his  own  thoughts,  concerning  his  agent,  when 
he  found  her  in  such  a  state  of  terror,  and  ignorant  besides,  of  him  whom 
she  had  yet  engaged  to  call  up.  Samuel  embraced  the  opportunity,  like- 
wise, of  telling  the  unhappy  king,  that  if  the  Lord  had  once  departed 
from  him,  a  consultation  with  the  dead  would  avail  him  and  all  others 
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but  little.  Saul  learned  on  the  last  day  of  his  life,  but  one,  the  folly  of 
necromancy.  We  venture,  furthermore,  to  assert,  that  the  two  servants 
who  accompanied  their  royal  master  on  this  mission,  never  again  became 
a  party  on  a  similar  business.  An  old  plate  represents  the  menials  as 
white  as  Samuel's  shroud  and  mantle,  with  eyes  protruding  from  their 
sockets,  and  rushing  through  the  door,  as  if  they  were  escaping  from  the 
mouth  of  hell  I  And  all  the  readers  and  discerners  of  the  narrative,  in  all 
ages,  will  learn  therefrom  the  folly  of  necromancy.  It  is  not  a  conni- 
vance, then,  on  the  part  of  God,  but  a  terrible  and  effectual  rebuke 
against  the  practicing  of  such  a  black  art. 

Nor  is  it  necessary,  finally,  to  suppose  any  Satanic  agency  to  have  been 
employed  in  the  transaction.  There  is  considerable  diversity  of  opinions 
relative  to  the  apparition  itself.  Some  both  learnedly  and  piously  main' 
tain  that  Satan  penomjied  Samuel.  But  the  Son  of  Sirach  seems  to  us 
to  settle  the  controversy,  if  his  testimony  is  to  be  admitted.  He  pointed- 
ly declares :  "  Samuel  prophesied  after  his  death  ;  and  showed  the  King 
his  end  ;  and  lifted  up  his  voice  from  the  earth  in  prophecy,  to  blot  out 
the  wickedness  of  the  people  "  True,  his  sayings  have  no  room  afforded 
in  the  canon ;  but  as  an  annalist  then,  if  no  more,  his  words  are  entitled 
to  the  highest  consideration,  since  the  early  day  in  which  he  wrote  surely 
enabled  him  to  dip  up  and  report  the  current  tradition  of  the  incident, 
which  is,  in  fact  all  that  is  left  us  to  be  guided  by.  If  this  primitive  re- 
cord is  to  pass  for  nothing,  whither  shall  wo  turn  with  the  least  hope  for 
light? 

Neither  is  Satan  capable  of  prophesying  pure  truth.  But  all  that  the 
apparition  had  uttered,  in  reference  to  Saul  and  his  reign,  was  literally 
fulfilled.  Even  for  such  an  amount  of  truth,  there  is  not  sufficient  room 
in  the  mouth  of  the  *  father  of  lies.' 

Napoleon  I.,  was  said  to  have  been  haunted  by  a  familiar  spirit,  in  the 
shape  of  a  Little  Bed  Man.  During  the  Prussian  war,  this  Mannikin 
wanted  to  see  the  Emperor,  but  was  refused  admittance.  "  I  mitst  see 
him,"  was  his  reply,  and  he  was  let  in.  He  was  heard  to  threaten  Na- 
poleon with  defeat  in  Russia.  He  revisited  him  repeatedly  on  the  Em- 
peror's return  from  Elba  and  on  the  eve  of  Waterloo.  A  negro  Sooth- 
sayer assumed  the  same  relation  to  Josephine,  and  foretold  her  greatness 
and  her  fall.  And  other  historical  characters  were  troubled  by  a  similar 
imagination.  Indeed  every  mortal  may  be  said  to  be  accompanied  by  his 
Ideal,  which,  under  the  infatuation  of  a  strong  imagination,  supervening 
on  a  disordered  constitution,  becomes  the  "  familiar  spirit "  of  ancient 
times.  How  far  the  hallucination  extended,  and  at  what  point  the  reality 
started,  the  Pythonic  woman  of  Endor  came  to  see,  through  the  interven- 
tion of  Ood,  who  raised  up  Samuel,  that  he  might  rebuke  both  Saul  and 
herself,  as  well  as  others  who  deal  in  Divination,  to  the  end  of  ages. 


To  brins:  forward  the  bad  actions  of  others  to  excuse  our  own,  is  like 
washing  ourselves  in  mud. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


352  Neander's  Last  Birthday.  [November, 


NEANDEB'S  LAST  BIBTHDAY. 

(^Continued  from  page  320.) 


^  Once,  however,  Hannah  was  obliged  to  let  her  brother  take  a  journey 
without  her.  This  caused  her  great  anxiety.  King  Frederick  William 
lY.  had  invited  Neander,  whom  he  highly  esteemed  for  his  learning  and 
piety,  to  accompany  him  to  Carlsbad,  on  condition  that  he  was  not  to  take 
a  trunk,  which  J^Teander  would  only  have  packed  full  of  church  Fathers; 
the  king's  valet  was  to  supply  him  with  everything  he  needed. 

On  the  morning  of  his  departure,  Hannah  handed  over  her  brother 
<^ali  right/'  at  the  railroad  station.  Neander  appeared  before  the  king 
in  a  remarkably  thick  and  stiff  cloak,  which  seemed  by  its  weight  to 
drag  the  heated  scholar  to  the  ground. 

"  But,  my  dear  Professor,  why  such  a  cloak  in  this  dog  day  heat?" 
asked  the  king,  laughing.  '^  Ah,  what  is  this :  a  church  Father  in  this 
pocket,  a  brother-professor  in  that — in  fact  the  whole  cloak  is  stuffed  full 
of  patres  and  ecclesiastici — more  than  a  good-sized  trunk  full  T' 

*'  Your  Majesty,  a  little  reading  for  the  journey  !" 

"  Enough  for  a  journey  to  the  moon !  Now  1  see  at  once,  my  dear 
Professor,  that  your  poor  king  must  give  way  to  the  Church  Fathers, 
since  he  b  not  fortunate  enough  to  be  bound  in  hog-skin  I ''  said  the  king 
with  his  hearty  laugh.  '^  Schoning,*'  said  he  turning  to  his  private 
chamberlain,  ^*  take  care  of  the  professor's  bookp.  I  cannot  answer  for 
it  to  his  students  if  I  let  the  church  Father  sweat  himself  to  death  in  his 
new-fashioned  library." 

On  this  journey  Neander  again  had  cause  to  miss  his  mentor^  Hannah. 
At  one  of  the  stations,  in  searching  for  a  pencil  and  piece  of  paper,  he 
drew  a  number  of  sealed  letters  out  of  his  pocket.  An  official,  who  did 
not  know  that  he  was  traveling  with  the  king,  instantly  thundered  out : 
**  Sir,  you  are  carrying  sealed  letters !     You  incur  a  fine ! " 

"  So!  I  did  not  know  that  it  was  not  right  I " 

Neander,  with  a  heavy  heart,  counted  out  the  fine — there  were  so  many 
poor  students  whom  he  could  have  helped  with  the  money ! 

At  the  next  station  the  same  was  repeated — the  taking  out  the  sealed 
letters  and  paying  the  fine. 

"  But  sir,  these  letters  are  all  addressed  to  the  same  person — Professor 
Neander  in  Berlin  ?  "  said  this  second  official. 

**  Yes,  that  is  my  name." 

**  Why  don't  you  open  the  letters  and  read  tLem  ?  " 

^^  Hannah  always  opens  them  for  me,  and  Hannah  is  not  here." 

This  Hannah,  now,  on  this  morning  of  his  birthday,  says  to  him: 
"  Now,  come  Augustus,  and  see  what  I  have  got  for  you  I " 
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She  leads  her  hrother  into  the  next  room.  On  a  table,  adorned  with 
flowers  and  two  burning  candles,  He  some  old  folios — rare  church  Fathers ! 
They  are  the  regular  Christmas  and  birthday  gifts  of  the  sister. 

**  Oh,  Hannah !  What  a  valuable  present !  My  dear  fathers,  Gregory 
of  Nazianzen  and  Jerome,  in  such  rare,  genuine  editions ! ''  His  eyes 
sparkle. 

*'And  what  else  should  I  give  you,  Augustus?  You  Jo  not  care  for 
anything  but  these  horrid  old  hog-skin  things,  musty  and  ruinous  to  the 
eyes !  But  no — our  old  friend  Kottnitz  was  wrong  when  he  said  that  you 
had  but  one  passion — hooks.  Your  second  and  cardinal  passion  is — stu- 
dents; but  Hannah  cannot  and  need  not  give  you  them — they  give  them- 
sehres — to  the  last  drop  of  their  heart's  blood!"  says  Hannah,  laughing 
— with  tears  in  her  eyes. 

On  the  birthday  table  lie  two  fresh  wreaths  of  yew  and  arbor  vitae, 
for  the  graves  of  his  mother  and  sbter  Henrietta,  who  married  Coun- 
cilor Soholz  of  the  Legation,  and  who  died  in  Neander's  house. 

'^  Poor  Betty ! ''  says  Hannah  softly,  as  she  thinks  of  the  sister,  who 
for  many  years,  like  her  brother  in  Petersburg,  has  suffered  from  an  in- 
curable mental  malady,  and  is  now  in  an  asylum. 

^'  The  Lord  has  done  it ! "  replies  Neander,  with  hands  folded  like  a 
child. 

"Ah,  our  amanuensis ! ''  says  Hannah,  as  a  young  student  enters,  and 
with  emotion  offers  his  birthday  congratulations.  Neander  takes  his  arm 
and  goes  back  to  his  study. 

According  to  his  custom,  Neander  now,  from  six  till  ten  o'clock,  pre- 
pares himself  with  the  greatest  exactness  for  his  three  lectures,  which  he 
delivers  from  ten  till  one,  upon  the  whole  of  the  New  Testament,  with 
the  exception  of  the  Apocalypse,  upon  dogmatics  or  ethics,  and  upon  all 
the  main  points  of  historical  theology. 

Meanwhile  we  have  time  to  tell  two  "  Neanders-stories,"  of  which  his 
study  reminds  us. 

There  stands  the  ladder,  which  Neander  climbed  one  day,  in  order  to 
reach  a  book  on  the  upper  shelf.  He  meant  to  look  out  a  word  only,  but 
the  book  interested  him  so  much,  that  he  read  on  and  on,  still  standing 
upon  the  ladder.  By-and-by  his  feet  became  tired,  and,  close  beside  the 
ladder,  was  the  stove,  which  offered  him  a  comfortable  seat.  Neander 
climbed  upon  it,  and  as  he  did  so,  the  ladder  fell  noiselessly  upon  a  pile 
of  books.  But  that  did  not  trouble  the  scholar  on  the  stove,  who  soon 
became  so  absorbed  in  his  reading,  that  he  did  not  notice  Hannah's  com- 
ing into  the  room,  to  call  him  for  his  afternoon  walk;  Hannah  on  her 
part,  very  near-sighted,  did  not  perceive  her  brother,  in  his  unusual  seat. 
She  looked  for  him  in  his  bed  room,  in  the  room  of  her  niece,  Emma 
Scholz,  up  stairs— all  in  vain.  Hannah  became  anxious;  she  alarmed 
the  whole  household ;  nobady  had  seen  him  go  out.  As  the  afternoon 
passed,  Hannah  became  more  uneasy.  At  last  when  it  was  almost  dark, 
a  gentle,  well-known  voice,  called  from  the  study ;  *'  Hannah  !  Hannah ! " 
But  how  could  that  be,  since  Hannah  had  looked  there  several  times  for 
her  brother  ? 

*'  Where  are  you,  Augustus  V* 
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^'  Here,  on  top  of  the  stove.  I  was  reading  a  little  in  Basil ;  bat  it  is 
too  dark  now  to  read,  and  I  could  not  get  down  because  the  Udder  has 
fallen  ! " 

We  have  already  spoken  of  the  high  esteem  which  Frederick  William 
IV.  had  for  Neander.  The  king  was  in  the  habit  of  inviting  certain 
men,  prominent  in  science  and  art,  to  take  tea  with  him  in  Queen  Eliz- 
abeth's room,  almost  as  simply  as  if  he  were  a  citizen.  Neander  had  re- 
ceived an  invitation  to  one  of  these  tea-parties  at  Charlotteuberg.  Han- 
nah dressed  her  brother  up  as  much  as  she  could  ;  "  Now,  your  orders, 
Augustus,  and  you  are  ready  for  court !  " 

"  Have  I  any  orders  ?  " 

"  The  king  himself  put  them  on  you  :  What  have  you  done  with  your 
orders  ?  " 

^^  I  know  nothing  about  them,  Hannah !  Let  me  go  without  the 
orders  ?  " 

"  No,  Augustus,  on  no  account !  That  would  be  a  gross  violation  of 
court  etiquette,  and  it  would  look  as  if  we  slighted  the  king's  kindness.'' 

'*  Oh,  the  court-carriage  will  soon  be  at  the  door ! '' 

'^  Dorothy,  help  me  find  the  orders !  You,  Karl,  run  to  Professor 
Strauds,  and  make  my  compliments,  and  say  that  I  beg  him  to  lend  us 
his  orders,  as  we  have  lost  ours  !  " 

Neander  took  up  a  book,  while  Hannah  and  the  cook  eagerly  searched 
the  study  for  the  orders — vainly  for  a  long  time ;  at  last  I)orothy  drew 
out  a  faded  silk  riband  that  was  peeping  from  a  folio ;  on  it  glittered  an 
order.  Neander  had  used  it  as  a  book-mark  for  St.  Ambrose.  The 
other  orders  were  found  adorning  other  Fathers  of  the  church. 

Hannah  learned  how  to  protect  herself  effectually  from  a  repetition  of 
this  orders'-fever ;  she  always  took  the  orders  into  her  own  care  when- 
ever her  brother  had  done  wearing  them. 

It  b  ten  o'clock — now  for  the  University !  The  '*  academic  quarter  of 
an  hour  "  (before  the  lecture  begins)  is  quite  enough  for  the  short  walk. 
The  amanuensis  takes  down  a  warm  cloak  from  a  nail,  and  is  about  put- 
ting it  on  Neander's  shoulders.  Neander,  somewhat  embarrassed,  turns 
to  him.  ''  Hang  the  cloak  up  again,  please  !  Thb  morning,  in  honor  of 
my  birthday,  I  gave  it  to  a  student,  whom  I  noticed  yesterday  in  a  thin 
coat." 

"  But,  sir,  was  the  student  here  before  seven  o'clock  this  morning  ?  " 
asked  the  astonished  amanuensis. 

<'  No,  dear ;  I  gave  the  cloak  to  him  only  mentally.  Still  I  ought  not 
to  wear  it  any  more." 

"And  where  is  your  new  cloak  ?  " 

''  I  have  none.     I  will  go  in  my  coat." 

Nothing  but  Hannah's  authority  and  indignation  prevailed  upon  her 
brother  to  wear  again  hb  •*  mentally  given  away  "  cloak,  until  she  could 
procure  another. 

In  hb  student's  leather  boots  reaching  to  the  knee,  which  he  has  con- 
tinued wearing  in  winter  ever  since  his  shooting  days,  Neander,  leaning 
on  the  arm  of  hb  amanuensis,  walks  the  short  dbtance  across  the  opera 
place  to  the  University.     And  yet,  years  since,  afler  Neander  had  lived 
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a  long  time  in  the  linger  House,  he  complained  of  the  long  distance  be- 
tween his  house  and  the  University,  and  it  came  out  that  the  student,  in 
his  absent-mindedness — no,  in  his  fullness  of  thought — ^instead  of  turn- 
ing to  the  right  into  Behren  Street,  and,  after  a  few  steps  around  the 
corner  of  the  Royal  Library,  having  the  University  directly  before  him, 
had  always  gone  to  the  left,  almost  the  whole  length  of  Behren  Street, 
through  Wall  Street  and  the  Linden  to  the  University,  because  the  way 
lo  the  University  from  his  former  residence  led  through  Wall  Street  and 
the  Linden. 

Neander  enters  his  lecture  room.  Stooping,  and  with  downcast  eyes, 
he  walks  to  his  desk,  his  right  hand  stroking  his  eyebrows  as  if  in  sal- 
utation.    In  deference  to  his  birthday  the  students  rise  at  his  entrance. 

Before  the  desk  lies  an  uncut  goose  quill  with  a  long  feather ;  for 
years  the  students  have  daily  provided  a  fresh  one )  the  old  one  becom- 
ing the  pride  and  ornament  of  many  a  modest  study — years  afterward 
sad  relics  in  many  a  quiet  parsonage. 

Brandishing  his  quill  in  his  hand,  Neander  leans  far  over  his  desk, 
and  with  downcast  eyes  begins  his  lecture;  his  deep  earnest  voice  pene- 
trates every  heart.  The  quill  is  in  perpetual  motion ;  soon  the  fingers 
begin  to  break  it  up^  soon  they  tear  off  the  feathers.  The  speaker 
changes  bis  position  every  instant ;  now  he  stands  on  the  left  foot,  now 
on  the  right;  now  he  turns  entirely  round,  with  his  face  towards  the  wall. 
But  all  the  while,  his  words  are  flowing  forth  uninterruptedly,  rich  and 
clear,  from  the  warmest  of  hearts ;  and  the  young  hearts  of  his  hearers 
yield  uninterruptedly  to  the  fascination. 

(  To  he  continued.') 
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THE  SOCIETY  OF  BOOKS. 

BY  THE  EDITOR. 


"A  book  belongs  to  man's  miracles.  It  is  a  bridge  built  across  the 
stream  of  time,  over  which  we  see  the  dead  of  a  hundred  and  a  thousand 
years  ago  cross  to  us,  still  living.  A  book  is  a  bond  encircling  all  its 
readers,  forming  them  into  a  fellowship,  more  vital  than  any  other;  it  is 
a  ship  bearing  to  us  precious  gifts  from  far  and  near.  Through  a  book 
the  wise  man  speaks  to  the  wise,  and  to  those  seeking  wisdom;  from  it 
speaks  a  ripe  age  to  the  young,  to  the  children,  even  as  soon  as  they 
can  read.  The  book  speaks ;  it  teaches  to  speak.  It  trains  the  small  to 
maturity,  lifts  up  the  lowly,  widens  the  world  of  vision  to  all,  that  they 
can  see  things  afar  off,  see  that  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountain  people 
are  living,  no  less  than  on  the  hither  side.  A  book  is  the  shield  of  the 
weak,  and  the  terror  of  the  strong;  it  comforts  the  sorrowful,  brings 
company  to  the  solitary.  He  who  has  several  books  enjoys  a  select  and 
refined  society,  such  as  rarely  graces  the  tables  of  kings  and  princes.'' 

Thus  wrote  good  pastor  Harms,  many  years  ago.  Of  course,  he  means 
a  good  book.  Alas  I  all  books  are  not  good.  It  is  true,  bad  books  bring 
us  something,  too — miasma,  poison  hidden  or  unmasked,  literary  leprosy; 
a  bridge  they  are,  over  which  cross  the  powers  of  evil,  from  the  world  of 
darkness,  to  those  who  read  them.  Very  lively  company  some  of  them 
are,  but  very  unsafe. 

No  book-stores  are  so  unsatisfactory  as  Sunday-school  depositories.  It 
is  a  sad  confession,  a  chronic  source  of  complaint.  Sucli  tiers  of  worthless 
trash — trash  interminable — are  truly  appalling.  You  vainly  search  for 
the  moral  of  the  story,  as  hunts  the  seamstress  for  her  lost  needle  in  a 
haystack.  They  are  an  exaggeration  of  the  homoeopathic  principle — the 
hundredth  part  of  a  grain  of  quinine  diluted  in  Lake  Erie !  three  drops 
of  the  dilution  every  three  hours ! 

I  visit  general  book-stores  with  far  more  comfort.  There  I  find  books 
that  contain  something — literary^  historical,  scientific  works;  books  which 
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aim  at  a  clear,  tangible  end,  and  drive  right  towards  it.  Works  as  light 
as  the  bulk  of  Sunday-school  books  would  not  pay.  Their  purse  and  re- 
putation would  suffer.  They  would  remain  on  their  shelves  for  genera- 
tions, as  so  much  lumber.  Shrewd  booksellers  understand  this.  The 
religious  reading  of  the  young  must  be  sugared  chaff — stories  spun  over 
three  hundred  pages,  whose  readable  substance  might  be  told  in  less  than 
ten ;  a  net-work  of  imperturbable  nothingness,  printed  on  costly  paper,  and 
bound  in  a  beauriful  style.  Tbe  children  admire  the  covers,  pictures,  and 
paper,  and  heedlessly  hurry  over  the  half- read  and  unread  pages.  And 
we  need  not  wonder.  Why  must  we  thus  impose  on  unsuspecting  youth- 
ful piety  ? 

(Jnildren,  young  people,  above  all  others,  ought  to  read  good  books. 
It  is  cruel  to  feed  them  with  empty  spoons,  though  they  be  golden  spoons. 
Their  minds  and  hearts  are  in  their  most  receptive  state,  their  memories 
the  most  retentive.  Now  give  them  something  worth  remembering. 
Not  heavy,  dull  logic,  nor  naked,  crude  doctrine.  Let  it  be  a  story,  but 
a  story  with  something  in  it.  The  children  ought  to  have  the  best  kind 
of  reading,  in  style  and  substance  adapted  to  their  age.  Instead  of  that, 
we  mock  their  mental  appetite  with  a  mass  of  husks,  which  few  intelligent 
Christian  parents  would  have  grace  enough  to  relish. 

Some  months  ago,  a  New  England  publishing  firm  offered  a  prise  of 
$000  for  the  two  best  Sunday-school  books.  In  a  short  time,  three  hun- 
dred manuscripts  were  sent  in  by  so  many  authors.  Hear  what  the  New 
York  "  Independent''  says  of  the  two  that  drew  the  prize : 

"  Out  of  three  hundred  manuscripts,  there  surely  could  be  gathered  two 
little  kernels  of  wheat,  we  thought.  And  when  the  green-and-gold 
backs  shone  on  us,  we  opened  them  with  some  expectation.  But  the 
characters  are  common-place,  the  conversations  stilted  and  unnatural,  the 
scenes  nothing  but  badly  managed  melo-drama,  and  as  for  the  plot,  we 
cannot  have  patience  to  read  far  enough  in  any  one  place  to  find  out  much 
about  it." 

There  are  good  Sunday-school  books,  some  excellent  ones,  published 
by  the  Reformed  Church.  But  when  you  get  beyond  a  limited  number, 
you  launch  upon  an  ocean  of  vapid  talk,  from  which,  good  Lord,  deli- 
ver us. 

There  is  a  mysterious  power  in  a  book  that  has  something  in  it.  In  it 
the  soul,  the  head  of  the  writer  lives  on.  In  reading  it,  you  feel  that 
some  personal  spirit  is  teaching  and  touching  you.  In  some  books,  you 
feel  this  more  than  in  others.  Dr.  Kane  said,  when  about  completing  his 
work  on  his  Arctic  Expedition,  that  his  book  would  become  his  coffin. 
By  which  he  meant  that  the  journey  and  the  effort  to  write  the  work 
would  kill  him.  Yet  you  feel  K«ne*s  brave  heart  throbbing  in  the  book. 
If  it  is  his  coffin,  it  contains  a  being  still  living. 

At  Rome  are  large  sepulchral  chambers,  with  honey- combed  walls,  each 
little  hole  containing  an  urn  with  the  ashes  of  some  ancient  worthy,  whose 
names,  after  two  thousand  years,  can  still  be  distinctly  read  over  their 
ashes.  Their  bodies  being  burned  after  their  death,  their  remains  were 
reduced  into  this  narrow  compass.  Strangely  does  the  presence  of  these 
scanty  remains  impress  one,  as  you  try  to  read  the  names  dimly  legible^ — 
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some,  names  of  authors,  and  people  who  ranked  high  in  Roman  society 
and  literature. 

"  The  dead  unsceptred  monarcbs, 
Whose  spirits  still  rule  us  from  their  urns." 

Sitting  at  my  study  table,  my  eyes  often  run  along  the  shelves  of  my 
library,  falling  on  familiar  names,  which  call  to  mind  personal,  living  be- 
ings, who  seem  to  look  benignantly  down  upon  me,  and  are  eager  fur  an 
entertaining  conversation,  whenever  I  take  down  the  volume.  Compassed 
about  with  such  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  one  not  only  fancies  to  be,  but  really 
is,  mingling  with  the  best  society  the  world  has  ever  seen.  Comparatively 
few  could  see  and  associate  with  Moses,  David,  Solomon,  Isaiah,  or  Paul; 
yet  does  every  one  of  the  millions  of  Bible  readers,  to  this  day,  hold 
goodly  fellowship  with  them  through  their  writings  and  recorded  doings. 
Many  a  one  would  fain  spend  thousaada  of  dollars,  and  a  year  of  travel- 
ing, only  to  spend  one  day  with  the  living  St.  Augustine,  St.  Jerome,  or 
St.  Ambrose,  with  Luther,  Melanchthon,  with  Shakspeare  or  Goethe.  It 
costs  less  time  and  money  to  sit  at  their  feet  all  one*s  life,  in  the  pages  of 
their  books. 

Tennyson  is  greatly  annoyed,  at  his  retired  residence  on  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  by  staring  tourists.  They  loiter  around  his  grounds,  and  hang 
around  his  study  window,  eagerly  watching  for  a  glimpse  of  the  poet.  So 
unpleasant  are  these  prying  travelers,  that  he  sometimes  finds  it  difficult 
to  take  his  accustomed  promenades  among  his  shady  retreats.  All  this 
simply  to  steal  a  passing  glimpse  of  the  poet-laureate,  without  the  hope  of 
a  personal  interview.  In  his  books  the  poorest  as  well  as  the  princely 
rich  alike  have  access  to  him — are  cordially  invited  as  guests  at  his  intel- 
lectual table. 

I  encountered  a  blooming  country  youth  in  a  public  library  the  other 
day.  Would  that  I  could  put  his  picture  in  the  Guardian,  as  he  greeted 
me,  cap  in  hand,  with  a  blushing  smile  and  sparkling  eyes.  Presently,  I 
found  him  seated  on  a  settee,  with  Doolittle's  work  on  China.  "  You 
will  find  that  a  very  interesting  book,"  I  remarked  to  him.  *'  Yes,  sir,  I 
shall  take  it  with  me,"  he  modestly  replied.  That  book  gives  him  far 
more  information  about  the  social  life  and  customs  of  China,  than  a  jour- 
ney could  do.  During  the  long  autumn  evenings,  Doolittle  will  lead  the 
lad  through  the  villages,  cities,  temples,  and  homes  of  China,  and  show 
him  this  singular  people  on  the  other  side  of  the  globe  Is  not  the  book 
a  bridge,  over  which  the  news  from  a  far  country  is  brought  to  him  ? 

The  devout  reader,  of  David's  Psalms  sees  the  heart  of  the  sweet  singer 
therein  photographed.  The  dear,  penitent  king,  tearfully  sorrowing 
over  his  sins,  in  the  51st  Psalm,  or  praising  God  in  the  103d.  Do  we 
not  feel  a  spiritual  human  presence  in  them  ?  The  royal  bard  laid  his 
heart  therein — his  heart,  which  in  them  lives  and  blesses  forever. 

"  How  it  throbs  among  us,  making  us  feel  as  David  himself  felt — weep, 
as  though  with  his  wet  cheeks  to  look  at — ^and  rejoice,  as  though  within 
hearing  of  his  harp — and  mourn,  as  though  in  his  sin  we  were  reminded 
of  our  own — and  clasp  our  hands,  as  though  with  his  helplessness — and 
look  up  on  high,  as  though  emboldened  with  his  confidence — and  pray,  as 
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thoagh  with  his  voice  in  our  ears,  tremhling,  and  sobhing,  and  sublimelj 
trustful." 

Oh,  the  times  these  words  have  been  said,  and  David's  heart  in  them 
been  felt  throbbing  and  warm !  Oh^  the  people  that  have  used  them — 
priests,  in  the  temple  at  Jerusalem — captive  Jews,  by  the  river  of  Baby- 
lon— the  early  Christians,  in  their  secret  worship — sinners,  trembling, 
with  God's  angry  eye  upon  them — saints,  feeling  themselves  all  the  more 
unworthy,  the  nigher  a  Holy  Gtod  their  lives  advances  them — righteous 
men,  outcasts  of  the  world,  joying  to  feel  themselves  cast  upon  God — dying 
men,  praying  their  truest  as  well  as  their  last — widows  and  orphans,  with 
only  dead  dust  to  look  at  for  what  had  been  their  friend,  but  with  an  im- 
mortal soul  to  believe  in,  safe  beyond  corruption  and  the  grave! 

And  oh,  what  things  the  Psalms  have  outlasted — the  national  existence 
of  David*s  own  people — the  destruction  of  Jerusalem,  and  the  burning  of 
the  temple — the  rise  and  fall  of  kingdoms — the  prevalence  of  many  a 
language,  the  Egyptian,  the  Chaldean,  the  Greek,  the  Roman,  and  the 
Gothic — the  erection  and  the  fall  of  great  buildings,  castles,  churches,  and 
cathedrals — forgotten  names  the  world  once  echoed  with — the  fame  and 
dread  of  kings — the  foundation  and  the  disappearance  of  cities — and  one 
after  another,  a  hundred  generations  of  men,  their  lives  and  their  exits  by 
death. 

<'  We  may  well  believe  they  will  last  forever — the  Psalms  with  David's 
heart  in  them ;  for  they  have  outlasted  so  much  already, — thirty  centuries 
of  time,  myriads  of  books,  and  the  laws  and  customs  of  a  hundred  na- 
tions  " 

''  Have  you  read  all  these  books  V*  many  a  one  asks  the  owner  of  a 
private  library.  Of  course  not.  "  Why  then  have  them  V  For  future 
use.  As  a  good  housewife  stores  away  a  little  world  of  material,  in  clo- 
sets, larder,  and  cellar,  to  supply  the  wants  of  her  family  the  coming  win- 
ter, so  does  the  inquiring  mind  store  away  some  books.  **  Books  as  well 
as  money  must  be  laid  away  to  meet  the  wants  of  rainy  days."  Montaigne 
says :  '^  I  make  as  little  use  of  them  (his  books)  almost,  as  those  who 
know  them  not.  I  enjoy  them  as  a  miser  does  his  money,  in  knowing 
that  I  may  enjoy  them  when  I  ploase.  My  mind  is  satibfied  with  the 
right  of  possession.  The  figure  of  my  study  is  round,  so  that  I  can  see 
all  my  books  at  once,  set  on  five  rows  of  shelves  round  about  me." 

Leigh  Hunt  says  :  "Sitting,  last  winter,  among  my  books,  and  walled 
round  with  all  the  comfort  and  protection  which  they  and  my  fireside  could 
afford  me — to  wit,  a  table  of  high-piled  books  at  my  back,  my  writing-desk 
on  one  side  of  me,  some  shelves  on  the  other,  and  the  feeling  of  the  warm 
fire  at  my  feet — I  looked  sideways  at  my  Spencer  and  my  Arabian  Nights, 
then  above  them  at  my  Italian  Poets,  then  behind  me  at  my  Dryden  and 
Pope,  then  on  my  left  side  at  my  Chaucer,  who  lay  on  the  writing  desk; 
then  I  thought  how  natural  it  was  in  Charles  Lamb  to  give  a  kiss  to  an 
old  folio,  as  I  once  saw  him  do  to  Chapman's  Homer." 

Full  many  a  time  have  I  blessed  the  memory  of  the  wise  and  earnest 
dead,  as  my  eye  fell  on  their  name  on  the  back  of  a  book;  in  which  was 
stored  the  precious  fruit  of  their  life.  Repeatedly,  since  writing  this 
rambling  article,  has  my  eye  turned  to  Chrysostom  (the  golden- mouthed) 
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on  yonder  shelf;  like  himself,  with  a  plain  exterior,  bat  rich  in  life  and 
truth.  Calling  to  mind,  too,  the  lovely  Arethusa,  who  devoted  herself  to 
perpetual  widowhood  for  the  sake  of  her  fatherless  boy.  "  What  women 
these  Christians  have  !"  said  the  rhetorician  Libanius,  as  he  noticed  her 
beautiful  character.  I  can  hear  her  gifled  son,  in  the  pulpit  of  Antioch 
and  Constantinople,  fearlessly  rebuking  the  sins  of  the  empress  Eudoxia, 
rebuking  his  hearers,  too,  for  their  noisy  applause  during  his  sermons. 
And  the  gentle  Irving — where  can  you  find  a  more  pleasing  and  compan* 
ionable  gentleman  ?     Bacon, 

"The  greatest,  wisest,  meanest  of  mankind," 

with  all  his  faults^  what  a  benefactor  is  he  to  his  race — his  writings  a  mine 
of  mental  wealth.  Neander,  meekly  leading  you  over  fifteen  hundred 
years  of  the  Christian  Church.  Milman,  depicting  the  tumultuous  heroic 
events  of  Latin  Christianity.  And  what  shall  I  say  of  Motley,  Macaulay, 
Stanley,  Bancroft,  of  the  poets,  theologians,  philosophers,  whose  dust  rests 
in  the  grave,  whilst  their  thoughts  and  the  results  of  their  labors  are 
with  us  to  this  present  ?  A  blessing  on  good  books,  and  on  the  memory 
of  those  who  wrote  them. 


CHBISTMAS. 

From  the  German  of  Fred.  W,  Krummacher. 


BY.  L.  H.  8. 

Christmas  I  Who  can  express  the  full  meaning  of  this  word  ?  Who 
is  able  to  measure  the  length  and  breadth  and  height  of  the  story  which 
it  presents  to  our  field  of  vision  ?  A  period  of  holy  longing  and  expecta- 
tion, extending  through  4,000  years,  finds  its  termination  at  the  moment 
indicated  by  this  word ;  and  an  eternity  full  of  life,  peace,  and  bliss  finds 
its  beginning.  Christmas !  The  simplicity  of  the  expectant  child  shouts 
at  the  sound,  while  the  wisdom  of  the  thoughtful  man  bows  his  head  in 
deep  meditation,  and  is  overwhelmed  with  reverential  awe.  Yes,  here  is 
the  transparent  brook  in  which  the  lamb  may  wade,  and  the  bottomless 
sea,  at  the  same  time,  in  which  the  elephant  can  and  must  swim. 

The  human  race,  left  for  a  while  to  itself,  had  exhausted  the  whole 
force  of  its  reason,  imagination,  and  will,  in  striving  afler  the 
idea  and  in  seeking  the  object  of  its  destiny ;  but  it  had  not  reached 
the  conception  of  true  holiness  on  the  sphere  of  morality ;  it  had  not  se- 
cured itself  freedom  from  the  powers  of  earth  in  that  of  art,  and  only 
some  few  of  its  greatest  spirits  had  attained  a  shadowy  presentiment  of 
a  personal  God  in  that  of  the  intellect.  The  secular  wisdom  of  the 
heathen,  even  with  its  most  distinguished  masters,  stood  a  helpless  orphan 
knocking  at  the  closed  door  of  eternity.  Art  poised  its  wings  to  discover 
the  ideal  world  beyond  the  region  of  earthly  beauty,  whose  shimmering 
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rajs  break  in  upon  the  latter,  but  its  efforts  ended  simply  in  the  deifica- 
tion of  that  which  was  sensual.  The  religion  of  the  heathen,  even  its 
purest  manifestations,  was  only  a  half-conscious  effort  to  restore  that  com- 
munion with  God  that  had  been  destroyed  by  sin  ^emphatically,  a  futile 
effort.  The  earth  had  been  deserted  by  truth  and  holiness,  and  that 
child  of  Heaven — peace ;  and  along  with  peace,  love  to  God  and  pleasure 
in  that  which  was  pleasing  to  God.  Fear  reigned  in  place  of  hope. 
But  this  unconquerable  dread  of  an  unknown,  enthroned  power,  and  a 
mysterious  future  spread  out  before  them,  which  existed  in  the  hearts  of 
the  people,  was  the  means  of  education  in  the  hands  of  a  God  desiring 
to  save  them,  through  which  He  restrained  the  outbreaking  of  their  per- 
verted will,  and  prepared  their  souls  for  the  reception  of  the  salvation 
that  His  mercy  had  conceived  and  prepared  for  them  from  the  beginning. 

The  fullness  of  time  had  been  attained.  The  expectation  of  the  faith- 
ful of  Israel  had  reached  the  highest  degree  of  tension.  The  mysterious 
brightness  that  radiated  from  the  brow  of  a  Simeon  and  others  an- 
nounced, like  the  glow  on  Alpine  peaks,  the  approaching  dawn.  The 
heathen^  especially  those  of  Greece  and  Eome,were  divided  between  the 
most  absolute  despair  and  the  most  frivolous  epicureanism.  From  mil- 
lions of  lips  was  uttered  Pilate's  anxious  question,  ^*  What  is  truth  ?" 
while  other  and  more  profound  minds  in  their  despair  rushed  into  the 
arms  of  Judaism,  only  to  find  by  experience  that  even  here — under  the 
yoke  of  the  law— no  peace  bloomed  for  them.  Moreover  the  predic- 
tions of  the  prophets  had  reached  their  chronological  termination,  and 
now,  for  the  honor  of  God  and  His  word,  demanded  their  ultimate  fulfil- 
ment. Then  struck  the  great  hour  of  salvation,  the  hour  of  a  new  birth 
for  the  race  lost  in  sin  and  sensual  pleasure,  the  hour  of  the  world's  sal- 
vation and  renovation.  The  salvation  is  made  manifest.  It  was  not  a 
mere  ideal.  Mankind  needed  something  more  than  illumination.  It  was 
not  a  mere  law.  Law  destroys,  but  cannot  make  alive  again.  It  was 
not  a  mere  signpost  bearing  the  inscription,  *^  This  is  the  road/'  What 
help  could  such  be  to  one  lame,  or  bound  hands  and  feet  ?  The  need 
and  want  of  a  curse  bound  world  was  a  personality,  a  man  who  was  Him- 
self the  way  and  the  life,  and  made  unto  us  wisdom,  and  righteousness, 
and  sanctification,  and  redemption.  And  lo !  Christmas  brought  Him  ! 
O  world,  in  joy  bend  your  knees,  under  the  echoes  of  angelic  songs,  be- 
fore the  manger  in  Bethlehem.  This  lowly  bed,  you  fortunate  world,  con- 
tains your  Prince  of  Peace,  your  Saviour ! 

The  heavenly  beings,  who  sang  His  cradle  song,  knew  who  He  was. 
Those  Israelites  versed  in  Revelation,  such  as  Simeon,  Hannah,  and  the 
shepherds,  when  they  saw  Him,  exclaimed  with  joy,  "  Land  ho !"  and 
spread  the  sails  of  their  longing.  He  was  before  He  came.  In  the  be- 
ginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  Word  was  with  God,  and  the  Word  was 
God.  Apart  from  Hevelation,  the  thoughtful  human  spirit,  in  its  own 
aspirations,  starting  with  a  belief  in  a  personal  God,  had  reached,  as  a 
necessary  consequence,  the  thought  that  the  eternal  source  of  all  that 
exists,  who  is  love  Himself,  could  not,  before  He  created  them,  have  ex- 
isted alone,  egotistically  absorbed  in  Himself,  but  must  have  had,  from 
eternity,  an  object  of  His  divine  love  corresponding  to  His  perfection,  ^ 
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being  objective  to  Himself,  and  found  in  it  His  repose  and  felicity.  Kev- 
elation  stamps  the  seal  of  confirmation  upon  this  thought,  but  leaves  us 
(who  dare  ask  why  ?)  only  in  the  dark  touching  one  thing,  viz  :  how  this 
other  self,  the  God -man,  the  Son  proceeded  from  the  substance  of  the 
eternal  Father.  And  thus  the  how  of  the  incarnation  of  the  first-born 
before  all  creatures  remains  a  truly  great  but  seven-fold  sealed  secret,  so 
long  as  the  veil  of  temporal  modes  of  representation  still  envelops  our 
spirits,  although  the /act  of  the  incarnation  is  beyond  all  cavil,  and  fur- 
nishes, as  its  mightiest  argument,  the  new  moral  world  which  the  God- 
man  called  into  existence. 

A  new  era  in  the  development  of  our  race  was  established  by  the 
Christmas  miracle,  which  was  its  inexhaustible^  creative  source  and  ini- 
tial point.  Yes^  the  history  of  humanity  begins  anew  with  this  miracle. 
In  consequence  of  the  organic  union  which  the  Son  of  God  enters  into 
with  the  human  race,  the  latter  acquires  a  new  head^  and  by  His  own 
merits  and  the  saving  energies  that  incessantly  stream  therefrom,  it  is 
taken  from  the  curse-laden  birth  and  lineage  of  the  first  Adam  and  trans- 
ferred to  another  sphere,  where,  having  quaffed  the  love  that  is  the  ful- 
filment of  the  law,  being  baptized  with  the  spirit  of  faith  and  hope  which 
overcomes  the  world,  and  strengthened  by  the  blessed  consciousness  of 
childship  with  God,  it  continually  dies  unto  sin  and  strives  with  sure 
step  toward  a  transmutation  into  the  image  of  '^  the  fairest  among  the 
children  of  men."  A  life  of  child-like  trust  in  God,  of  godliness,  of 
familiarity  with  God's  ways,  and  rejoicing  in  the  fulfilment  of  His  will, 
was  born  into  humanity  with  Christ,  such  as  was  not  known  before  in  a 
like  degree  of  perfection  and  completeness,  even  to  the  first  parents  of 
the  race  in  Paradise  before  the  fall.  For  since  these  could  not  have  yet 
known  the  God,  who  *'so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only -begotten 
Son,"  they  could  not  have  known  themselves  clothed  before  this  God  with 
the  righteousness  of  this  matchless  Person,  neither  could  they  have  pos- 
sessed the  spirit  of  the  Son  whereby  we  cry  ^'  Abba,  Father  !"  nor  the 
authorization  to  say  with  a  Paul :  "  I  live,  yet  not  I,  but  Christ  liveth 
in  me  !"  In  truth  up  to  this  time,  that  glorious  new  life  is  not  encoun- 
tered by  us  as  the  possession  of  all  mankind — no,  not  even  of  all  those 
who  have  been  baptized  in  the  name  of  the  great  Prince  of  Life, 
although  these,  in  their  elevated  conceptions,  sensitive  consciences,  and 
improved  morals,  furnish  most  unequivocal  proofs  that  the  Christian  at- 
mosphere they  breathe,  notwithstanding  their  opposition  to  the  complete 
reception  of  Christianity,  has  exercised  a  wonderfully  wholesome  influence 
upon  them.  The  time  will,  however,  come,  when  Christ  shall  have  His 
image  imprinted  upon  all  who  dwell  upon  the  earth,  when  there  will  not 
only  be  **  one  Shepherd  and  one  flock,"  but  when  "  Christ  will  be  all  in 
all,"  and  all  shall  be  "one  in  Christ  Jesus."  Then  the  seraphic  hymn, 
"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men," 
which  was  chanted  over  the  bills  of  Bethlehem,  will,  for  the  first  time, 
be  clearly  intelligible,  because  its  prophetic  promise  will  then  for  the  first 
time  be  fully  accomplished. 

As  though  uttered  by  angelic  voices,  the  word  "  Christmas"  resounds 
through  a  sorrow-laden  world,  assuring  an  eternal  end  to   all  earthly 
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straggles,  a  most  blessed  solution  of  all  earthly  discords..  It  comes  as 
the  sound  of  the  bells  of  peace,  mighty  to  subdue  every  grief,  and  to 
silence  every  sorrow  in  the  human  breast.  The  fearful  problems  which 
sin  has  originated  in  the  relation  of  the  world  to  the  divine  government 
have  been  solved  by  Christmas  -,  it  has  abolished  whatever  interfered 
with  the  primal  intention  of  eternal  love  as  regards  the  destiny  and  object 
of  development  of  humanity  created  in  the  likeness  of  Divinity.  From 
Christmas  irradiates  a  bright  light  out  into  the  world,  which  illuminates 
with  hope's  roseate  tints  every  tearful  corner,  and  casts  a  heavenly  glow 
even  over  the  night  of  the  grave;  assuring  us,  at  the  same  time,  of  the 
dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  in  which  no  unsolved  problem,  no  spirit  of  insubor- 
dination, no  cloud  of  sorrow  shall  oppress  the  human  brow ;  in  which 
shall  only  be  heard  that  unceasing  song,  never  more  to  be  interrupted  by 
discord,  sung  by  the  *'  countless  multitude ''  who  have  attained  the  trans- 
figuration that  the  great  ^^  High  Priest"  prayed  for  in  the  days  of  His 
flesh  when  He  said  :  '^  Father,  glorify  Me  with  Thine  ownself  with  the 
glory  which  I  had  with  Thee  before  the  world  was." 

0,  miracle  of  Christmas!  Focus  in  which  all  the  rays  of  everlasUng 
love  are  concentrated  I  Thou  ultimate  ground  of  all  peace  for  the  soul, 
perennial  source  of  all  life!  We  hail  thee  with  jubilant  shouts,  we 
adore  thee  in  the  dust !  Thou  hast  planted  a  new  earth,  wherein  dwell- 
eth  righteousness;  hast  founded  a  new  heaven,  the  Paradise  of  redeemed 
sinners  !  0,  miracle  of  Christmas  !  most  lovingly  set  forth  in  the  Apos- 
tle's words  as  ^*  the  kindness  and  love  of  God  our  Saviour  toward  man," 
penetrate  wit^h  thy  heavenly  splendor  the  darkne^^s  of  our  lives ;  replenish 
our  poverty  from  thy  riches — those  inexhaustible  riches  which  are  dis- 
closed for  U9  in  thee ;  become  for  us  what  thou  wast  for  the  great  Apostle, 
the  mighty  lightning-stroke  rending  the  clouds  of  grief  and  sorrow,  and 
teach  us  with  him  to  reason  thus :  "'  He  that  spared  not  His  own  Son, 
but  delivered  Him  up  for  us  all,  how  shall  He  not  with  Him  also  freely 
give  us  all  things?"  Become  a  Nebo's  height  for  us,  from  which,  joyous 
in  hope,  we  can  look  over  into  the  promised  land,  and  say,  in  the  words 
of  the  ancient  seer :  "  Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  servant  depart  in 
peace."  Yes,  often  as  the  question,  "  Whither  shall  we  go,  and  what 
shall  we  do  V  arises  in  our  minds  amid  the  perplexities  and  sins  of  the 
world,  do  you,  sweet  sounds  of  Christmas,  bear  to  us  the  tidings  that 
there  was  conceived  and  fixedly  ordained,  even  in  the  very  glorious  be- 
ginning of  God's  dealings  with  man,  through  the  sending  of  His  only 
Son,  an  incomparably  more  glorious  end.  And  when  the  last  enemy 
knocks  at  our  doors,  and  the  shadows  of  the  dreaded  hour  grow  gray 
about  us,  then,  so  that  the  holy  Sabbath  joy  may  sink  into  our  hearts, 
ring  ye  Bethlehem  bells,  your  chimes  over  us ;  for  mercy,  forgiveness, 
peace,  and  hope  of  salvation,  are  the  burdens  of  your  tones  I 


Listening. — Were  we  as  eloquent  as  angels;  yet  should  we  please 
some  men,  some  women,  and  some  children  much  more  by  listening  than 
by  talking — Cohort, 
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Josephine  had  a  son  and  daughter — Eagene  and  Hortense.  Her 
mother  being  early  left  a  widow,  the  daughter  had  to  shiPb  through 
the  unsettled  French  world  as  best  she  could.  Eugene  was  apprenticed 
to  a  carpenter,  and  Hortense  to  a  milliner.  When  her  mother  was  en- 
gaged to  Napoleon,  she  was  at  a  boarding-school,  reputed  to  have  been 
an  apt  and  promising  scholar.  She  was  sixteen  when  her  mother's  hus- 
band became  First  Consul.  This  dashing  and  daring  character  strangely 
impressed  her.  "  My  fatl^er-in-Iaw  (step-father)  is  a  comet,  of  which  we 
are  but  the  tail ;  we  must  follow  him  without  inquiring  whither  he  is 
going.  Is  it  for  our  happiness  or  for  our  misfortune  V*  Thus  she  wrote  to 
Madame  Campau,  her  teacher. 

One  day  she  was  late  coming  to  dinner.  Her  mother  finding  her  busy 
at  her  drawings,  the  idea  that  the  girl  should  keep  Napoleou  waiting, 
provoked  her.  *'  Do  you  expect  to  get  your  bread  as  an  artist  V*  she 
asked. 

*^  In  the  times  in  which  we  live  it  is  quite  probable  that  it  may  be  so, 
mamma/'  replied  Hortense. 

She  is  said  to  have  been  very  fair,  '*  of  a  beautiful  complexion,  and 
graceful  in  her  person.  The  expression  of  her  countenance  was  that 
of  mildness  and  benevolence,  but  her  bearing  was  dignified.  She  was 
remarkable  for  her  talent  as  an  artist,  as  also  as  a  musician.  Her  melo- 
dies, composed  at  various^epochs  of  her  life,  have  obtained  an  European 
fame." 

Amid  the  excitement  of  his  ambitious  schemes^  Napoleon  found  time 
for  amusement,  when  at  home.  Sometimes  he  would  play  ^'  prisoners' 
base"  with  his  family;  he,  Lauriston,  Rapp,  and  Eugene  on  one  side, 
Josephine,  Hortense,  Jerome^  and  Madame  Murat  on  the  other.  The 
game  would  be  followed  by  '*  a  collation^  and  in  the  evening  by  a  play." 

Hortense  loved  and  was  engaged  to  Desaix.  Bonaparte  and  Josephine 
urged  her  to  marry  Louis  Bonaparte.  She  consented.  They  were  mar- 
ried at  the  Tuileries,  in  the  presence  of  the  members  of  both  families. 
**  Never  was  there  a  more  gloomy  ceremony ;  never  did  a'young  wedded 
couple  feel  more  sensibly  the  presentiment  of  all  the  horrors  of  an  ill- 
assorted  and  forced  marriage."  Thus  wrote  the  bridegroom.  Louis 
loved  retirement  and  quiet  literary  pursuits.  Hortense  was  ambitious  of 
military  renown,  wished  him  '^to  use  his  sword  more  and  his  pen  less." 

When  the  crown  of  Holland  was  offered  to  him,  he  replied  that  the  climate 
of  that  country  did  not  agree  with  him.    His  brother  said  :  '*  It  is  better  to 
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die  a  king  than  to  live  a  prince."  Hortense  was^  pleased  with  the  offer;  be- 
cause she  could  do  more  good  as  a  oueeo.  The  new  royal  family  was 
received  with  great  display  in  Holland.  Hortense  took  to  reading  works 
describing  the  customs,  history,  and  wants  of  the  country.  Their  Court 
circles  and  balls  were  of  the  gayest  kind.  She  danced  with  '^incom- 
parable perfection/'  Louis  disliked  this  French  gaiety.  Napoleon  wrote 
to  him :  *'  You  have  the  best  wife  in  the  world,  and  the  most  virtuous, 
and  yet  you  make  her  miserable.  Let  her  dance  as  much  as  she  likes ; 
it  is  pleasant  at  her  time  of  lil'e.  31y  wife  is  forty  years  of  age ;  I  write 
to  her  from  the  field  of  battle  to  go  to  a  ball.  Unfortunately  you  have 
a  wife  who  is  too  virtuous ;  if  you  had  a  coquette  she  would  lead  you 
by  the  nose." 

Their  eldest  son  died.  Both  parents  were  crushed  by  the  bereave- 
ment. For  a  season  their  hearts  were  drawn  together  by  a  common  sor- 
row. Where  can  such  natures  find  solace?  Afler  the  heart-rending 
slaughter  of  his  Russian  expedition,  Bonaparte  tried  to  dispel  the  gloom 
by  a  series  of  balls,  and  Hortense  was  called  on  to  aid  in  the  festivities. 
In  balls,  dances,  and  gay  frivolities,  these  heartless  representatives  of  the 
French  nation  seek  to  forget  the  awfully  earnest  realities  of  life.  May 
not  poor  Louis  after  all  have  been  the  best  of  the  three. 

When  Napoleon  and  Josephine  separated,  Hortense  remained  on  inti- 
mate terms  with  her  step-father.  At  length  came  the  fall  of  the  great 
conqueror.  With  it  came  the  fall  of  his  entire  family;  the  fall  of 
Hortense,  too.  Farewell,  ye  gay  royal  circles,  palaces  and  pleasures. 
The  daughter  of  Josephine,  the  uncrowned  queen  of  Holland,  becomes 
an  outlaw.     "  Vanity  of  vanities,"  saith  the  Preacher,  "  all  is  vanity." 

Whither  can  she  flee  ?  How  get  out  of  Paris  ?  Out  of  France  ?  Out 
of  all  countries,  hating  Napoleon  ?  Now  none  so  low  as  to  do  him  rev- 
erence. Louis  XVIII.,  Napoleon's  successor,  in  mercy,  gives  her  a  pass- 
port. On  July  17th,  1815,  at  9  in  the  evening,  she  left  Paris,  under  an 
Austrian  escort.  At  some  places  she  was  insulted  by  rude  soldiers.  At 
Dijon,  poor  laboring  people  threw  bouquets  into  her  carriage,  and  ex- 
pressed their  sorrow  that  the  good  people  were  going  away,  while  the  bad 
remained  behind  At  Geneva,  the  authorities  allowed  her  to  remain  only 
a  few  days.  At  Savoy,  she  rented  a  large  farm  for  a  home.  While  here 
her  husband,  Louis  Napoleon,  demanded  his  elder  son,  leaving  her  only 
one  child — the  one  now  at  Wilhelmshohe.  She  felt  the  cruel  blow.  The 
younger  son,  too,  felt  it.  An  attack  of  illness  was  the  result.  A^ain  she 
fled  from  her  home,  because  her  life  and  that  of  her  child  were 
threatened. 

She  passed  through  Genevese  territory.  Her  presence  brought  out 
the  army  of  the  Canton.  Get  thee  gone,  was  the  cry  of  the  terror- 
stricken  little  Republic.  At  Murten,  in  the  Canton  Freiburg,  she  paused 
a  little  in  her  flight.  Here,  too^  she  is  a  cause  of  terror,  and  must  endure 
a  brief  arrest.  Again  she  is  on  the  wing.  Whither  shall  she  flee  ?  All 
the  nations  of  £urope  are  in  league  against  the  name  and  family  of 
Napoleon. 

In  the  market  place  of  Constance  there  is  a  plain,  cozy  inn,  called  the 
Adler  (Eagle).    All  English  and  American  travelers  hither,  know  the 
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Adler,  Gasthoff,  with  a  glass-roof  over  the  yard,  and  soantilj  furnished 
rooms  and  frugal  relishable  board.  Thither  the  fugitive  Hortense  fled 
with  her  invalid  boy.  Truly  a  feather  in  one's  traveling  cap,  to  have 
slept  and  eaten  under  a  roof  that  once  sheltered  the  mother  of  Napoleon 
III. — sheltered  him,  too.     I,  too,  can  flourish  this  feather. 

The  Grand  Duchess  of  Baden  is  her  relative.  She  appeals  to  her  for 
a  spot  of  ground  whereon  to  rest  her  weary  feet ;  for  the  Adier  is,  after 
all,  a  poor  home  for  an  ex-quei^.  Alas  1  Baden  is  closed  against  the 
members  of  the  Bonaparte  family.     The  Duchess  refuses  the  prayer. 

What  shall  poor  Hortense  do  ?  She  can  neither  stay  in  Europe  nor 
get  out  of  it.  She  cuts  the  Gordian  knot.  Whether  allowed  or  not,  she 
rents  a  dwelling,  with  an  inclosed  farm,  near  Constance;  a  retired  place, 
with  grounds  wherein  to  walk  and  meditate  over  her  sad  fate.  It  was  on 
the  4th  of  January,  1816,  in  midwinter,  that  she  entered  this  home.  It 
was  a  three-story  building.  She  and  her  son  occupied  the  middle  floor. 
The  third  was  assigned  to  her  attendants.  The  ground  floor  served  as 
the  kitchen. 

Constance  was  a  small  city  of  5,000  or  6,000  inhabitants.  It  had  few 
attractions,  save  the  venerable  cathedral^  in  which  the  Council  of  Con« 
stance  condemned  Huss  to  be  burned,  the  convent  which  was  his  prison; 
and  a  green  meadow  along  the  edge  of  the  town,  where  he  was  roasted  to 
death. 

An  exqueen  was  a  great  acquisition  to  the  little  city ;  a  royal  court, 
in  sooth.  She  had  the  means  to  live  in  a  courtly  style  ;  money,  intelli- 
gence, and  a  certain  hereditary  royal  prestige  and  bearing.  She  was 
kind  to  the  poor :  of  these  Constance  had  its  share,  and  they  learned  to 
love  their  friend.  When  she  and  her  little  son  rode  out,  all  the  towns- 
people bowed  in  most  respectful  salutations ;  and  the  greetings  were  cor- 
dially responded  to.  To  the  grief  of  the  Constancians,  Hortense  seeks  a 
home  in  Augsburg,  where  she  has  better  facilities  to  educate  her  son. 

Standing  on  the  deck  of  a  Rhine  steamer,  about  six  miles  from  Con- 
stance, a  country-seat  was  pointed  out  to  me,  on  a  picturesque  hill.  It 
was  the  castle  of  Arenenburg,  the  last  home  of  Hortense.  Not  far  off  is 
the  castle  Eugensburg,  once  the  home  of  her  brother  Eugene.  It  is  on 
the  way  towards  Schaffhausen,  overlooking  the  lake.  In  1817  she  bought 
Arenenburg  for  30,000  florins.  She  fitted  it  up  to  suit  her  tastes. 
There  she  spent  her  remaining  life. 

But  how  can  she  while  away  her  time  in  this  seclusion,  after  her  gay 
public  life  ?  Not  a  few  of  her  friends  visited.  Arenenburg.  Her  early 
tastes  revived.  For  awhile  she  spent  her  mornings  in  her  sleeping-room, 
writing  her  memoirs,  wherein  she  defended  herself  against  the  calumnies 
and  scandals  reported  about  her.  She  spent  much  of  her  time  in  draw- 
ing, music,  and  reading.  Her  boy.  Louis,  must  be  looked  afber,  too.  She 
gave  him  lessons  in  drawing  and  dancing.  Think  of  the  exiled,  sorrow- 
lul  ex-queen  dancing  with  her  boy,  showing  him  how  to  dance  away  his 
melancholy  ;  and  hers,  too  I  Every  Saturday  he  belonged  solely  to  her. 
Then  he  told  her  all  he  had  learned  from  his  tutor  during  the  week ; 
even  jabbered  over  his  Latin  lessons.  He  became  an  expert  horseman,  a 
graceful  rider^  which  greatly  pleased  his  mother. 
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In  shorty  Horteose  led  a  simple  life.  She  paid  little  time  to  dress  and 
the  table.  Her  meals  were  frugal.  At  the  table  she  alone  drank  for- 
eign wine.  Louis  and  the  rest  had  to  content  themselves  with  a  common 
domestic  article.  She  enjoyed  conversation,  for  which  Louis  had  neither 
talent  nor  taste.  He  would  sit  whole  evenings  in  silent  meditation,  hav- 
ing rarely  a  word  for  his  mother. 

She  wrote  a  little  volume, "  My  Travels  in  Italy,  France,  and  England," 
in  1831.  At  length  her  son  inspired  her  with  his  dreams  for  glory.  He 
must  ascend  the  throne  of  his  ^*  Uncle."  For  this  he  plots  and  plans. 
Kepeatedly  he  fails.  Driven  from  Europe  he  roves  into  Brazil,  South 
America.  There  he  received  a  letter  from  his  dying  mother.  She  must 
see  him  before  her  death.  Through  many  perils  he  reaches  her  bed- 
side. His  coming  helped  to  cheer  the  gloom  of  the  grave.  The  family 
believed  in  his  star — that  he  would  some  day  become  the  ruler  of 
France. 

Approaching  death  gave  her  an  amiable  tenderness'.  A  flower  could 
give  her  pleasure.  She  felt  great  joy  when  Louis  and  a  companion  bore 
her  about  in  their  arms,  in  the  open  air.  The  hour  of  death  arrives.  She 
calls  all  her  servants  to  her  bed-side,  and  bids  them  a  kindly  adieu;  bids 
Louis,  for  her  sake,  to  care  for  them.  After  these  leave  the  room,  she 
gives  Louis  the  last  embrace  and  a  parting  kiss.  "  Farewell,  Louis — 
farewell  forever,"  the  dying  Hortense  faintly  gasped  as  he  went  out  at  the 
door.  At  5  o'clock  in  the  morning,  October  5th,  1837,  she  died.  Six 
days  later  a  large  funeral  procession  followed  her  remains  to  the  church 
at  Ermatingen.  After  the  services,  the  corpse  was  brought  back  to  Aren- 
enburg.  Here  it  rested  till  permission  was  granted  to  bury  her  aside  o 
her  mother,  Josephine,  at  Ruelle,  near  Paris.  Hortense  had  many  sin- 
cere mourners.  Many  poor  people  missed  her  when  gone;  for  she  had 
formed  the  nucleus  of  a  great  charitable  society  in  Switzerland. 

Apart  from  the  various  legacies  left  in  her  will,  she  therein  speaks 
tenderly  of  friends  and  enemies.  To  the  Canton  of  Thurgau,  which  gave 
her  a  place  of  refuge,  she  gave  "a  gold  pendule,"  to  "be  placed  in  the  hall 
of  the  Landrath.  This  souvenir  may  remind  them  of  the  noble  courage, 
with  which  a  peaceful  hospitality  was  granted  me  in  this  Canton.*  I 
hope  that  my  son  will  always  keep  Monsieur  Vincent  Rousseau  with  him. 
(This  servant  died  of  a  broken  heart  a  few  days  after  a  serious  failure  of 
Louis  Napoleon's  to  supplant  Louis  Philippe.)  I  wish  him  to  be  told  how 
highly  I  value  him,  and  how  much  I  wish  that  he  may  serve  my  son  as 
he  has  served  me.  My  husband  will  perhaps  give  a  thought  to  my 
memoirs,  and  let  him  be  told  that  my  greatest  sorrow  was  that  I  could 
not  make  him  happy.  I  have  no  political  advice  to  offer  my  son ;  I 
know  that  he  is  aware  of  his  position,  and  of  the  duties  his  name  imposes 
on  him.  I  forgive  all  the  princes,  with  whom  I  stood  in  friendly  rela- 
tions, for  the  levity  of  their  judgment  about  me.  I  thank  all  those  who 
are  around  me,  my  servants  included,  for  their  good  services,  and  I  hope 
that  they  will  not  forget  my  memory."  All  this,  and  much  more  she 
says  in  her  last  will  and  testament.  A  strange  commingling  of  good  and 
evil  we  find  in  the  life  of  this  mother  of  a  French  Emperor.  A  modest 
girl,  a  gay  butterfly  sort  of  being  in  maturer  life,  spoiled  by  the  adula- 
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tioDS  and  admirations  accorded  to  the  members  of  the  Napoleon  family. 
Afler  pride  came  the  fall,  exile,  sorrow,  a  painful  disease,  and  the  sleep 
of  the  qaiet  grave. 

"  Princes  this  olay  mast  be  yoar  bed 
In  spite  of  all  yoar  towers, 
The  tall,  the  wise,  the  reverent  head 
Most  lie  as  low  as  ours." 


EUGENIE. 

Eogenie,  the  wife  of  Napoleon  III,  was  born  in  May,  1826.  Her 
father  was  the  Count  Montijo,  a  Spanish  Grandee.  Washington  Irving 
was  intimate  in  this  family,  when  he  was  American  Ambassador  to  Spain. 
Eugenie  was  then  a  child,  very  fond  of  the  amiable  American;  and  he  of 
her.  In  later  life  the  exiled  Louis  Napoleon  vbited  Irving  at  his  coun- 
try seat  on  the  Hudson.  Afterwards  Irving  said  to  a  friend :  "  He  (Na- 
poleon) dined  with  me,  here,  one  day^  and  sat  just  where  you  do  now.  He 
was  grave  and  silent,  scarcely  opening  his  lips  while  here.'' 

Great  was  the  surprise  of  Irving  to  see  Eugenie  become  Empress  of 
France,  some  years  later.  He  says :  '*  I  knew  her  very  well  in  Spain, 
when  she  was  little  Eugenie  de  Montijo,  daughter  of  the  Count  of  Teba. 
She  was  a  fine,  buxom  girl,  a  beautiful  figure )  and  at  the  balls,  dressed 
as  a  mosquetaire — female.  I  have  often  had  her  on  my  knee,  and  now 
to  think  she  is  an  Empress  !  Old  Calderon  (de  la  Barca,  Spanish  Min- 
ister) said  to  me  at  Washington,  when  I  was  there :  *  Good  heavens, 
Irving !  just  to  think  !  Little  Eugenie  Montijo,  Empress  of  France — 
hum  ! — hum ! — hum  !' " 

The  adventurer  reaches  the  goal  of  his  ambition — the  throne  of  France. 
The  Spanish  mother  attends  her  beautiful  daughter  in  a  visit  to  Paris. 
Besides  her  native  personal  charms,  Eugenie  possessed  rare  accomplish- 
ments. She  spoke  French  and  German  as  well  as  her  own  Spanish 
tongue,  and  was  soon  known  as  one  of  the  most  fascinating  ladies  in  Paris. 
The  son  of  the  American  Ambassador  at  Paris  was  attracted  by  her 
charms,  and  she  by  his.  It  is  even  said  they  were  engaged.  Had  she 
become  the  wife  and  graced  the  hospitable  home  of  an  American  planter, 
she  might  be  less  known,  but  happier  than  now.  This  might  have  changed 
the  destinies  of  France ;  indeed  of  Europe.  For  a  marriage  alliance  with 
one  of  the  royal  families  of  Europe  might  have  turned  the  whole  current 
of  European  politics.  * 

The  French  Emperor  was  too  formidable  a  rival  for  an  American  citi- 
zen. On  January  29th,  1853,  she  was  married  in  the  Tuileries.  The 
next  day  the  religious  ceremonies  were  performed  in  the  Cathedral  of 
Ndtre  Dame,  the  most  magnificent  religious  edifice  in  Paris.  It  is  said 
the  pageantry  of  the  occasion  excelled  in  brilliancy  anything  that  Paris 
had  ever  had  They  rode  to  the  Cathedral  in  the  same  carriage  which 
forty-five  years  before  had  borne  the  first  Napoleon  and  his  bride  to  the 
same  place.  She  was  decked  with  diamonds  of  immense  value.  The  city 
of  Paris  voted  her  a  present  of  600,000  francs  ($120,000)  for  the  pur- 
chase  of  an  additional  set  of  diamonds.     She  gracefully  suggested  that 
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hifl  money  sbould  be  used  to  found  an  iaalkution  for  the  education  of 
young  girls,  belonging  to  the  laboring  classes,  and  ii  w9A  done. 

All  the  world  knows  how  she  became  the  centre  and  ruler  oi  the  world 
of  fashion.  The  court  tradesmen  lost  money.  She  must  come  to  tbeir 
nlief,  iBereaee  tfrefr  biiwiaufc>  She  gave  balk  of  unusual  gaiety.  The 
dresses  and  jewelry  excelled  those  of  all  European  courts.  She  made  aad 
unmade  fashions,  and  fortunes,  too.  She  waB  the  Monarch  of  this 
ephemeral  empire.  Her  example  annually  shipwrecked  many  a  private 
fortune ;  the  needless  expenditures  she  annually  occasioned  among  her 
sex  would  pay  the  expenses  of  the  chief  nations  of  the  earth.  She  may 
have  done  it  partly  to  encourage  shopkeepers,  but  thereby  brought  mis- 
chief into  many  hearts  and  homes. 

She  is  a  strict  Catholic,  whilst  her  hu&band  is  simply  one  in  name. 
Whenever  the  Pope  was  in  trouble,  she  pleaded  for  him,  supported  him 
with  her  means,  and  when  her  money  was  exhausted  she  pawned  her 
marriage  jewels  to  get  more.  Napoleon  sometimes  found  it  politic  to  de- 
sert the  Holy  Father ;  »he,  never.  This  occasionally  led  to  unpleasant 
collisions  between  the  royal  pair. 

Withal,  Eugenie  is  a  tender-hearted,  humane  woman.  Many  a  hos- 
pital and  asylum  has  she  built;  many  a  church,  too.  She  was  a  friend 
to  the  outcast,  visited  cholera  hospitals,  and  spoke  kind  words  to  the  suf- 
fering and  dying,  at  the  risk  of  her  life.  Royalty  and  fashion  did  not 
rob  her  heart  of  womanly  tenderness. 

After  her  marriage  Irving  moralizes  over  the  event  in  a  letter  to  his 
niece.  Whilst  Eugenie  has  reached  a  throne,  a  young  gay  friend  of  hers 
had  fled  from  the  dissipations  of  fashionable  life,  and  entered  a  convent. 
The  one  a  nun;  the  other  an  Empress.  ** Perhaps,  however"  (he  adds), 
"  her  fate  (the  nun's)  may  ultimately  be  the  happier  of  the  two.  The 
storm  with  her  is  o'er,  and  she's  at  rest ;  but  the  other  is  launched  upon 
a  returnless  shore,  on  a  dangerous  sea,  infamous  for  its  tremendous  ship- 
wrecks." Eleven  years  after  he  wrote  this,  the  *•  tremendous  shipwreck" 
came. 

On  Sunday,  September  4th,  1870,  the  French  Legislature  voted  to  de- 
pose Napoleon.  It  was  at  1  P.  M.  At  2  o'clock,  M.  Pietri — then  Pre- 
fect of  Police— rushed  breathlessly  into  the  Empress*  apartments  at  the 
Tuileries  with  the  startling  announcement  and  warning  :  "The  decheance 
has  been  declared.  I  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Save  your  life, 
Madame,  as  I  am  now  hastening  to  save  my  own."  Then  he  disappeared 
— and  with  good  reason,  too;  for  the  Revolutionary  Government  would 
give  something  to  be  able  to  lay  hands  upon  him  now.  The  Empress 
found  herself  alone  with  her  old  and  trusty  secretary  and  friend,  Mme. 
le  Breton,  and  with  M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps,  who  both  earnestly  urged 
her  to  fly  at  once.  But  her  high  spirit  made  this  a  most  unpalatable 
counsel.  It  was  a  cowardice — une  lachete — to  desert  the  palace.  She 
would  rather  be  treated  as  was  Marie  Antoinette  by  the  mob  than  seek 
safety  in  an  unworthy  flight.  For  a  time  all  persuasion  was  useless;  but 
at  length  her  Majesty's  mood  calmed  somewhat,  and  she  saw  the  utter 
uselessness  of  remaining.  Attended  only  by  the  two  companions  we  have 
named,  the  Empress  fled  through  the  long  gallery  of  the  Louvre ;  but 
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suddenly  her  course  was  stopped  short  by  a  locked  door.  The  little  party 
could  distinctly  hear  the  shouts  of  the  crowds  who  were  invading  the 
private  gardens  of  the  Tuileries.  M.  de  Lesseps,  to  gain  time,  proposed 
that  he  should  go  out  on  to  the  terrace  and  get  the  soldiers  on  guard  to 
hold  back  the  people  for  a  few  minutes,  while,  in  addition,  he  would  de* 
lay  the  crowds  by  addressing  them.  The  resort  to  thiB  expedient  was 
not  necessary.  Mme.  1e  Breton  found  the  key,  opened  the  door  that  had 
obstmeted  their  progress,  and  gave  egress  to  her  Majesty,  who,  accom- 
panied only  by  her  tried  friend,  issued  into  the  street  at  the  bottom  of 
the  Louvre.  There  they  hurriedly  entered  a  common  fiacre  (a  cab, 
some  accounts  say  it  was  a  cart),  not  without  a  risk  of  detection  on  the 
spot;  for  a  diminutive  gamin  de  Paris  (a  boy  boot- black),  not  more  than 
twelve  years  old,  shouted  "  Voila  rimperatrice !"  ("See  there!  The 
Empress  !")  Luckily,  no  one  about  heard  or  heeded  him,  and  the  cab 
got  away  safely  with  the  two  ladies.  They  drove  to  M.  de  Lesseps' 
bouse  in  the  Boulevard  de  Malesherbes,  where  the  Empress  sat  until  she 
was  joined  by  M.  de  Metternich,  who  did  what  he  could  to  facilitate  her 
departure  to  a  place  of  safety.  Later  iu  the  evening  the  Empress,  still 
accompanied  by  Mme.  le  Breton,  drove  to  the  Gare  du  Nord,  escaped  all 
detection — thanks  to  the  thick  veil  which  she  wore — and  at  7  o'clock 
rolled  safe  and  unsuspected  away  toward  the  Belgian  frontier. 

The  London  IHmes  gives  the  following  account  of  the  Empress'  arrival 
in  England :  A  report  has  been  current  here  since  last  evening,  and,  after 
careful  inquiry,  it  may,  I  think,  be  relied  upon  as  authentic,  that  the  ex- 
Empress  Eugenie  arrived  in  Ryde  yesterday  morning;  and,  after  a  brief 
rest  and  taking  some  refreshment  at  the  York  Hotel,  left  the  town  in  the 
Gazelle,  cutter  yacht,  belonging  to  Sir  John  M.  Burgoyne,  Bart.,  for 
Hastings,  to  join  the  Prince  Imperial.  About  4  o'clock  yesterday  morn- 
ing the  landlord  of  the  York  Hotel  (Mr.  W.  H.  Childe)  was  aroused  by 
a  violent  knocking  at  his  .front  door.  On  going  to  ascertain  the  cause, 
he  found  a  gentleman  and  two  ladies,  the  chief  in  a  pitiable  condition. 
Her  clothes  were  travel-stained  and  torn,  and  she  herself  was  evidently 
tired  and  dejected.  They  were  admitted,  and  engaged  the  best  suite  of 
rooms  in  the  house ;  the  lady  was  for  some  time  apparently  overcome  with 
sorrow.  In  a  few  hours  the  party  called  for  breakfast,  and  soon  afterwards 
the  gentleman  went  out.  On  his  return  he  communicated  some  intelli- 
gence, which  evidently  changed  the  purpose  of  the  little  party ;  he 
urgently  called  for  his  bill,  and  settled  it,  and  they  left  the  bouse  and  em- 
barked on  board  a  yacht.  They  left  behind  them  a  little  dog,  and,  on  a 
lady  calling  for  it  in  the  course  of  the  day,  Mr.  Childe  learned  to  his 
great  astonishment,  that  his  guests  had  been  the  Empress  Eugenie, 
Madame  de  Breton  and  M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps ;  that  the  reason  of 
their  sudden  departure  was  the  discovery,  through  the  medium  of  the 
papers,  of  the  whereabouts  of  the  Prince  Imperial,  and  that  they  went  in 
the  Gazelle  to  Hastings  to  join  him. 


The  hand  that  gives  away  the  Bible  must  be  unspotted  from  the 
world.  The  money  that  sends  the  missionary  to  the  heathen  must  be 
honestly  earned. — Bishop  Huntington. 
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LUCUBBATIOHS. 
A  SKETOK 


BY  ETA   MON   KOBE. 


I  dreamt  it  was  a  wild  and  stormjr  night. 

I  heard  the  rain-drops  pelting  thick  and  fast, 

As  lone  I  stood  and  in  the  darkness  peered. 

When  lo  I  within  the  distance  I  beheld 

A  little  lamb  all  shivering  with  the  cold. 

Methought  I  could  not  see  it  perish  thus, 

And  quickly  hastened  out  to  its  relief. 

The  path  seemed  long  and  dreary.    Heart-sore  and  faint 

I  felt,  while  being  pierced  by  many  a  thorn 

That  grew  along  the  briery  tangled  way. 

Approaching  near,  how  changed  the  scene  to  view  I 

No  lamb  appeared,  but  a  small,  white  slab  instead, 

And  in  the  lightning's  gleam  an  angel  form 

With  one  hand  pointing  to  a  lonely  grave. 

And  with  the  otner  sweetly  to  the  skies. 

I  understood  then  all ;  nor  needed  words. 

The  language  clear  of  Heav'n  pervaded  there. 

Would  I  could  borrow  words  to  breatl\e  it  now, 

Or  Raphael's  pencil,  with  his  gift  divine. 

To  sketch  the  vision  ere  it  passes  o'er  I 

This  may  not  be;  can  only  think  and  feel 

And  see,  within  this  little  world  of  mine, 

The  yearnings  of  poor  souls  reflected  there, 

Who  lonely  wander  o'er  earth's  mountains  dark, 

Friendless  and  unknown. 

It  was  to  teach  me 
In  thought  to  view  my  grave  and  ask  me  thence : 
How  many  lambs  that  o'er  the  high-ways  stray, 
Lost  from  the  Saviour's  fold  so  sad  and  faint, 
I  sought  to  cheer  and  shfeld  from  storms  of  ill 
That  sweep  so  bleakly  over  them  when  shorn 
Of  wealth,  or  crippled  by  neglect  and  scorn? 
My  walk  through  life  was  not  a  joy- lit  path. 
Through  many  a  winding  dark  it  led 
From  infancy  to  woman's  riper  years. 
It  was  that  I  might  know  distress  and  wrong, 
And  learn  to  feel  the  grief  for  others'  woes. 
Oh !  there's  many  a  one  that  meekly  bears 
A  heart  half  broken  yet  a  patient  mien. 
Too  often  pricked  by  slander's  thorny  words 
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Which  envy  and  deceit,  the  darkling  genii 
That  war  against  the  beauteous  angel,  love, 
Have  sown  broad-cast  o'er  earth,  our  planet  bright 
Before  the  Tempter  dimmed  her  holy  light. 
The  path  of  life  seems  clear  before  me  now, 
I  see  no  clouds  of  grief  impending  o*er. 
And  would  enjoy  the  respite  while  it  lasts. 
If  sorrow  is  my  earthly  portion  still 
Before  I  reach  the  shining,  pearly  gate. 
Oh  I  not  mine,  but  "Our  Fatner's''  will  be  done  I 
E'er  pointing  sweetly  to  the  joys  above, 
May  all  behold  the  lovely  angel  guide  I 


LETTERS  FROM  SWIKDLEDOM,  WITH  A  BEPLY. 

BY  PERKIOMEN. 

It  is  thought  to  be  a  very  ungentlemaoly  act  to  divulge  the  contents  of 
a  strictly  confidential  letter.  I  try  to  think  with  the  majority  of  man- 
kind, who  think  at  all  on  the  subject,  and  have  certainly  no  wish  to 
write  myself  down  as  constitutionally  base,  even  though  I  am  guilty  of 
committing  violence,  in  this  particular  instance,  against  this  noble 
and  generally  accepted  sentiment.  Higher  laws,  occasionally^  hold  in 
abeyance  or  suspend  those  in  force  on  a  lower  level.  Take  a  case  in 
point :  There  is  no  little  aesthetics  displayed  in  a  spider's  web ',  its  a 
pity  to  spoil  it,  isn't  it  ?  Nor  am  I  a  lover  of  flies — more  especially  not 
in  their  jubilee  season.  And  yet,  whenever  I  see  a  poor  fly  with  its  feet 
all  betangled  in  the  silken  meshes,  I  deliberately  turn  vandal  and  destroy 
the  web,  rather  than  not  to  rescue  the  sighing  little  prisoner. 

1  want  to  save  a  few  harmless  flies  by  destroying  the  web  in  time,  and 
that  is  my  excuse  for  setting  aside  all  moral  etiquette  on  this  point,  and 
publishing  the  two  confidential  (?)  letters  below  : 

No.  I. 
"  Esteemed  Friend  :  Being  in  wa  t  of  a  reliable  agent  in  your  State, 
I  have  selected  you,  in  preference  to  many  others,  in  consequence  of  your 
being  recommended  to  me  by  a  gentleman  of  thb  city,  whose  business  it 
is  to  drum  up  trade  in  the  country  for  a  large  commercial  house.  I 
already  have  5  agents  at  different  points ;  but  desiring  to  push  my  busi- 
ness for  the  season,  I  have  resolved  to  employ  one  or  two  more.  I  have 
DOW  on  hand  about  $50,000  in  counterfeit  S2,  $5  and  $10  bills.  I  might 
as  well  represent  them  as  genuine;  for  it  would  require  ao  expert  banker 
to  distinguish  them  from  the  notes  issued  at  Washington.  They  are 
printed  on  first  class  bank-note  paper,  are  of  the  same  size  as  the  genu- 
ine, and  are  correctly  numbered.  The  printing  is  incomparable.  I 
would  not  for  the  world  send  out  a  bill  that  is  badly  printed.  I  do  this 
for  your  own  safety  as  well  as  my  own.  1  deal  in  nothing  but  what  is 
24 
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first  class.  I  have  had  maoy  years  experience  in  this  business,  and  I 
know  what  will  go  with  safety.  Depend  upon  it,  you  run  no  more  risk 
in  passing  my  bills  than  in  passing  good  money,  unless  you  talk  too  much. 
I  will  sell  you  %l  000  for  SlOO,  or  $3,000  for  $250.  But  if  you  desire 
to  feel  your  way  before  investing  heavily,  I  will  sell  you  $500  for  $25 — 
the  remaining  $25  to  be  paid  30  days  afler  you  get  the  goods.  I  would 
much  prefer  that  you  send  the  money  in  advance.  But,  as  we  |Lre 
strangers,  I  will  not  demand  it.  I  would  like  to  see  you  on  here,  in  per- 
son. You  would  then  have  a  chance  to  examine  the  stock  thoroughly, 
and  could  select  whatever  sizes  you  wish,  and  whatever  quantity  you  could 
conveniently  take  away.  My  standing  here  is  very  good.  Therefore, 
when  you  come  into  my  office,  no  one  will  suspect  the  nature  of  your 
business  any  more  thnn  if  you  were  going  into  a  store  on  Broadway. 
You  can  conduct  business  in  my  office  with  as  much  safety  as  in  your 
own  house.  As  I  said,  I  would  prefer  you  to  send  money  in  advance ; 
but  if  you  come  on,  you  will  see  first  what  you  are  getting  and  no  mis- 
take will  be  made.  But  if  you  desire  it,  I  will  send  you  any  amount 
you  wish  by  express,  and  you  can  pay  for  it  in  the  office  when  it  arrives. 
(C.  0  D.)  But  I  will  not  sell  less  than  $500,  unless  you  come  on.  If 
you  come  on,  I  do  not  wish  my  bills  circulated  here;  that  is  the  reason 
why  I  want  you  as  an  agent.  When  you  get  the  bills  ruffle  them  up  well 
to  make  them  appear  old.  Don*t  pass  too  much  on  one  man  at  a  time. 
Fut  a  private  mark  on  the  bills,  so  that,  should  they  come  back  to  you  in 
course  of  trade,  you  will  know  them.  You  can  carry  as  much  about  you 
as  you  like )  but  do  not  exhibit  too  much.  If  you  follow  these  instruc- 
tions, I  guarantee  that  you  will  clear  at  least  $3,000  a  month.  Endeavor 
to  send  all  communications  by  exprea**.  Do  not,  under  any  circumstances, 
send  me  a  letter  by  mail.  Recollect  this.  In  case  you  should  not  be 
disposed  to  go  io,  do  not  betray  me.  I  will  do  all  I  can  for  you,  and  if 
you  are  true  to  me  I  will  make  your  fortune.  Everybody  is  on  the  beat 
now.  and  you  may  as  well  go  in,  especially  as  you  have  a  sure  thing. 
Don't  hesitate.  If  you  manage  this  thing  right  you  will  get  rich  in  less 
than  a  year.  I  could  shove  my  bills  on  many  others,  but  I  repose  con- 
fidence in  you.  I  hope  you  will  not  go  back  on  me  or  betray  me.  De- 
pend upon  it,  as  long  as  you  arc  true  to  me  I  will  stick  to  you.  I  am 
getting  up  25  and  50-cent  stamps,  and  by  the  time  you  call  I  will  be  able 
to  show  them.  By  all  means  come  on  and  examine  the  stock,  or  send  a 
reliable  man  in  your  place.  Whenever  you  send  a  letter  by  express  say 
that  it  contains  money,  and  mark  any  small  amount  on  the  package. 
Always  pay  the  express  charges  in  advance.  If  you  do  not  I  will  sup- 
pose that  you  do  not  mean  business.  Observe  the  following  instructions 
well.  If  you  do  so,  no  mistake  will  occur.  If  you  call  on  me  in  person 
or  send  on  a  friend,  call  at  room  5,  No.  52  John  street,  up  stairs.  But 
if  you  send  me  a  letter  or  money  by  express,  direct  it  to  my  other  place 
of  business,  as  follows,  and  be  sure  and  make  no  mistake.  I  certaiuly 
write  plain  enough.  , 

New  York  City. 
"  P.  8. — I  wish  it  distinctly  understood  that  I  deal  on  the  *  Square*  " 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1870.]  Lettenjrom  Sunndledom,  with  a  Reply.  876 


No.  II. 
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New  York. 

"  My  Bear  S*r :  We  wish  to  secure  the  services  of  a  live  geotleinaD 
to  pash  the  business  named  in  the  enclosed  circular,  and  have  been  in- 
formed by  a  friend  who  knows  jou  well,  that  jou  are  highly  suitable  to 
represent  us.  As  we  have  had  many  dealings  with  that  gentleman^  and 
know  him  to  be  an.  upright  and  honorable  man,  any  friend  of  his  will 
receive  our  utmost  confidence ;  we,  therefore,  feel  that  there  is  no  risk  in 
confiding  to  you  our  secret. 

*^  Now,  if  you  will  agree  to  start  thid  business  at  once,  we  will,  in  this 
instance,  deviate  from  uur  usual  custom  of  requiring  all  cash  in  advance, 
and  supply  you  on  the  following  terms,  leaving  you  to  pay  the  balance  as 
early  as  possible  : 

*'Upon  receipt  of  $10  by  express,  prepaid,  we  will  forward  by 
express  such  denominations  as  you  may  desire,  amounting  to  not  over 
$1,000.  You  can  have  any  quantity  above  $1,000  by  paying  10  per 
cent,  of  the  price.  For  instance,  a  $2,500  package  would  cost  you  $25, 
in  advance.     For  a  $5,000  package,  we  should  require  $50,  in  advance. 

'*  By  ordering  a  $2,500  package,  you  will  secure  the  exclusive  right  of 
8 lie  for  your  State.  You  can  then  use  your  own  discretion  in  employing 
agents  to  assitit  you.  We  will  give  $1,000  for  any  single  note  that  can 
not  be  passed.  Many  attempts  have  been  made  to  produce  these  notes 
perfect,  but  have  pnly  resulted  in  failure,  and  often,  arrest.  We  alone 
have  succeeded,  and  stand  unrivaled  to-day,  defying  both  detection  and 
competition. 

"  We  know  you  will  serve  us  faithfully  and  truly.  You  cannot  afibrd 
to  deceive  us.  State  the  amount  and  denominations  required.  When 
you  send  the  money,  please  pat/  the  express  charge*^  deducting  the  amount 
from  the  principal  to  pay  same.  Whatever  you  do,  don't  write  by  mail, 
as  we  will  not  claim  or  receive  any  letters  from  the  post-office.  Send 
only  hy  express^  prepaid  I 

"  Awaiting  your  early  reply,  we  are,  yours  fraternally, 

"  9^  Take  notice  that,  by  remitting  $25  to  us  by  express,  and  order- 
ing a  $2,500  package,  you  will  receive  the  agency  for  your  State. 
♦'  Please  return  this  letter  to  remind  i«." 

Now,  as  it  is  a  mark  of  good  breeding  to  answer  your  correspondent, 
unless  he  wants  you  selBshly  to  do  him  a  service  and  neglects  to  enclose  a 
U.  S.  postage  stump,  and  as  I  intend  to  make  some  slight  amend.s  to  J. 
B.  F.  alias  O.  Brothers,  for  an  acknowledged  rudeness  under  another 
head,  in  order  to  convince  him  that  I  am  not  totally  depraved  in  morals 
and  manners,  I  will  endeavor  to  relieve  him  from  further  suspense  and 
worry  through  my 

REPLY  . 

J.  B.  F.  (as  I  will  at  a  venture  call  you) : — Yuur  importunate  epist'e^ 
came  promptly  to  hand— no  matter  when,  since  you  are  not  particular 
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about  dates  either.  As  their  contents  are  of  a  very  serious  and  of  so 
exolusively  private  a  nature,  I  felt  about  seven-eighths  gratified  over  the 
special  preference  and  warm  friendship  jou  evince  for  me. 

But,  J.  B.  F.,  your  secret  is  too  big  for  me — I  cannot  hold !  And 
having  betrayed  you  in  the  main,  I  may  as  well  proceed  and  state  all 
my  suspicions  in  reference  to  yourself  and  your  business.  Pardon  me 
for  being  so  incredulous,  but  are  you  not  a  myth  ?  Be  honest — if  such 
a  thing  is  even  for  a  moment  possible  for  you — and  oonfens  that  you 
sail  under  as  many  aliases  as  there  are  trees  in  vl  forest,  from  which  cir- 
cumstance you  doubtless  have  your  nam  de  plume,  Aint  you  Wogan  k 
Co.  ?  Dalley  &  Co.  ?  W.  H.  Wood  &  Co.  ?  James  Fisher  &  Co.?  John 
F.  Hamilton  ?  C.  D.  Rust,  Counselor  at  law  ?  Charles  A.  Williams, 
Artist?  William  B.  Logan  ?  Adam  Smith?  and  a  fow  dozen  other  fel- 
lows ?     Aint  you,  now — say  ? 

If  you  are  not,  then  some  responsible  New  York  editors  slander  you 
wofully,  and  justify  you  to  institute  a  vigorous  prosecution  aj^ainst  them. 
At  all  events,  until  you  clear  your  reputation  and  elevate  yourself  entirely 
above  all  suspicion  on  this  point,  I  would  hardly  feel  inclined  to  act  as 
your  agent,  should  even  all  other  matters  in  your  line  of  business  prove 
to  my  liking.  As  I  have  been  recommended  by  a  gentleman  and  **by  a 
friend  who  knows  me  well,"  you  see  how  necessary  it  is,  that  I  should  be 
careful  to  preserve  my  fair  reputation,  and  not  forfeit  my  good  name  in 
the  eyes  of  that  '*  upright  and  honorable  man,"  lest  no  more  gentle- 
men (?)  would  be  willing  hereafter  to  endorse  my  character.  Don't  get 
mad,  John.  I  have  but  one  good  name  to  lose,  however  many  you  may 
own.  Is  it  true,  John  ?  They  say  you  have  quite  a  number  of  such 
"  esteemed  friends."  I'm  told  you  print  your  letters  by  hundreds  and 
thousands  on  a  lithograph  presn,  and  that  you  employ  a  dozen  men  to 
direct  them  to  your  "  esteemed  friends."  If  this  be  true,  you  are  cer- 
tainly a  most  befriended  man.  Then  you  are,  above  all  others,  gifted  in 
the  art  of  making  and  keeping  them.  But  if  it  be  a  slander,  then  say 
so.  I  don't  know  how  it  is.  How  should  I?  I  am  sometimes  a  little 
suspicious  over  your  handwriting — it  is  so  smooth,  level,  and  even  all 
through.  That  looks  a  little  like  circumstantial  evidence  in  the  case. 
Still,  it  is  not  proof  positive,  I  know,  since  others  praise  my  hand  as  a 
very  fair  one,  too,  (?)  and,  indeed,  I  don't  use  a  lithograph  press. 

John — I  may  as  well  tell  you  all,  while  1  am  at  it — ^just  think  !  They 
go  so  far  as  to  declare  that  you  don't  even  send  any  bills  in  exchange  for 
remittances  forwarded  to  you.  This  is  a  redeeming  feature  in  your 
trade,  I  concede ;  but,  then,  it  is  not  up  to  your  pretentions.  It  is  said 
that  you  keep  all  the  money  the  silly  people  send,  and  that  you  have 
long,  narrow  little  boxes,  which  you  express  in  return.  These  boxes,  it 
is  whispered,  are  stuffed  full  with  old  waste  paper.  I  say,  once  more, 
even  that  is  less  harmful  than  counterfeit  currency,  but  I  am  not  anxious 
to  be  an  agent  for  you,  still.  If  this  be  a  fact,  I  don't  wonder  that  no 
one  has  ever  been  able  to  detect  your  bogus  notes.  Don't  lose  your  tem- 
per,  John )  people  will  talk  a  good  deal.  Some  of  it  is  not  true — some 
is.  though.  This  might  be  a  correct  saying;  I  say  it  might.  John,  if  it 
is  not  true,  you  ought  to  know  it;  and  if  it  is  true,  then  all  of  us  should 
know  it. 
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Yoa  seem  to  be  very  candid,  John,  in  wanting  me  to  come  and  see  for 
myself— -examine  your  stock,  and  select  under  my  own  eyes.  But  some- 
how or  other,  I  did  road  something  somewhere,  which  makes  me  dubious 
even  on  this  point  again.  It  is  said,  a  boy  sits  on  the  steps  outside  of 
your  hiding-place  sedulously  reading  a  book.  The  boy  represents  your 
firm,  and  patiently  sits  and  reads  all  day  long.  On  being  asked,  *^  where 
can  I  find  J.  B.  F. ?"  he  replies  —  "Are  you  a  friend  of  his? 
Do  you  wish  to  deal  with  him  ?"  If  he  trusts  you,  he  will  show  you 
up,  and  in,  and  across,  and  under,  until  he  brings  you  to  a  fellow  who 
says  ^6  is  J.  B.  F.  There  you  may  see  some  hogm  currency,  and 
may  select  it;  but  in  the  packing,  it  becomes  old  paper.  Now,  John, 
this  is  what  they  say  of  you,  and  I  ought  to  be  posted,  ere  I  consent  to 
act  as  agent. 

I  don't  like  the  fact,  either,  John,  that  you  won't  let  me  use  the  mail. 
How  you  do  caution  me  on  that  point !  Why  all  this,  now,  John  ?  I  fear 
Postmaster  Jones,  of  New  York  citv,  is  not  one  of  your  "  esteemed 
friends.^'  He,  it  b  said,  forwards  all  such  letters  to  Washington,  in 
order  that  the  Postmaster  General  may  set  detectives  on  your  tracks. 
Hence,  you  are  very  partial  to  the  express.  Of  course,  if  the  good 
people  obey  your  advice,  you  can  in  this  way  carry  on,  and  will  not  be 
discovered.  Let  me  be  in  the  clear,  John,  so  that  I  may  be  able  to  ex- 
plain all  matters  satisfactorily,  in  case  I  should  still  consent  to  act  as 
agent. 

But,  John — and  here  I  come  to  the  fiery  core — I  don't  fancy  your 
hxuiness  exactly.  Down  here,  in  Pennsylvania,  there  are  squads  of  lynx- 
eyed  detectives,  who  are  very  expert  in  looking  after  and  locking  up  such 
agents  as  you  want  me  to  become.  They  say  the  law  holds  him  who 
buys  counterfeit  money  equally  criminal  with  him  who  makes  or  sells  it. 
They  wouldn't  excuse  me,  therefore,  were  I  to  tell  them,  when  once 
under  their  talons,  that  I  only  acted  as  agent.  Me  they  would  very 
likely  find,  whereas  you,  my  principal,  no  man  can  find.  You,  it  is  said, 
are  nobody  and  nowhere  ?     Isn't  it  so,  John  ? 

And  besides,  John,  there  is  still  another  barrier  in  my  way  to  such  an 
agency.  My  profession  wont  rightly  square  with  it.  (I  mention  this 
fact  only  because  you  remind  me  that  you  ^*deal  on  the  square")  There 
might  some  "nabbing"  occur  in  meeting,  which  would  prove  very  un- 
handy for  me.  They  might  not  suffer  me  to  finish  my  discourse,  even — 
do  you  think  they  would  ?  Just  think  of  the  disturbance  then !  Why, 
when  a  certain  man  walked  along  the  aisle  in  Plymouth  church,  just  as 
the  dramatic  Beecher  exclaimed — "Who  art  thou?" — and  said — "  I'm  a 
pig  merchant  from  Sinsinnatty ;  hope  you're  not  mad  !  I  want  a  seat  V 
—even  that  caused  the  congregation  labor  to  settle  down  in  fifteen  min- 
utes. Can  you  tell  me,  John,  bow  long  a  time  it  would  require  for  my 
church  to  compose  itself,  should  I  be  arrested  on  the  charge  of  dealing 
in  bogus  currency  ?  I'm  afraid  that  "  upright  and  honorable  man " 
would  never  speak  another  good  word  for  me,  to  you  or  anybody  else. 

You  see,  John,  I'm  very  slow  to  trust  your  professions,  "  esteemed 
friend  "  as  you  take  me  to  be.  I  am  inclined  to  doubt  almost  all  you 
say.     Only  here  and  there  I  am  willing  to  take  your  word.     You  promise 
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in  your  letter  "  to  stick  "  to  me.  I  believe  you,  so  far  as  that  goes.  I 
judge  the  future  by  the  past,  noir.  You  did  stick  to  me  for  some  time 
already.  I  wish  you  wouldu't  stick  quite  so  hard  to  me  hereafter.  And 
as  you  now  have  evidence  sufficient  to  convince  you,  that  I  have  no 
thought  of  serving  you  **  faithfully  and  truly,"  you  might  as  well  fly  off, 
John  ?  I  am,  "yours  frttternally,"  never, 


AN  IBBATIOKAL  FRIEND  OF  MAN. 


BY   THE   EDITOR. 


"  The  horse  is  a  noble  animal,"  we  school  boys  used  to  say  in  our  com- 
positions. And  our  worthy  successors  have  continued  to  repeat  the  saying 
to  this  present.  Everybody  has  at  least  one  weak  point — some  bodies 
more  than  one.  I  confess  to  an  infirm  fondness  for  fine  and  fast  horses. 
If  they  have  not  mind,  they  have  something  akin  to  it.     And  as  for  the 

heart  of  a  horse many  a  one  deserved  ranks  above  his  master  in  this 

respect.  More  grateful,  more  faithful,  far  less  of  a  brute  and  a  rascal 
than  his  owner — such  owners  as  I  wot  of.  There  are  two  classes  of  men, 
whose  wickedness  is  a  mystery  to  me — good  musicians  and  lovers  of  horses. 
How  a  good  vocal  and  instrumental  musical  performer  can  be  wicked,  I 
can  not  divine.  The  other  day  I  noticed  a  very  bad  man  holding  a  bucket 
of  wat«r  to  his  sleek  and  happy  looking  black  horse,  patting  and  stroking 
him  with  great  fondness,  unconscious  of  my  seeing  him.  "  How  can  you 
be  so  kind  and  faithful  to  your  horse,  when  you  are  so  unfaithful  and  un- 
thankful to  Him  who  died  for  you  V  So  thought  I  about  the  man  with 
the  well-fed,  well-groomed  and  appreciated  horse. 

Full  well  the  horse  knows  his  friends.  Pat  and  caress  him,  lay  your 
face  against  bin,  speak  in  mild  terms  and  tone  to  him.  He  understands 
it  all,  and  rewards  it  with  the  best  his  heart  and  limbs  can  give.  In  no 
animal  is  the  same  amount  of  flesh,  blood,  and  boncH  put  together  with 
such  good  and  graceful  effect  as  a  horse.  Job  paints  the  war-horse  in 
grand  outlines.  His  neck  is  clothed  with  thunder,  the  glory  of  his  dis- 
tended nostrils  is  terrible,  he  paweth  in  the  valley  and  glories  in  his 
strength.  (Job  xxxix.  19-25.) 

As  for  *•  horse  jockeys  "  and  horse  racers — professional  turfmen — they 
are,  as  a  rule,  graceless  scamps.  Away  with  the  whole  tribe  of  them. 
But  to  own  and  drive  a  fleet  horse,  use  him  well,  and  now  and  then  give  him 
a  little  fun  by  letting  him  run — that  I  hold  is  no  ignoble  act. 

On  a  smooth  road  where  there  is  clear  sailing,  commend  me  to  a  fleet 
horse  or  two.  E'en  though  it  be  behind  Dexter,  aside  of  Bonner.  His 
horses  I  like  better  than  his  Ledger  stories.  Give  me  the  line  of  a  pair 
of  fiery  steeds,  furious  for  the  race,  champing  the  bit,  and  neighing  im- 
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riiently  for  the  word  go.  Careering  over  the  plain  behind  such  a  team, 
have  the  weakness  to  like.  One  of  the  most  pleasing  little  victories  I 
achieved  among  my  Arab  friends  in  Arabia,  was  on  the  back  of  a  fleet 
Arabian  pony.  My  competitor  had  been  partly  raised  on  the  back  of  the 
fine' horse  he  rode.  There  was  no  rest;  he  will  have  a  ran  with  my 
horse.  Who  could  resist  such  banterings,  when  my  horse  seemed  to  say : 
**  Do  please,  just  let  me  run  a  few  minutes  V  Off  they  both  dashed,  the 
Arab's  blanket  across  his  shoulders,  streaming  in  the  air,  be  riding  as 
gracefully  as  if  he  had  been  part  and  parcel  of  the  animal.  My  pony 
peemed  to  get  several  inches  smaller,  stretching  its  arched  neck  skyward, 
snuffing  the  air  audibly,  throwing  up  the  earth  in  his  track — "  swallow- 
ing the  ground  with  fierceness  and  rage."  Pardon  the  joy  I  felt  in 
coming  out  of  the  contest  a  victor.  The  Arab  leisurely  rode  up,  looked 
at  me  and  my  horse  with  a  mute  and  mysterious  mien,  as  if  puzzled  to 
know  whether  I  was  man  or  demon. 

I  have  great  faith  in  horse  nature  and  feel  thankful  that  cruelty  to 
horses  has  become  a  punishable  offence.  Very  pleasing  is  the  following 
tribute  to  our  favorite  animal,  from  the  pen  of  Henry  Ward  Beecher. 

'^  Does  not  moral  justice  require,  that  there  should  be  some  green  pas- 
ture-land hereafter  for  good  horses?  Say,  old  family  horses,  that  have 
brought  up  a  whole  family  of  their  master's  children,  and  never  run  away 
in  their  lives;  doctor's  horses  that  stand  unhitched,  hours,  day  and  night, 
never  gnawing  the  post  or  fence,  while  the  work  of  intended  humanity 
goes  on  ;  poor  men's  poor  horses,  that  every  body  laughs  at  on  earth,  and 
that  yet  give  all  their  feeble  power  to  keep  their  poor  master  comfortable ; 
omnibus  horses,  that  are  jerked  and  pulled,  licked  and  kicked,  ground  up 
by  inches  on  hard,  sliding  pavements,  overloaded  and  abused ;  horses 
that  died  for  their  country  on  the  field  of  battle,  or  wore  out  their  con- 
stitutions in  carrying  their  noble  generals  through  field  and  flood,  with- 
out once  flinching  from  the  hardest  duty ;  or  wiy  horse,  my  old  Charley 
— the  first  horse  that  ever  I  owned — of  racing  stock,  large,  raw-boned, 
too  fiery  for  anybody's  driving  but  my  own,  and  as  docile  to  my  voice  as 
my  child  was ! 

**We  were  crossing  the  prairie  about  twenty-five  years  ago,  another 
horse  by  his  side,  and  in  the  carriage,  wife,  cousin,  and  child.  The  road 
had  been  thrown  up  for  thirty  rods  on  either  side  of  a  low  rail  bridge, 
across  a  sluggish  stream ;  the  ditch  on  either  side,  full  of  water,  pre- 
vented any  turning  off  the  road  if  once  you  got  upon  it.  I  did  get  on  it 
before  I  saw  that  the  soil  was  the  stiffest,  greasiest  of  blue  clay,  and  that 
it  was  wet  with  recent  rains.  My  horse  saw  the  trouble  before  I  did. 
He  was  nervous  and  troubled.  There  was  reason.  In  the  middle  of  a 
wide  prairie,  with  no  house  within  six  or  seven  miles,  and  a  wife  and 
children  behind  you,  no  fence  or  wood  where,  if  stuck  you  could  get  a 
lever  to  pry  out. 

"  I  spoke  gently,  growing  at  each  second  a  little  more  earnest.  Every 
lill  of  their  hoofs  pulled  out  of  the  sucking  mud  sounded  like  a  pistol. 
We  neared  the  bridge.  The  road  grew  deeper — the  mud  more  tenacious. 
For  a  second  Charley  seemed  to  despair.  The  black  hor-e  by  his  side 
was  for  giving  up. 
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"  I  rose  ID  my  seat  with  a  yell  that  started  Charley  like  hreath  on  coals 
of  fire.  I  brought  down  my  whip  on  flanks  seldom  dishonored  with  a 
blow.  In  an  instant  he  gathered  himself  like  a  buck  for  mighty  leaps. 
He  had  the  strength  of  ten  horses.  The  muscles  lay  like  knots  and  cords 
along  his  body.  Away  went  the  carriage,  jerk  by  jerk,  carriage- and 
black  horse,  too — all  dragged  by  the  terrible  earnestness  of  my  brave 
Charley,  till  the  bridge  was  reached,  and  crossed,  and  the  road  on  the 
other  side,  and  the  dry  grass  road  once  more  gained.  Bid  I  not  bless 
the  ox  whoso  hide  made  that  harness  ?  Did  I  not  bless  the  men  who 
put  in  those  stout  stitches  ?  Did  I  not  dance,  and  shout,  and  caress  old 
Charley — ^yes,  kiss  him,  too  ?  Did  we  not  all  get  out,  women  and  chil- 
dren,  and  pat  him  and  praise  him,  and  did  he  not,  like  a  prince  as  he 
was,  yet  trembling  all  over  with  excitement,  receive  our  congratulations 
with  proud  intelligence  ?  Charley  was  sold,  on  my  removal,  to  a  min- 
ister ;  somebody  stole  him  and  sold  him  to  the  Indians.  I  don't  know 
what  ever  became  of  him.  I  should  know  him  among  a  thousand.  Do 
you  think  that  he  is  entirely  put  out  ? 

'^  If  horses  don't  have  another  chance  in  a  land  of  tender  grass  and  in- 
finite oats,  then  I  think  we  ought  to  treat  them  a  deal  better  than  we  do 
in  this  world." 


INDIAN  SUMMEB. 

Just  after  the  death  of  the  flowers, 

And  before  they  are  buried  in  snow, 
There  comes  a  festival  season, 

When  nature  is  all  aglow — 
Aglow  with  a  mystical  splendor 

That  rivals  the  brightness  of  Spring- 
Aglow  with  a  beauty  more  tender 

Than  aught  which  summer  can  bring. 

Some  spirit  akin  to  the  rainbow 

Then  borrows  its  magical  dyes, 
And  mantles  the  far-spreading  landscape 

In  hues  that  bewilder  the  eyes ; 
The  sun  from  his  cloud-shadowed  chamber 

Smile!?  sofl  on  a  vision  so  gay, 
And  dreams  that  his  favorite  children, 

The  flowers,  have  not  passed  away. 

There*8  a  luminous  mist  on  the  mountains, 

A  light,  azure  haze  in  the  air, 
As  if  angels,  while  heavenward  soaring, 

Had  left  their  bright  robes  floating  there; 
The  breeze  is  ^o  soft,  so  caressing, 

It  seems  a  mute  token  of  love, 
And  floats  to  the  heart  like  a  blessing 

From  some  happy  spirits  above. 
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These  days,  so  serene  and  so  charming, 

Awaken  a  dreamy  delight — 
A  tremulous,  tearful  enjojrment, 

Like  soft  strains  of  music  at  night ; 
We  know  they  are  fadine  and  fleeting, 

That  quickly,  too  quickly,  thejr'U  end, 
And  we  watch  them  with  yearning  affection, 

As,  at  parting,  we  watch  a  dear  friend. 

O  beautiful  Indian  Summer ! 

Thou  favorite  child  of  the  year. 
Thou  darling  whom  nature  enriches. 

With  gifts  and  adornments  so  dear ! 
How  fain  would  we  woo  thee  to  linger 

On  mountains  and  meadows  awhile; 
For  our  hearts,  like  the  sweet  haunts  of  nature, 

Eejoice  and  grow  young  in  thy  smile. 

Not  alone  to  the  sad  fields  of  autumn 

Dost  thou  a  lost  brightness  restore, 
But  thou  bringest  a  world-weary  spirit 

Sweet  dreams  of  its  childhood  once  more ; 
Thv  loveliness  fills  us  with  memories 

Of  all  that  was  brightest  and  best — 
Thv  peace  and  serenity  offer 

A  foretaste  of  heavenly  rest. 


GOING  HOME. 


BY  C.  G.  A.  HULLHORST. 


Selig  sind  die  das  Heimweh  haben 

Denn  sie  sollen  nach  Hause  koramen. 

Stillinff. 
A  LONELY  traveler  is  wandering  with  weary  yet  somewhat  hasty  step 
through  yonder  valley.  For  years  he  has  been  roving  through  the  world 
— a  stranger  in  strange  lands — and  now  he  has  set  his  heart  upon  home, 
weary  of  the  noise  and  bustle  that  have  so  long  surrounded  him.  Now 
he  comes  to  a  river,  whose  waters  rush  along  with  unabating  fury,  threat- 
ening with  a  roaring  voice  to  bar  his  onward  progress.  At  first  he  hesi- 
tates what  to  do.  lie  spies  around  for  a  ford,  but  in  vain,  and  now  with 
careful  step  he  enters  the  stream,  and  after  a  struggle  with  the  violent 
current,  safely  ascends  on  the  further  shore.  Without  delay  or  rest  ho 
moves  onward  over  hill  and  valley,  over  stump  and  stone.  Beautiful 
landscapes  unroll  themselves  before  his  view.  Now  he  enters  the  shades 
of  a  forest,  where  not  a  single  ray  of  light  penetrates  to  cheer  him.  But 
just  when  it  seems  as  though  there  were  no  end  to  the  gloom  and  dark- 
ness, no  bright  and  pleasant  opening — of  a  sudden  the  faithful  beams  of 
the  midday  sun  greet  his  eye,  and  he  once  more  takes  heart,  and  resolves 
never  to  despair. 
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Thus,  through  rain  and  sunshine,  under  a  sky  now  cloudy,  then  a  bbz- 
ing  sea  of  light;  now,  through  pleasant  landsoapes,  then,  with  horrible 
abysses  before  and  beside  him — he  journeys  hastily  on  his  wty;  never 
casting  a  look  behind,  but  ever  resting  his  steadfast  eye  on  the  far  East, 
where  he  longs  to  descry  his  home. 

He  loves  and  enjoys  the  beauties  along  his  path.  He  thankfully  greets 
every  object  that  offers  him  pleasures.  He  loves  the  music  of  the  birds. 
He  smiles  at,  and  sometimes  plucks  the  berries  that  happen  to  come  near 
his  hand.  But  he  never  stops  to  enjoy  these  things.  He  never  lies 
down  on  the  inviting  bank  of  a  stream.  He  never  rests  his  foot  to  hear 
more  distinctly  the  melodies  of  sweet  warblers  by  the  roadside.  On- 
ward, still  onward  is  his  course;  he  has  no  time,  no  desire  to  stop  here, 
pleasant  as  it  may  be.  All  his  surroundings  may  be  beautiful,  sweet, 
delicious,  and  he  would  rather  have  them  so  than  otherwise, — but  here 
is  not  his  home.     He  is  but  a  stranger  here. 

It  is  evening.  He  enters  a  tavern  by  the  way-side  to  spend  the  nighL 
Here  agiin  he  loves  to  have  all  comfortable,  pleasant,  cheering.  He 
thankfully  partakes  of  the  good  things  offered  him.  He  enjoys  the  well- 
furnished  chamber,  the  sofc  and  warm  bed.  He  would  sooner  have  it  all 
so  than  otherwise;  but  he  does  not  covet  these  things,  forms  no  attach* 
ment  to  them.  He  does  not  wish  to  stay  here,  notwithstanding  such  at- 
tractions; for  he  knows  to-morrow  he  is  going  home.  This  word  home 
works  like  magic  in  destroying  immediately  every  momentary  attachment 
to  these  good  things.  He  stays  here  to  night,  because  he  mu^t,  but — on 
the  morrow  he  is  going  home. 

This  is  the  picture  of  the  Christian  as  he  wanders  through  the  valley 
of  this  earth  It  is  an  old  picture,  but  ever  full  of  thought  and  instruc- 
tion It  defines  most  beautifully  and  happily  the  true  relation  of  the 
Christian  to  the  enjoyments  of  earth — a  point  which  puzzles  many,  who 
are  seeking  their  true  destiny,  their  true  home. 

The  Chris' ian,  like  the  traveler,  loves  to  behold  pleasant  scenes.  He 
greets  with  a  smile  every  object  of  delight.  He  even  plucks  and  tastes 
of  the  fruit  of  pleasure.  He  loves  the  songs  of  the  beautiful.  But  he 
does  not  allow  these  things  to  stop  his  Christian  progress;  they  do  not 
arrest  his  journey  towards  his  Eastern  home. 

Again,  just  as  the  traveler  at  the  wayside  inn,  so  the  Christian  would 
rather  have  all  things  comfurtuble,  all  his  surroundings  beautiful.  He 
can  partake  of  the  good  things  of  the  land.  He  can  have  a  comfortable 
dwelling  place,  but  it  is  not  his  home.  He  does  not  hang  his  heart  upon 
these  things.  He  is  only  a  stranger  here,  staying  over  night  at  the  tav- 
ern, because  he  must,  but  on  the  morrow  he  is  going  home. 

The  birds  may  here  sing  sweetly,  but  their  song  is  to  him  only  a  pre- 
lude to  the  music  of  angels.  Mountains  and  rivers  here  way  be  beauti- 
ful, but  they  are  only  shadows  of  the  paradise  above.  His  garments  here 
may  be  rich  and  costly,  but  they  are  to  him  only  an  "apron  of  fig-leave«," 
and  he  rents  his  hope  in  the  garment  of  righteousness.  All  hi.s  pleasures 
on  earth  are  only  accidental  to  him,  he  docs  not  crave  them — for  on  the 
morrow  he  is  going  home; — ^yea,  home !  to  be  a  stranger  no  more,  but, 
for  ever  a  happy  citisen  in  the  city  of  the  living  God! 
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THE  LA.ST  K(JM3EB  OF  1870. 

This  Dumber  closes  the  XXI  volume  of  the  Guardian.  We  thank 
our  contributors  for  their  labor  of  love.  To  them  this  Magazine  and  its 
riders  owe  much.  We  thank  our  subscribers  for  their  patronage  and 
their  friendship ;  for  their  words  of  cheer  and  marks  of  grateful  satis- 
faction. We  invite  both  to  join  us  in  thanking  the  Father  of  all  mercies 
for  blessing  the  Guardian,  and  for  according  it  a  career  of  acceptable 
usefulness  for  a  period  of  one  and  twenty  years;  with  devout  reverence 
join  us  in  praising  Him  for  His  blessing  conferred  upon  its  writers,  its 
readers,  its  friends,  its  editor,  during  the  past  year— during  all  their 
years  past.  And  now  another  one  is  ending.  Its  flowers  have  faded  ; 
its  leaves  have  fallen  ;  its  birds  have  \eft  us  for  a  season,  or  hushed  their 
warblings.  The  bleak  sadness  of  Autumn  has  come  upon  us ;  and  we, 
too,  feel  sad.  The  beautiful  earth  has  been  stripped  of  its  summer  garb. 
And  so  year  after  year,  as  we,  **  being  in  this  tabernacle,"  grow  older, 
**  being  burdened,"  our  decaying  mortal  life  is  like  a  garment  fast  wear- 
ing out.  Yet  we,  as  Christians,  are  happy  and  hopeful  withal.  ^^  Not 
for  that  we  would  be  unclothed,  but  clothed  upon,  that  mortality  might 
be  swallowed  up  of  life." 

In  a  charming  rural  district  of  Pennsylvania,  we  recently  were  present 
at  the  dedication  of  a  venerable  church — a  sacred  edifice  of  fourscore 
years  renewed  with  a  becoming  exterior.  We  sat  by  a  father  in  Israel 
ninety  years  old ;  a  cheerful,  hopeful  man  of  God.  For  more  than  thirty 
years  his  son  has  been  a  successful  missionary  in  Asia,  and  still  is.  His 
children  and  children's  children,  to  the  fourth  generation,  are  childreu 
of  God.  We  walked  to  the  house  of  God  together.  The  autumn  wind 
shook  his  long  gray  locks ;  the  same  wind  bore  the  leaves  from  the  tree- 
limbs,  and  laid  them  in  our  path.  We  watched  him — this  dear  patri- 
arch— more  than  all  the  great  crowd  beside ;  watched  him  with  a  tender 
heart  as  he  sat  in  his  accustomed  church-seat,  in  the  church  where, 
ninety  years  ago,  he  was  baptized ;  wherein  he  was  instructed  and  con- 
firmed; wherein  he  worshiped  and  communed  for  three  quarters  of  a 
century.  The  rollicking,  nimble-footed  boy  of  eighty  years  ago  can  no 
longer  be  recognized  in  the  aged  father.  His  features  and  form,  his 
strength  and  voice,  have  greatly  changed  since  his  boyhood.  Yet  his 
faith  is  now  as  it  was  then,  undimmed.  He  reads  his  Bible,  hymns  and 
prayers  without  glasses.  A  pleasing  lesson  I  learned  from  the  dear  father : 
'*  The  grass  withereth,  and  the  flower  thereof  falleth  away,  but  the  word 
of  the  Lord  endureth  forever."  The  Christiau  life  is  of  evergreen 
growth.  He  shall  bring  forth  fruit  in  old  age.  He  shall  dwell  in  the 
house  of  the  Lord  forever. 
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Have  we  written  or  done  anything  wrong  in  the  past  year,  we  ask  par- 
don of  God — ask  it,  too,  of  our  readers.  It  is  such  a  sdemn  thing  to 
close  a  volame ;  to  write  the  last  page,  and  the  little  word  "  Finis  "  at 
the  foot  of  it ;  and  then  to  send  the  book  forth  beyond  recall  What  is 
written  is  written.  Through  it,  when  dead,  one  yet  speaks — speaks  good 
will— 

"  When  this  poor  lisping,  atAininering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave." 

We  mean  to  do  good  to  our  readers — to  give  them  a  blessing  without 
alloy.  The  coming  year  we  will  try  to  do  better  than  in  the  past.  In 
what  respect  this  shall  be  done,  we  prefer  not  to  state ;  lest,  however 
honestly  intended,  we  might  promise  and  not  fulfil.  We — all  that  labor 
with  us — would  be  greatly  encouraged  by  an  increase  of  the  Guardian  s 
circulation.  A  few  dozen  of  its  young  readers  might,  with  a  few  hours 
labor  add  hundreds  to  its  readers.  Try  it,  kind  friends.  Then  you 
will  enable  the  publishers  to  improve  its  appearance  and  contents  to  an 
extent  that  would  greatly  increase  its  usefulness,  and  please  ita  readers. 


THE  VOLUME  FOB  1871, 


WUth  January  next,  the  "Guardian''  will  enter  on  a  new  volume. 
We  purpose  embellishing  it  with  a  handsome  steel-plate  engraving,  and 
setting  up  the  matter  with  entirely  new  type.  The  whole  appearance 
and  juechanical  execution  of  the  work  will  be  greatly  improved. 
^T\xH  £ditor,  we  are  assured^  will  spare  no  labor  or  pains  to  keep  up  the 
int^est  of  the  contents  of  the  Magazine.  It  has  already  gained  no 
mean  reputation  for  itself,  and  we  are  satisfied,  that  the  future  will  add 
to  this  and  not  detract  from  it.  The  publication  has  an  important  sphere 
to  fill,  and  well  does  it  subserve  its  responsible  mission. 

The  publishers  trust,  their  labor  of  love  will  be  properly  Appreciated, 
and  that  this  will  be  shown  by  a  large  return  of  new  subscribers.  For 
terms  see  prospectus;  on  the  last  page  of  the  cover. — Publishers. 
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